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INTRODUCTION. 

Om  of  the  negative  exoellenoeB  of  Bolver,  vhkh 
most  atrike  every  critical  reader,  ia  his  entire  free- 
dom from  seU-repetition.  In  many  novela,  espe- 
cially tboee  of  volominooB  writeis,  we  are  wearied 
by  a  fieqnent  lecunence  of  similar  plots,  sitoationa, 
and  cliaracteis.  They  are  Paganinis  who  can  play 
on  only  one  string.  Theii  chime  of  bells  has  bnt  a 
mugle  peaL  Even  the  old  masteia  of  painting  qird- 
ifeat  this  fault  Sjiowing  that  Qtay  can  do  soive  one 
thing  better  than  anybody  else,  tJiay  do  it  over  and 
over  again,  with  few  attempts  at  freshness  or 
novelty.  The  most  original  genius  has  his  favourite 
formula,  his  ever-recniring  distinctive  expression. 
Even  amid  the  inexhaustible  fniitfulnees  of  Bubens, 
Sir  Joshna  Reynolds,  it  is  said,  found  one  smooth, 
flat  face  continoally  reoniring.  Not  so  with  Bolwer ; 
whatever  oUier  faults  he  may  have,  he  does  not 
offend  us  by  a  monotonous  mannerism, — a  perpet- 
ual imprisonment  in  self.  When  the  multitude  of 
his  characters  and  situations  is  oonaidered,  tt  is  re- 
markable  how  rarely,  if  ever,  he  reproduces  himself. 
The  fertility  of  his  genioa  is  not  more  surprising 
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than  its  novelty  and  vereatility.  A  muter  in  four 
distinct  styles  of  fiction,  as  the  domestic  (e.  g.  The 
Caxton  series),  the  romantic  (e.  g.  "  Night  and 
Morning  "),  the  purely  imaginative  (e.  g.  "Zanoni"), 
and  the  historical  (e.  g.  "Harold"),  he  went  on 
growing  and  ripening  to  the  very  last ;  and  the  pen 
dropped  from  his  weary  fingers  as  he  was  finishing 
the  last  pages  of  a  romance,  which,  but  for  its  vari- 
ous learning  and  rich  store  of  "  the  fraite  of  golden 
oontemplation,  the  harvest-flower  of  life,"  might 
have  come  from  the  brain  of  a  nec^hyte  in  novel- 
writing  of  five-and-twenty. 

What  was  the  secret  of  this  fertility  Emd  fresh- 
ness t  Was  it  not  that  he  was  all  his  life  an  inde- 
fatigable student,  and  constantly  Teplonished  his 
mind  at  the  fountains  of  thought  t  Instead  of  ex- 
hausting his  mental  soil  by  continual  croppng,  he 
steadily  and  ceaselessly  watered  and  enriched  it  by 
reading,  observation,  and  the  study  of  men.  More- 
over he  tells  ns,  in  the  preface  to  "  Felham"  (edition 
of  1840),  that,  knowing  that  art  does  not  come  by 
inspiration,  he  studied  the  great  works  of  his  prede- 
ceescos,  and  sought  to  derive  therefrom  certain  rules 
and  canons  for  his  guidance.  Hence,  as  one  .of  his 
leviewers  has  said,  "  Kenelm  Chillingly  "  is  younger 
than  "  Felham  "  in  freehnees,  verve,  and  elasticity ; 
hence  in  "  The  Fariaians  "  we  detect  no  trace  of  the 
stealthy  advances  of  old  e^,  but  the  words  are 
the  words  of  wisdom,  yet  spoken  with  the  enthnsi- 
Bsm  and  dewy  freshness  of  the  boy.    Tim  is  the 
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seereb  of  Salver's  ability  to  delight  hia  readers  in 
bis  sexsgenarian  days  even  more  than  in  the  fluah 
erf  youth  or  the  heyday  of  mEinhood. 

The  preeeut  work  is  a  worthy  sucoessor  to  the 
previous  ones  of  the  Coxtoa  group.  As  in  them,  the 
Roder  of  "  What  will  he  do  with  it  ? "  is  snrpriBed 
at  the  skill  and  ease  with  which  the  author  develops 
the  succeeaiTe  incidents  of  his  complex  plot,  —  at 
the  mastery  with  which,  without  straining  his  char- 
acters or  his  incidents,  or  allowing  them  to  hustle 
one  auodier,  he  disposes  all  bis  material,  and  con- 
centrates his  varied  forces  on  one  result.  So  nnmer- 
ous  are  the  dramatit  penona,  that  at  times  one 
trembles  for  the  succette  of  the  author  in  shaping 
their  destinies ;  but,  from  the  b^pnning  of  the  story 
to  the  close,  he  has  them  under  his  entire  control ; 
and  they  glide  throngh  the  intricacies  of  the  tale 
without  a  suspicion  by  the  reader  of  the  ditumemeiU, 
till  the  clew  of  their  creator's  skill  extricates  them 
from  the  labyrinth. 

What  a  creation  —  how  unique  and  original  —  is 
the  poor  old  on&«yed  vagabond,  Waife;  the  wise, 
generous,  patient,  tender-hearted  man,  who,  to  screen 
a  dissolute  Bim,  an  unadulterated  knave,  undergoes 
transportation  and  bears  for  years  the  infamy  of  a 
felon ;  becomes  by  turns  convict,  actor,  basket-maker, 
'ragabond,  and  devotes  a  life  of  poverty,  obscurity, 
and  toil  to  the  care  of  the  supposed  daughter  of  this 
Bconndrel !  We  know  of  few  characters  in  fiction 
mcae  exquisitely  humorous  and  pathetio.     What 
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leader  is  not  thriUed  by  the  faeroum  and  calm  phi- 
loBophy  with  whifih  this  brave  outcast  Btnigglea 
against  poverty  and  reproach,  as  buoyant  and  lively 
of  spirit  as  if  his  life  were  all  Bunsbine,  and  refusing 
all  ofieiB  of  help  till  the  mystery  that  overhangs 
him  is  cleared  and  his  innocence  vindicated  1  How 
powerfully  conceived  and  vividly  depicted  is  the 
graceless,  shamelesa  villain,  —  the  herculean  fop  in 
his  youth,  —  Jasper  Losely  I  Still  more  original 
and  masterly  is  the  portraiture  of  one  of  the  victims 
of  Losely's  rascality,  the  passionate,  impulsive,  be- 
trayed Arabella  Crane.  How  vivid  and  distinct  she 
stands  out  on  tbe  canvas,  with  her  haggard,  mascu- 
line foce,  hollow,  sunken  cheeks,  burning  eyes, 
grizzled  hair,  "  nose  sharp,  long,  beaked  as  a  bird  of 
prey,"  and  step  noiseless  as  a  spectre's  I  With  what 
devotion,  in  spite  of  her  wrongs,  and  in  spite  of  the 
"  spretie  iajuria  formse "  so  hard  to  pardon,  she 
shelters  and  befriends  the  wretch  who  has  betrayed 
her,  and,  like  a  guardian  angel,  interposes  and  balks 
the  execution  of  the  murderous  schemes  which 
would  send  faim  to  the  gallows  I  With  what  cour'- 
age  and  in  what  biting  words  she,  a  lonely  friendleas 
woman,  rebukes  him  for  his  misdeeds,  and  warns 
him  of  their  consequences  I 

What  a  strange,  enigmatical  character  is  that  of 
Mm  stubbornly  obstinate  Guy  Darrell,  with  his  com- 
manding %ure,  massive  forehead  significant  of  intel- 
lectnal  vigour  and  dauntless  wiU,  musical  voice,  and 
cold,  bright,  musing   eye,  which   could   suddwily 
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ehai^  its  hue  from  gray  to  dark,  and  flash  into 

vivid  fire ;  the  lawyer  and  parliamentarian,  who,  with 

talenta  to  win  the  highest  hoDoon  of  the  bar,  and  tbia 

"  The  applaiue  of  listening  senates  to  command,'* 

abrupUy  aabsidea  into  a  listless  reolnael  One  el 
the  moat  powerful  scenes  in  the  story,  or,  indeed,  in 
any  romance,  is  that  where  Loeely,  having  stolen  at 
night  into  Dairell's  lonely  private  room  in  the  old 
manoT-hoose  at  Fawley,  and  locked  both  doors,  is  so 
magnetised  by  the  great  man's  eye  and  voice,  and 
calm,  steadfast  coinage,  that  the  miacraant,  in  the 
very  "  height  and  torrent "  of  his  rage,  stands  awed, 
oowed,  ^eU-bound,  and  is  baffled  in  his  pnrpoae,  till 
a  door  is  burst  open,  uid  friends  rash  in  to  the  law- 
yer's aid.  Exemplifying,  as  it  does,  the  superiority 
of  moral  to  physical  force,  this  scene  is  even  more 
striking  than  the  one  in  the  thieves'  den,  where 
Losely  disarms,  knocks  down,  or  scues  into  flight 
his  half  a  soore  of  assailants.  In  contrast  .with 
these  exciting  scenes,  what  beantiful  idyllic  piotnres 
are  those  of  the  boating  excorsions  and  summer  life 
on  the  Thames,  and  that  of  die  cripple  Waife,  Sophy, 
and  Sit  Isaac  at  the  midday  meal  in  the  shadowy 
nook  by  the  trout-brook  on  the  way  to  Gatosboro' !' 

Among  the  interesting  minor  oharacters  in  the 
Btoiy  are  Fairthom,  Darrell's  shy,  shambling  secre- 
tary, the  flutist  and  chess-player ;  Mr.  Hartopp,  the 
Mayor  of  Oateaboro',  oonoeming  whose  reputation 
(or  sagacity  ite  dtiaens  are  so  nervonsly  sensitive } 
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Qeorga  Morley,  the  sttittering  rector,  who  ia  cored' 
of  '  hiB  infirmity  by  Waife ;  the  VipoQts,  to  whom 
Englaad  is  always  menaced  bya  political  orius ;  and 
Colonel  Alban  Morley,  the  accoiaplislied  society  man 
and  matchmaker,  who  is  anxious  that  Darrell  should 
marry,  and  recounts  to  him  the  virtues  and  chsnoa 
of  a  long  roU  of  high-born,  fashionable  women,  yet 
is  himself  Cupid-proof,  and  rans  the  gauntlet  of  all 
these  charmers  "  unscorched  and  heart-whole."  To 
the  suggestion  that  the  lawyer  should  marry  a  cer- 
tain widow,  his  scornful  reply  is, "  No  dain^  so 
flarourlesB  as  a  heart  warmed  up  again."  Not  the 
leaat  interesting  of  the  figures  on  the  canvas  is  Sir 
Isaac,  Waife's  wonderful  dog,  who  seems  half  human 
in  his  intelligence  and  afi^tion. 

In  tbis,  aa  in  the  other  Gaxton  noTels,  the  passion 
of  lore  is  treated  with  exquisite  skill,  —  with  an  in- 
tensity and  delicacy  of  feeling  not  snrpassed  by  any 
novelist  The  loves  of  Lionel  and  Sophy  at  once 
engage  onr  sympathy,  and  we  rejoice  when  the  great 
obstacle  to  their  union  is  found  to  be  an  imaginary 
one.  ■  Bnlwer's  power  irf  sympathiaing,  even  after  be 
has  passed  life's  meridian,  with  the  joyous  feelings 
and  optimism  of  youth,  ia  not  the  least  noteworthy 
of  his  traits.  Finally,  as  a  lover  and  painter  of 
Ei^^lish  rural  scenery,  he  shows  himself  in  the  pres- 
ent tale  a  proficient  in  that  art  of  which  Scott  was 
so'  great  a  master. 

"  What  will  he  do  with  it  ? "  was  first  pnblisfaed 
in  SlachoooeFaMagatinein  1857-58,  (Vols.  T.XXXL 
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to  LXXXrV.),  and  an  editicm  in  fonr  volmnea  8to 
was  publislied  by  Blackwood  in  Edinbui^h  in  1859. 
A  tianslation  of  the  work  into  French,  made  by  A. 
Fichot  and  A.  Courtois,  was  published  at  PariB  in 
1860,  in  two  volumes,  Svo,  of  the  Bibliothique  det 
mnUturt  ronton*. 

W.  M. 
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BOOK  I.— CHAPTEB  I. 

Ta  which  the  Hiitorr  opens  with  a  description  of  the  Sodal  Han- 
MIS,  Habita,  and  AaitiBenieDtB  of  Che  English  People,  as  exhib- 
ited in  an  immemorial  National  Fesdvitj.  — Characten  to  be 
commemorated  m  the  History,  Introduced  and  gntphicall^  po^ 
trayed,  with  a  nasologicfti  iUnAratioo.  —  Origioal  Hnggeatioua 
ai  to  the  idioaynciBBice  engendered  bj  trade*  and  calliogt^  with 
other  mattera  worth/  of  note,  coDvejed  in  artleee  dialogoe  after 
the  manner  of  Herodotna,  Father  of  Hiatorj  (Mother  unknown). 

It  waa  a  snnuner  fair  in  one  of  the  piettieet;  villages 
in  Smrey.  The  maia  street  was  lined  with  booths, 
abonnding  in  toys,  gleaming  oioolceiy,  gay  ribbons,  and 
gilded  gingerbread.  Farther  on,  where  the  street  wid- 
ened into  the  ample  village-green,  rose  the  more  pre- 
tending fabrics  which  lodged  the  attractive  forms  of  the 
Mermaid,  the  Korfolk  Giant,  the  Pig-faced  Lady,  the  , 
Spotted  Boy,  and  the  Calf  with  Two  Heads;  while 
high  over  even  these  edifices,  and  occupying  the  most 
oonspicnons  vantage-ground,  a  lofty  st^e  promised  to 
mral  playgoers  l^e  "Grand  Melodramatic  Performance 
of  The  Remoiseleas  Baron  and  the  Bandit's  Child." 
Mnsic,  lively  if  artless,  resounded  on  every  side, — 
dnuQS,  fifes,  penny -whistles,  cat-calls,  and  a  hand-organ 
played  by  a  dark  foreigner,  from  the  height  of  whose 
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Bhonlder  &  cynical  but  obeerrant  monkej  eyed  the  hubbnl 
and  cracked  his  nuts. 

It  was  DOW  annael;  the  tltnu^  at  the  fullest, — an 
animated,  joyoxa  aceos.  The  day  had  beai  eultty ;  no 
clouds  were  to  be  seen,  except  low  on  the  weat«m  hori- 
zon, where  they  stretched,  in  lengthened  ridges  of  gold 
and  purple,  like  the  border-land  between  earth  and  sky. 
The  tall  elma  on  the  groen  were  still,  save,  near  the 
great  stage,  one  or  two,  upon  which  had  climbed  young 
urchins,  whose  laughing  faces  peered  forth,  here  and 
there,  from  the  foliage  trembling  under  ^eir  restless 
movemente. 

Amidst  the  crowd,  as  it  streamed  saunteringly  along, 
were  two  spectators,  —  strangers  to  the  place,  as  was 
notably  prored  by  the  attention  they  excited,  and  the 
broad  jokes  their  dress  and  ^pearanoe  provoked  from 
the  rustic  wit«;  jokes  which  they  took  with  amused 
good-humor,  and  sometimes  retaliated  with  a  zest  which 
had  already  made  them  very  popular  personages  i  indeed, 
there  was  that  about  them  which  propitiated  liking, 
They  were  young,  and  the  freshness  of  enjoyment  was 
so  visible  in  their  faces,  that  it  begot  a  sympathy;  and 
wherever  they  went,  other  faces  brightened  round  them. 

One  of  the  two  whom  we  have  thus  individoalized 
was  of  that  enviable  age,  ranging  from  five -ond-t wen ty 
to  seven-and-twenty,  in  which,  if  a  man  cannot  contrive 
to  make  life  very  pleasant,  pitiable,  indeed,  must  be  the 
state  of  his  digestive  organs.  But  you  might  see  by 
this  gentleman's  countenance  that  if  thero  were  many 
like  him,  it  would  be  a  worse  world  for  the  doctors. 
His  cheek,  Uioiigh  not  highly  colored,  was  yet  mddy 
and  clear;  his  hazel  eyes  were  lively  and  keen;  his 
hair,  which  escaped  in  loose  clusters  from  a  jean  shoot- 
ing-cap, set  jauntily  on  a  well-shaped  head,  was  of  that 
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deep,  snimy  aubum  rarely  seen  but  in  permiu  of  vigor- 
oub  and  hardy  tempeiament.  He  waa  good-looking  (» 
the  whole,  and  would  hsve  deaerved  the  more  fiattering 
epithet  of  handsome,  bnt  for  his  noee,  which  was  what 
the  French  call  "aooae  in  the  air,"  — not  a  nose  anper- 
oiliooa;  not  a  nose  provooaMTe,  as  such  nosea  mostly  are: 
bnt  a  noae  decidedly  in  eomeat  to  make  tiia  best  of  itself 
and  of  tiiingB  in  general ;  a  nose  that  would  poah  its  way 
ap  in  life,  but  so  pleasantly  that  Uie  most  irritable  fin- 
gen  wonld  never  itch  to  lay  hold  of  it.  With  aooh  a 
nose  a  man  ml^t  play  the  vloloneello,  marry  for  love,  w 
even  write  poetry,  and  yet  not  go  to  the  doga.  Kevei 
wonld  he  stick  in  the  mud  ao  long  as  he  followed  that 
nose  in  the  air  I 

By  the  help  of  that  noee ,  this  gentleman  wore  a  black 
velveteen  jacket  of  foreign  cut;  a  mustache  and  imperial 
(then  much  rarer  in  England  than  they  have  been  einoe 
tite  siege  of  Sebaatopol) ;  and  yet  left  yon  perfectly  con- 
vinced that  he  was  an  honest  Engliahman,  who  had  not 
only  no  designs  on  your  pocket,  but  would  not  be  easily 
duped  by  any  designs  upon  his  own. 

The  companion  of  the  personage  thus  sketched  might 
be  somewhere  aboat  seventeen-,  but  his  gait,  his  air,  his 
lithe,  vigorous  frame,  showed  a  manliness  at  variance 
with  the  bluish  bloom  of  hie  face.  He  struck  the  eye 
much  more  than  hia  elder  comrade.  Not  that  he  vrm 
regularly  handsome,  —  tar  from  it ;  yet  it  is  no  paradox 
to  say  that  he  was  beautiful, — at  least,  few  indeed  wen 
the  women  who  would  not  have  called  him  so.  Hia  hair, 
long  like  his  friend's,  was  of  a  dark  chestnut,  with  gold 
gleaming  through  it  where  the  sun  fell,  inclining  to 
curl,  and  singularly  soft  and  silken  in  its  texture.  His 
large,  clear,  dark-blue,  happy  eyes  were  fringed  with 
long,  ebon  laehee,  and  set  under  brows  which  already 
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WOW  tihe  exp'KBBioa  at  iBteUecttuil  power;  and,  better 
still,  of  frank  txunge  &ud  open  loy&Ity.  His  com- 
plezion  WEta  fair,  and  somewhat  pale,  and  his  lips  in 
laughing  ehowed  teeth  exquiutely  white  and  even.  Bat 
tiiough  hie  profile  was  clearl;  cut,  it  was  far  from  the 
Oreek  ideal }  and  he  wanted  the  height  of  etatore  which 
is  UAuall;  considered  essential  to  the  peraon&l  pietsn- 
■ions  of  the  male  sex.  Withont  being  poaitiTely  short, 
he  was  still  under  middle  height,  and  from  the  compact 
develoimient  gf  his  pioportiona,  aeemed  already  to  htm 
attuned  his  foil  growth.  His  dress,  though  not  for- 
eign, like  hie  comrade's, was  peculiar, — abroad-brimmed 
Btraw-faat,  with  a  wide  bine  ribbon;  ahirt-coUar  turned 
down,  leaving  the  throat  bare;  a  dark-green  jacket  of 
thinner  material  than  cloth;  white  trousers  and  wuat- 
ooat  completed  his  costume.  He  looked  like  a  mother's 
darling,  —  perhaps  he  was  one. 

Scratch  across  hie  bock  went  one  of  those  ingenious 
mechanical  omtriTtinoes,  familiarly  in  rt^ue  at  furs, 
which  are  designed  to  impress  upon  the  victim,  to  whom 
they  are  applied,  the  pleasing  conviction  tiiat  his  gar- 
ment is  rent  in  twain. 

The  boy  turned  round  so  quickly  that  he  caoght  the 
arm  of  the  offender,  —  a  pretly  village-girl,  a  year  or 
two  younger  than  himeelf.  "  Found  in  the  act,  aen- 
tenced,  punished, "  cried  he,  snatohing  a  kiss,  and  re- 
ceiving a  gentle  slap.  "  And  now,  good  for  evil,  here  'a 
a  ribbon  for  you,  — choose." 

The  ^rl  slunk  bock  shyly,  bat  her  companions  pushed 
her  forward,  and  she  ended  by  selecting  a  cherry-colored 
ribbon,  for  which  the  boy  paid  carelessly,  while  his  elder 
and  wiser  friend  lookedat  him  with  grave,  compassionate 
rebuke,  and  grumbled  out,  '  Dr.  Franklin  tells  ns  that 
once  in  his  life  he  paid  too  dear  for  a  whistle ;  but  then 
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ha  wu  01J7  aereD  yeua  old,  aitd  a  whistle  hu  its  mm. 
Bnt  to  pay  rach  a  price  for  a  actatahbaokl — Fiodigall 
Ccone  along." 

Afi  the  friends  Btzolled  on,  naturally  enough  all  the 
young  girla  who  wished  (or  ribbons,  and  weie  posseesed 
of  scistchbaoks,  followed  in  their  w»ke.  Soatch  went 
the  instrmnenta,  hut  in  Tain. 

"  Tflrmnn."  said  Uie  elder,  taming  sharply  upon  tham, 
his  noaa  in  the  air,  "ribbons  are  [dentifnl, — shillingB 
scarce ;  and  kisses,  thon^  pleasant  in  private,  aie  in- 
sipid in  pnblio.  What,  stilll  Bewanl  know  that, 
innocent  as  we  seem,  we  are  women-eaten;  and  if 
yon  follow  as  farther,  you  are  devonied! "  So  saying, 
he  expanded  his  jaws  to  a  width  so  prstematiually  large, 
and  exhibited  a  row  of  grinders  so  formidable,  that  the 
gills  fell  back  in  consternation.  The  frieztds  tamed 
down  a  narrow  alley  between  the  booths,  and  though 
stall  pursued  I7  some  adrentnioas  and  meroenaiy  spirits, 
were  comparatiTely  imdisturbed  as  thc^  thieaded  theii 
way  along  the  back  of  the  boottis,  and  arrived  at  last  on 
the  viltsge-gieen,  and  In  front  of  the  Great  Stage. 

"  Oho,  Lionell  "  qnoth  the  elder  friend;  "  Theepian 
and  classical,  —  worth  seeii^,  no  doabt."  Then  tam- 
ing to  a  grave  cobbler  in  leathern  apron,  who  was  le- 
gaiding  with  aatiiraine  interest  the  motley  fignne  ranged 
in  front  of  the  cortain  as  the  "  Ihamatis  Persons  '  he 
ssid,"  You  seem  attracted,  air;  yon  have  probably  already 
witneesed  the  performance. " 

"Tes,"  retained  the  Gobbler;  "this  is  the  third 
day,  and  to^nomw  'b  the  last.  I  am't  missed  cnoe 
jet,  and  I  sha'n't  miss;  hot  it  am't  what  it  was  awhile 
back." 

'That  is  sad;  bat  then  the  same  thing  is  mid  of 
everything  "by  everybody  who  has  reached  your  respect- 
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tibia  age,  firiend.  Summera  and  buhb,  etnpid  old  inter- 
ingrplaces,  and  pratty  young  women  'un't  what  they 
were  awhile  bock.'  If  men  and  things  go  on  degen- 
erating fn  thifl  wa;,  onr  giandchildien  will  have  a  dull 
time  of  itl " 

The  Gobbler  ejed  Hie  y oong  man,  and  nodded  apptor* 
inglf .  He  bad  aenee  enough  to  comprehend  the  iiouioftl 
philoeophy  of  the  reply,  and  oui  Gobbler  loved  talk  out 
of  the  common  way.  "  You  speaks  truly  and  cleverly, 
sir.  But  if  old  folke  do  always  say  that  things  are 
worse  tham  they  we»,  ben't  there  always  summat  in 
what  is  always  said  t  I  'm  for  the  old  ^mes ;  my  neigh- 
bor, Joe  Spruce,  is  for  the  ner,  and  eaye  we  are  all 
a-progreeeing.     But  he 's  a  pink, — I'm  a  blue." 

"  You  are  a  bluel "  said  iba  boy  Lionel,  — "  I  don't 


"  Young  nn,  I  'm  a  Tory,  —  that '»  blue ;  and  Spmce 
is  a  Sad,  —  that'spinkl  And,  what  is  more  to  the  pur- 
pose, he  ie  a  tailor,  and  I  'm  a  Gobbler. " 

*Aha!"  eaid  the  elder,  with  much  Interest;  "more 
to  the  purpose,  is  it  1    How  so  I " 

The  Cobbler  put  tba  forefinger  of  the  right  hand  on 
the  forefinger  of  the  left;  it  is  the  gesture  of  a  man 
about  to  ratiocinate  or  demonBtiate, — as  Quintilian,  in 
'his  remarks  on  the  oratory  of  fingers,  probably  observes; 
or  if  he  has  failed  to  do  so,  it  is  a  blot  in  his  ees^. 
'  'You  aee,  sir,"  quoth  the  Cobbler,  "that  «  man's 
buainees  has  a  deal  to  do  with  his  manner  of  ttiink- 
ing.  Iiveiy.  tnMie,  I  take  it,  has  ideas  as  belong  to  it. 
Butchers  don't  see  life  as  bakers  do ;  and  if  you  talk  to 
a  doien  tallow-chandlers,  then  to  a  doien  blacksmiths, 
you  will  see  tallow-chandlers  are  peculiar,  and  blaok- 
smitba  too." 

*  You  are  a  keen  observer,"  said  he  of  the  jean  cap, 
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tdmlringly;  "  70UT  murk  is  oev  to  im:  I  ditaiy  it 
i«  trae." 

*  CotUM  it  is;  utd  tho  stsn  have  smnnMt  to  do  with 
it;  for,  if  the;  older  a  nun'a  callmg,  it  atsnda  to  reasoa 
that  they  oider  a  men's  mind  to  fit  it.  Now,  a  tsiloz 
eita  on  his  boaid  with  othera,  and  ia  always  a-talking 
with  'em,  and  a-reading  the  newa;  tharefore  he  thinke, 
as  his  fellows  do,  sroait  and  aharp,  bang  np  to  the  day, 
but  nothing  'riginU  and  all  his  own,  like.  Bat  s  00b- 
bler,"  continued  the  man  of  leather,  with  a  m^jeatic  air, 
"  site  by  hiaaelf,  and  talks  with  hisself ;  and  what  he 
thinks  gets  into  hia  head  witbont  being  put  there  by 
atM>theT  man's  tongue." 

"  You  enlighten  me  more  and  more,"  said  our  friend 
with  the  nose  in  the  air,  bowing  respectfully, -~' a 
tailor  is  gregariooa,  a  cobbler  solitary.  The  gr^ari- 
oua  go  with  the  future,  the  solitary  stick  by  the  past. 
I  understand  why  you  are  a  Tory,  and  perhaps  a  poet." 

'  Well,  a  bit  of  onti,"  said  tike  Gobbler,  with  an  iron 
smile.  *  And  many  'a  the  cobblsr  who  is  a  poet,  at 
discoTera  marbellous  thinga  in  a  dystal,-^  whereas  a 
tailor,  eir"  (qxikan  with  great  contempt),  "only  sees 
the  upper  leather  of  the  world's  aole  in  a  newapaper." 

Hera  Hm  oonversation  was  iatemipted  hy  a  audden 
pressure  of  the  crowd  towarda  the  theatre.  The  two 
young  friends  looked  up,  and  saw  that  the  new  object 
of  attraction  was  a  little  girl,  who  seemed  ecaroely  ten 
years  old,  tbough,  in  buth,  she  was  about  two  years 
older.  She  had  Just  emerged  from  behind  the  curtain, 
made  her  obeiaance  to  the  crowd,  and  was  now  walking 
in  front  of  the  stage  with  the  prettiest  possible  air  of 
infsntine  nlemnity.  *  Poor  little  thingi "  said  Lionel. 
"Poor  little  thingi"  said  the  Cobbler.  And  had  yon 
been  there,  my  reader,  ten  to  one  but  you  would  have 
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mid  tlw  some.  And  yetehe  wax  attired  in  white  astin, 
with  spangled  flounce,  and  a  tinsel  jacket;  and  ehe  wore 
ft  wnath  at  flowers  (to  be  suie,  the  flowera  were  not  real) 
on  her  long  hit  coils,  with  gaudy  biacelets  (to  be  enie, 
the  stonea  were  mock)  on  her  slender  arms.  Still  there 
was  something  in  her  that  all  this  finery  could  not  vnl- 
gariie;  and  since  it  could  not  vulgarize,  yon  pitied  her 
for  it.  She  had  one  of  those  charming  faces  that  look 
straight  Into  the  hearts  of  us  all,  young  and  old.  And 
titough  she  seemed  qaite  self-possessed,  there  was  no 
efikintery  in  her  air,  but  the  ease  of  a  little  lady,  with 
a  simple  ohild'a  nnconscioasnees  that  there  was  any- 
thing in  her  sitoatioD  to  induce  you  to  sigh,  "Poor 

"Ton  should  see  her  act,  young  gents,"  said  the 
Cobbler;  "  she  playB  uncommon.  But  if  you  had  seen 
him  as  taught  her,  —  aeen  him  a  year  ago. " 

"Who's  het" 

"Waife,  sir;  mayh^  yon  have  heaid  speak  of 
Waifet" 

■  I  blush  to  say,  no.* 

"  Why,  he  might  have  made  his  forhme  at  Common 
Garden,  —  but  that'salong  story.  Poor  fellowl  he's 
broke  down  now,  anyhow.  But  she  takes  care  of  him, 
little  darling,  —  God  bless  thee  I "  and  the  Cobbler  here 
exchanged  a  smile  and  a  nod  with  the  little  giri,  whose 
face  brightened  when  shs  saw  him  onudst  the  crowd. 

'By  the  brush  and  pUlet  of  Raphael  I"  cried  the 
elder  of  the  young  men,  "  before  I  am  many  hours  older 
I  must  have  that  child's  head!  " 

'  Her  head,  mani "  cried  the  Cobbler,  aghast 

"  In  my  sketch-book.  Yon  are  a  poet,  —-la  painter. 
You  know  the  little  girl  t " 

"  Don't  II    She  and  her  grand&ther  lodge  with  tne; 
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her  gvand&thar,  —  that 's  Waif e ;  marbellooa  num  I  But 
they  ill-uBBB  Iiiin;  and  if  it  wani't  foi  her,  he  'd  starre. 
He  fad  them  all  once;  he  oui  feed  them  no  longei, — 
he  'd  starve.  Th&t  's  the  world ;  they  nae  up  a  geniu, 
and  when  it  falls  on  the  road,  push  on;  that's  vhat 
Joe  Sproce  calls  a-pn^reBsing,  But  there  'a  the  dminl 
th^'ie  a-going  to  act;  won't  you  look  in,  gents t" 

"Of  course,"  cried  Lionel,  —  "of  course.  And,  hark 
ye,  Vance,  we  '11  tose  up  which  shall  he  the  first  to  take 
tiiat  little  girl's  head." 

*  Murderer  In  either  sense  of  the  word  I "  said  Yance, 
with  a  smile  that  would  bare  become  Gorreggio  if  a 
tjrro  had  offered  to  toes  up  which  should  be  the  first  to 
paint  a  cherub. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

T\t  Hlitarikn  t>kaa  a  view  of  the  Brituh  Stage  ai  r^neaented  by 
the  Imgnlai'  DramA;  the  Kegnlar  having  (an  the  dite  of  the 
events  to  vhich  thu  namtive  ii  icetiictad)  duuppearad  fium 
the  Venige*  of  Creadon. 

Thet  entei«d  the  little  theatre,  and  the  Cobbler  with 
them;  but  the  last  retired  modestly  to  the  threepenny 
ruw.  The  young  gentlemen  were  favored  vith  reserved 
seate,  price  one  shilling.  "  Very  dear,"  murmured  Vanco, 
as  be  carefully  buttoned  the  pocket  to  Trhich  he  restored 
a  parse  voven  from  links  of  steel,  aft^r  the  fashion  of 
chain  mail.  Ah,  mesaieura  and  eor^rirea,  the  dramatic 
authors,  do  not  flatter  yourselves  that  we  are  about  to 
give  you  a  complacent  triumph  over  the  grand  melo- 
drame  of  "  The  Bemorseless  Baton  and  the  Bandit's 
Child,"  We  giant  it  was  horrible  rubbish,  regarded  in 
an  nsthetic  point  of  view,  but  it  was  mightily  efTective 
in  the  theatrical.  Kobody  yawned;  you  did  not  even 
hear  a  cough,  nor  the  cry  of  that  omnipresent  baby,  who 
is  always  sure  to  set  up  a  vagiittts  ingens,  or  unappeas- 
able wail,  in  the  midmost  interest  of  a  classical  five-act 
piece,  repreeented  for  the  first  time  on  the  metropolitan 
boards.  Here  the  story  rushed  on,  perfru  aut  nefat, 
and  the  audience  went  with  it.  Certes,  some  man  who 
understood  the  stage  must  have  put  the  incidents  to- 
gether, and  then  left  it  to  each  illiterate  hietrio  to  find 
the  woids,  —  words,  my  dear  eonfrires,  signify  so  little 
in  an  acting  play.  The  movement  is  the  thing.  Grand 
secret!  Analyze,  practise  it,  and  restore  to  grateful  stars 
ttiat  lost  pleiad,  the  British  acting  drama. 
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Of  coum  Um  bandit  wu  m  ill-used  ind  moet  uti- 
nutbla  nun.  He  had  some  mjatmooM  righte  to  tlie 
estate  and  cutle  of  Uie  ramaneleee  baion.  Ttut  titled 
usuiper,  Uienfoie,  did  all  in  his  power  to  hunt  the  baa- 
dit  ont  in  his  faitnesaes,  and  bring  him  to  a  bloody  end. 
Hem  the  iatereet  centied  itaelf  in  tiie  bandit's  child, 
who,  we  need  not  saj,  was  the  liUle  girl  in  the  wreath 
and  spangles,  styled  in  the  play-bill  "  Hiss  Juliet  Aia- 
minta  WaJfe,"  and  the  inoidente  consisted  in  her  various 
deTices  to  foil  the  pursuit  of  the  baron  and  esTe  her 
father.  Some  of  theae  incidents  were  indebted  to  the 
oomie  muse,  and  kept  the  andienoe  in  a  broad  laugh. 
Her  arch  playfulness  here  was  exquisite.  With  what 
vivacity  she  doped  the  high  sheriff,  who  had  the  oom- 
mands  of  his  king  to  take  the  bandit  alive  or  dead,  into 
the  belief  that  the  very  lawyer  employed  by  the  bartm 
was  the  cximinal  in  di^uise ;  and  what  pearly  teeth  abe 
showed  when  the  lawyer  was  seized  and  gagged  j  how 
dflzteiously  she  oacertained  the  weak  point  in  the  char* 
acter  of  the  "king's  lieutenant "  (j'oune  premier),  who 
was  deputed  by  his  loyal  master  to  aid  the  remorseless 
baron  in  trouneing  the  bandit;  how  cunningly  she 
learned  that  he  was  in  love  with  the  baron's  ward 
(jeuMe-aTiumreuta) ,  whom  that  unworthy  noUe  intended 
to  foroe  into  a  marriage  with  himself  on  aooount  of  her 
fortune  i  how  prettily  she  passed  notes  to  and  fro,  the 
lieutenant  never  suspecting  that  she  was  the  bandit's 
child,  and  at  last  got  the  king's  soldier  on  her  side,  as 
the  event  [voved.  And,  oh,  how  gayly,  and  with  what 
mimic  art,  she  stole  into  the  baron's  castle,  disguised  as 
s  witch,  startled  his  conscience  with  revelations  and 
jsedictions;  frightened  all  the  vassals  witii  blue  light* 
and  chemical  illusions;  and  venturing  even  into  the 
usurper's  own  private  chamber,  while  that  tyrant  waa 
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toBsing  reetlssa  on  tb«  ooogIi,  over  which  hong  his  tof 
ribU  Bword,  abetraoted  from  his  coffer  tha  deeds  that 
proved  Uie  better  rights  of  the  peraecated  bandit.  Then, 
when  he  woke  before  she  could  escape  with  her  breasurv, 
and  pursued  her  with  his  sword,  with  what  glee  she 
apparently  set  herself  on  fire,  and  skipped  out  of  the 
casement  in  an  explosion  of  cncken.  And  when  the 
drama  approached  its  denouetytent ;  when  the  baion's 
men,  and  the  royal  officers  of  justice,  had,  despite  all 
her  arts,  tracked  the  bandit  to  the  cave,  in  which,  after 
TariouB  retreats,  he  lay  hidden,  wounded  by  shots,  and 
bruised  by  a  fall  from  a  precipice,  — with  what  admi- 
rable by-pUy  she  hovered  around  the  spot,  with  what 
pathos  she  sought  to  decoy  away  the  pursuers:  it  was 
the  skylark  playing  round  the  neat.  And  when  all 
was  vain;  when,  no  longer  to  be  deceived,  the  enemies 
sought  to  seize  her,  how  mocJcingly  she  eluded  them, 
bounded  up  the  rock,  and  shook  her  slight  finger  at  them 
in  scorn.  Surely  she  will  save  that  estimable  bandit 
Btilll  Now,  hitherto,  though  the  bandit  was  the  nomi- 
nal hero  of  the  piece;  though  you  were  always  hearing 
of  him, — his  wrongs,  virtues,  hairbreadth  escapes, —  he 
had  never  been  seen.  Not  Mrs,  Harris,  in  the  immortal 
narrative,  was  more  quoted  and  more  mythical.  But  in 
the  last  scene  there  was  the  bandit,  there  in  his  cavern, 
helpless  with  bruises  and  wounds,  lying  on  a  rock.  In 
rushed  the  enemies  —  baron,  high  sheriff,  and  all — to 
seise  him.  Not  a  word  spoke  the  bandit,  but  his  atti- 
tude was  sublime , —  even  Vance  cried  "  bravo ; "  and  just 
as  be  is  seited,  halter  round  his  neck,  and  about  to  be 
hanged,  down  from  the  chasm  above  leaps  his  child, 
holding  the  title-deeds,  filched  from  t^e  baron,  and  by 
bei  side  the  king's  lieutenant,  who  proclaims  the  ban- 
dit's pardon,  with,  due  restoration  to  his   honors   and 
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BotRtefl,  and  consigns,  to  the  BBtonnded  dwriff,  the  ko- 
govt  peison  of  the  nmoTBelesB  baron.  Then  the  ftSeet- 
ing  scene, -~ father  and  child  in  each  other's  amu;  and 
then  an  exclamation,  which  hod  been  long  hovering  about 
the  lips  of'manj  of  the  audience,  broke  oot,  "  Waife, 
Waifel "  Yea,  the  bandit,  vho  appeared  birt  in  the  last 
scene,  and  even  then  uttered  not  a  word,  was  the  once 
great  actor  on  that  itinerant  Thespiaa  stage,  known 
throngh  many  a  fair  for  hie  exaheiant  hnmor;  hie  im- 
promptu jokes;  his  areh  eye;  his  redundant  life  <d 
drollery ;  and  the  strange  pathos  or  dignity  with  which 
he  could  suddenly  exalt  a  jestei'a  part,  and  oall  forth 
tears  in  the  startled  hush  of  laughter;  he  whom  ttie 
Gobbler  iiad  rightly  said,  "  might  have  made  a  fortune 
at  Covent  Garden."  There  was  the  remnant  of  the  old 
popular  mime, — all  his  attributes  of  eloquence  reduced 
to  dumb  showl  Masterly  touch  of  nature  and  of  art  in 
this  repreaentaticm  of  him,  —  touch  which  all,  who  had 
erei  in  former  years  seen  and  heanl  him  on  that  stage, 
felt  simultaneously.  He  came  in  for  his  personal  por- 
tion of  dramatic  tears.  "Waife,  Waifel"  cried  many 
a  village  voice,  as  the  little  girl  ted  him  to  the  front 
of  the  stage.  He  hobbled ;  tiiere  was  a  bandage  round 
his  eyes.  The  plot,  in  desoribing  the  accident  that  had 
befallen  the  bandit,  idealised  the  genuine  infirmities  of 
the  man,  —  infirmities  that  had  befallen  him  since  last 
seen  in  that  village.  He  was  blind  of  one  eye ;  he  had 
become  crippled ;  some  malady  of  the  trachea  or  larynx 
had  seemii^y  brcOten  up  the  once  joyous  key  of  the  old 
pleasant  voice.  He  did  not  bust  himself  to  speak,  even 
on  that  stage,  but  silently  bent  his  head  to  the  rustic 
audience;  and  Vance,  who  was  an  habitual  playgoer, 
saw  in  that  simple  salutAtion  that  the  man  was  an  ar- 
tistic actor.     All  was  over,  the  audience  streamed  out, 
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amclL  ■ffeeted,  and  talking  one  to  tike  othai.  It  hkd  iMt 
been  at  all  like  the  ordinary  stage-exhibitionfl  at  a  vil- 
lage fair.  Vance  and  Lionel  exchanged  looks  of  sur- 
prise, and  then,  b;  a  common  impulse,  moved  towaida 
tbe  stage,  pushed  aside  the  curtain,  which  had  fallan, 
and  were  in  that  stnmge  world  which  has  so  many  ra. 
dupltcatioDB,  fngmenta  of  one  l«oken  minor,  whether 
in  the  proudest  theatre,  w  the  lowliest  bom,  nay, 
whetiier  in  the  palace  of  kings,  the  cabinet  of  statea- 
men,  the  home  of  domestic  life,  —  the  world  we  call 
"behind  the  scenes." 
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CHAPTER  in. 

Striking  illiutTatJaiu  of  lawleoi  tjTaimj  and  mfaat  Brmrlce  ezem- 
l^ifled  in  tlie  ndal  condidraM  of  Gnat  Britain.  —  Snpantitioaa 
of  the  Dark  AgM  itill  in  (race  aniongit  the  Tiadi)^  Comma- 
nilf,  funiehing  Taloable  hinta  to  certain  American  jonmaliate, 
and  Ughlj  toggeitive  of  reHectioni  hnmiliacing  to  the  netional 

Thk  remonelesa  baron,  who  wn  no  other  than  the 
nutnagerial  proprietor  of  the  stage,  waa  leaning  against 
a  aide-scene,  with  a  pot  of  potter  in  hia  hand.  The 
king's  lieateiuiit  ndght  be  seen  on  the  backgronnd,  toast- 
ing a  piece  of  cheese  on  the  point  of  his  toysl  swoid. 
The  bandit  had  crept  into  a  corner,  and  the  little  girl 
waa  olingii^  to  him  fondly  aa  hia  hand  waa  atroking  hei 
fair  hair.  Vance  looked  round,  and  approached  the  ban- 
dit: "  Sir,  allow  me  to  congratulate  you;  yonr  bow  was 
■dminble.  I  have  never  seen  John  Kemble,— before 
my  time,  —  bat  I  shall  fancy  I  have  seen  him  now,  — 
seen  him  on  the  n^ht  of  hia  retirement  &om  the  at^e. 
Am  to  your  grandchild,  Mias  Juliet  Araminta,  she  is 
a  perfect  chrysolite." 

Before  Mr.  Waife  oould  reply,  the  rsmorseleBS  baron 
stepped  up  in  a  spirit  worthy  of  his  odious  and  arbittaiy 
character.  "What  do  yon  do  here,  sirt  I  allow  no 
conspirators  behind  the  scenes  eaiwigging  my  people." 

"  I  heg  pardon  rospectfally ;  I  am  an  artist — a  pupil 
'  of  the  Boyal  Academy;  I  should  like  to  make  a  sketoh 
of  Hiss  Juliet  Araminta." 

"Sketehl  mmsense." 
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"  Sir,"  aud  Lionel,  with  the  seasonable  eztnvagance 
of  eailf  youth;  "  my  friend  would,  I  am  euie,  pay  for 
tiie  sitting,  —  handsomely  I " 

*'HaI"said  the  manager,  Boftened,  "yon  speak  like 
a  gentleman ,  air ;  but,  sir,  Miag  Juliet  Aiaminta  is  under 
my  protection,  —  in  fact,  she  ia  my  property.  Gall 
and  epeak  to  me  about  it  to-morrow,  before  the  first 
performance  begins,  which  ie  twelve  o'elook.  Happy 
to  eee  any  of  your  frienda  in  the  reserred  seats.  Busy 
now,  and — and,  in  ehort,  excuse  me;  eerrant,  sir, — 
servant,  sir." 

The  baron's  manner  left  no  room  for  further  parley. 
Yanoe  bowed,  emiled,  and  retreated.  But  meanwhili* 
his  young  friend  had  seiied  the  opportunity  to  speak 
both  to  Waife  and  hie  grandchild;  and  when  Vauoe  took 
his  arm  and  drew  him  away,  there  was  a  puzzled  musing 
expression  on  Lionel's  face,  and  he  remained  silent  till 
they  had  got  through  the  press  of  such  stragglers  as  still 
loitered  before  the  sti^,  and  wen  in  a  quiet  comer  of 
ttke  sward.  Stars  and  moon  were  then  up, — a  lovely 
summer  night. 

"  What  on  earth  are  you  thinking  of,  Lionel  t  I  have 
put  to  you  three  questions,  and  yon  have  not  answered 

"  Vance,"  answered  Lionel,  slowly, "  the  oddest  thingi 
I  am  so  disappointed  in  that  little  girl,  — greedy  and 
metoenaryl" 

"Ptecociooe  villain!  how  do  yon  know  that  she  is 
greedy  and  mercenaiy  I  " 

"  Listen :  when  that  surly  old  manager  came  up  to 
you,  I  said  somethii^  —  civil,  of  course  —  to  Waife,  who 
answered  in  a  hoarse,  broken  voioe,  but  in  raj  gootl 
language.  Well,  when  I  told  the  manager  that  yoa 
would  pay  for  the  eittii^,  the  child  caught  hold  of  my 
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um  hastily,  palled  me  down  to  her  ovn  height,  and 
whiepeied,  'Hov  much  will  he  giveT'  Cosineed  by 
a  question  so  point-blank,  I  answered  at  nndom,  'I 
don't  know;  ten  shillingG  perhaps.'  You  should  have 
seen  her  face !  " 

"See  her  facet  radiant, — .1  should  think  so.  Too 
much  by  halil"  exclaimed  Vance.  "Ten  ahillingBl 
Spendthrift! " 

"Too  much,  —  she  looked. as  you  might  look  if  one 
offered  yon  ten  shillinge  for  your  picture  of  'Julius 
Gtasar  ooneidering  whether  he  should  cross  the  Rubi- 
con.' Bat  when  the  manager  had  declared  her  to  be  his 
property,  and  appointed  you  to  call  to-morrow,  — imply- 
ing that  he  WAR  to  be  paid  for  allowing  her  to  sit,  — her 
countenance  became  overcast,  and  she  mattered  sullenly, 
'I  '11  not  sit,  I  'II  notl '  Then  she  turned  to  her  grand- 
father, and  something  very  quick  and  doae  wae  whis- 
pered between  the  two ;  and  she  palled  me  by  the  eleeve, 
and  said  in  my  ear,  —  oh ,  but  so  eagerly  I  —  'I  want  three 
poondfl,  sir,  —  three  pounds;  if  he  would  give  three 
ponnds.  And  come  to  our  lodgings,  — Mr.  Merle,  Wil- 
low IJane.  Three  pounds,  —  thr«e  t '  Aad  with  those 
words  hiaeing  in  my  ear,  and  coming  from  Uiat  fairy 
mouth,  which  onght  to  drop  pearls  and  diamonds,  I  left 
her,"  added  Lionel,  as  gravaly  as  if  he  -wen  sixty,  "  and 
lost  an  illoaionl" 

"Three  poundsl"  cried  Vance,  raising  his  eyebrows 
to  the  highest  uch  of  astonishment,  and  lifting  his  nose 
in  the  air  towards  the  m^eatio  moon;  "three  pounds! 
—a  fabulous  sum!  Who  has  three  pounds  to  throw 
away  t  Dukes,  with  a  hundred  thousand  a  year  in  acres, 
have  not  three  pounds  to  draw  out  of  their  pockets  in 
that  reckleBS,  profligate  manner.  Three  pounds! — what 
could  I  not  buy  for  three  pounds!     I  could  buy  the 
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dtunotic  Ulnai;,  bound  in  calf,  for  thiee  potmds;  I 
oonld  bay  >  diesa-coat  for  thme  potmds  (silk  lining  not 
incloded);  I  could  be  lodged  for  a  month  for  ihi«e 
pounds  I  And  a  jade  in  tinsel,  just  entering  on  bet 
teens,  to  ask  tbiee  pounds  for  whatl  for  becoming 
immortal  on  tiie  canvas  of  Francia  Vance  I  —  botherl " 

Here  Vance  felt  a  touch  on  his  shoulder.  He  turned 
round,  quickly  as  a  man  out  of  t«mper  does  under  simi- 
lar cinmrnstaiiceB,  and  beheld  the  swart  face  of  the 
CobUer. 

"  Well ,  mastei,  did  not  she  act  fine  t — how  d'  ye  like 
herl" 

"  Kot  much  in  her  natural  chanotet;  bat  she  seta  a 
mighty  high  Talue  on  herself. " 

"  Anan,  I  don't  take  yoa. " 

"She'll  not  catch  me  taking  herl  Three  pounds t-- 
three  kingdoms. " 

"Stay,"  cried  Lionel  to  the  Cobbler;  "did  not  you 
Bay  she  lodged  with  you  t    Are  you  Mr.  Merle  Y " 

"  Merle 's  my  name,  and  she  do  lodge  with  me,  — 
Willow  Lane." 

"  Come  tills  way,  then,  a  few  yards  down  the  toad,  — . 
more  quiet.  Tellme  what  the  child  means,  if  you  can  1" 
and  Lionel  related  the  offer  of  his  friend,  iho  reply  of 
the  manager,  and  the  grasping  avarice  of  Miss  Juliet 
Araminta. 

The  Cobbler  made  no  answer;  and  when  the  young 
friends,  surprised  at  his  silence,  tamed  to  look  at 
him,  they  saw  he  was  wiping  his  eyes  wi&  his 
eleeve. 

"Poor  little  thingi"  he  said  at  last,  and  still  more 
pathetically  than  he  had  uttered  the  same  words  at  her 
appearanoe  in  front  of  the  stagej  "  'tis  all  for  her  grand- 
father; I  guess,  —  Iguess." 
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'  Oh,"  cried  Idooel,  joyfnU;,  "  I  am  ho  gkd  to  think 
thftt     It  alters  tile  whole  case,  you  see,  Yance. " 

"  It  don't  alter  the  case  of  the  three  poonda,"  gmm- 
Ued  Vance.  "What's  her  gnndfather  to  me,  that  I 
should  gire  his  gnndchild  three  pounds,  when  any  other 
child  in  the  village  wonld  have  laapad  out  of  her  skin 
to  hare  her  face  upon  my  sketch-book  and  five  shillings 
in  her  pocket t    Hang  her  grandfather! " 

They  were  now  in  the  main  road.  The  Cobbler 
seated  himself  on  a  lonely  milestone,  and  looked  first 
at  one  of  the  faces  before  him,  then  at  tbe  other;  that 
of  Lionel  seemed  to  attract  him  the  most,  and  in  speak- 
ii^  it  was  Lionel  whom  he  addresBed. 

"  Young  master,"  he  said,  "  it  is  now  just  four  years 
ago,  when  Mr.  Bu^e,  coming  here,  as  he  and. his  tioop 
had  done  at  fair-time  ever  sin'  I  can  mind  of,  brought 
with  him  the  man  you  have  seen  to-night,  William 
Waife ;  I  colla  him  Gentleman  Waife.  How  erer  that 
DUm  fell  into  aicb  straits, — how  he  came  to  join  sioh 
■  earawan,  would  puzsle  most  heads.  It  puizlee  Joe 
Spraoe,  micammon>  it  don't  puzsle  me," 

"Wbyl"  saked  Vance. 

"  Cos  <rf  Saturn !" 

"  Satan  t" 

"  SatOm,  — dead  ag'in  his  Second  and  Tenth  House, 
I  '11  swear.  Lord  of  Ascendant,  mayhap,  —  in  combus- 
tion of  the  Sun;  who  knows f  " 

"  You  're  not  an  astrologer  T "  taid  Vance,  suspiciously, 
edging  off. 

"Bit  of  it,  —  no  offence." 

"What  does  it  signify)"  said  Lionel,  impatiently; 
"  go  on.  So  yon  called  Mr.  Waife  '  Grentlaman  Waife ; ' 
and  if  you  had  not  been  an  astrologer  yon  would  hare 
been  puzzled  to  see  him  in  such  a  calling. " 
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"Ay,  that 'sit;  for  be  wBm't  like  any  as  we  ever  see 
on  these  boards  hereabouts;  and  yet  he  wam't  exactly 
like  a  Lunnon  actor,  as  I  have  seen  em  in  Lunnon, 
either,  hut  more  like  a  clever  fellow  who  acted  for  the 
apree  of  the  thing.  He  had  sich  droll  jests,  and'  looked 
so  comical,  yet  not  commonlike,  but  always  what  I  calls 
a  gentleman, — just  as  if  one  o'  ye  two  were  doing  a  bit 
of  Hport  to  please  youi  friends.  Well,  he  drew  hugely, 
and  so  he  did  every  time  he  came,  so  that  the  great  femi- 
liea  in  the  neighborhood  would  go  to  hear  him;  and  he 
lodged  in  my  house,  and  had  pleasant  ways  with  him^ 
and  was  what  I  call  a  scoUard.  But  still  I  don't  want 
to  deceive  ye ,  and  I  should  judge  him  to  have  bean  a 
wild  dog  in  hia  day.  Mercury  ill-aspected,  —  not  a. 
doubt  of  it.  Last  year  it  so  happened  that  one  of  the 
great  gents  who  belong  to  a  Lunnon  theatre  was  here  ai 
&ir-time.  Whether  he  had  heard  of  Waife  chamceways, 
and  come  express  to  judge  for  hiaself,  I  can't  say;  like 
eno'.  And  when  he  had  seen  Qentleman  Waife  act, 
he  sent  for  him  to  the  inn,  —  Red  Lion, — and  offered 
him  a  power  o'  money  to  go  to  Lnnnon,  —  Common 
Oarden.  Well,  sir,  Waife  did  not  take  to  it  all  at 
once,  but  hemmed  and  hawed,  and  was  at  last  quite 
coaxed  into  it;  and  so  he  went.  But  bod  luck  came  on 
it;  and  I  knew  there  would,  for  I  saw  it  all  in  my 
ciyBtal." 

"Oh,"  exclaimed  Vance,  "a  crystal,  too;  really  it  is 
getting  late,  and  if  you  had  yont  crystal  about  yon,  yon 
might  see  that  we  want  to  sup." 

"  What  happenedl "  asked  Lionel,  more  blandly,  for 
he  saw  the  Cobbler,  who  had  meant  to  make  a  great 
effect  by  the  introduction  of  the  crystal,  was  offended. 

"  What  happenedl  why,  just  what  I  foreseed.  There 
was  an  accident  in  the  railway  'tween  this  and  Lxmnon, 
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and  poor  Waife  lost  an  eya,  and  was  a  cripple  iat  life, 
— so  he  coald  not  go  on  the  Lnniion  stage  at  all;  and 
what  was  worse,  he  was  a  long  time  atwixt  life  and 
death,  and  got  sominat  bad  od  Ma  chest  wi'  catching 
oold,  and  lost  his  Toioe,  and  became  the  aad  object  yon 
have  gazed  on,  young,  happy  things  that  ye  are." 

"But  he  got  some  compensation  from  the  lailway,  I 
suppose  I "  said  Vance,  with  tiie  unfeeling  equanimity 
of  a  stoical  demon. 

"He  did,  and  spent  it.  I  suppose  the  gentleman 
broke  out  in  him  as  soon  as  he  had  money,  and  ill 
fiuntgh  he  was,  the  money  went.  Then  it  seams  he  had 
no  help  for  it  but  to  try  and  get  back  to  Ki.  Bugge. 
But  Mi.  £agge  was  sore  and  spiteful  at  his  leaving ;  fur 
Bugge  counted  on  him,  and  had  even  thought  of  taking 
the  huge  theatre  at  York,  and  bringing  out  Gentleman 
Waife  88  hia  trump  caid.  But  it  wam't  fated,  and 
Bugge  thought  himself  ill-used,  and  so  at  first  he  would 
have  nothing  more  to  say  to  Wi^.  And  truth  is,  what 
could  the  poor  man  do  for  Bugge  t  But  then  Waifs 
produces. little  Sophy." 

"  You  mean  Juliet  Aramintat "  saidTance. 

"  Same,  —  in  private  life  she  be  Sophy.  And  Waife 
taught  her  to  act,  and  put  together  the  plays  for  her. 
And  Bugge  caught  at  her;  and  she  supports  Waife  with 
what  she  getsj  for  Bugge  only  gives  him  four  shillings 
a  week,  and  that  goes  on  'baccy  and  suchlike." 

"  Suchlike,  — drink,  I  presume!  "  said  Vance. 

"'So;  he  don't  drink.  But  he  do  smoke;  and  he  has 
little  genteel  ways  with  him,  and  four  shillings  goes  on 
'em.  And  they  have  been  about  the  country  this  spring, 
and  done  well,  and  now  they  be  here.  But  Bugge  be- 
haves shocking  hard  to  both  on  'em ;  and  I  don't  believe 
he  has  any  right  to  her  in  law,  as  he  pretends,  — only  a 
Wit  of  understanding  which  she  and  her  gtandfathar 
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oould  break  if  tike;  pleased;  and  that  s  what  tbef  wish 
to  do,  and  Uiat's  why  little  Sophy  wants  the  Ume 
pounds. 

"HovY"  cried  Lionel ,  eagerly.  "If  they  had  three 
ponnda  could  they  get  away  1  and  if  they  did,  how  could 
they  live  T     Where  could  they  go  1 " 

"That's  their  secret.  Bat  I  heard  Waife  say — the 
first  night  they  came  here  —  'that  if  he  could  get  three 
pounds,  he  had  hit  on  a  plan  to  be  independent  like.' 
I  tell  you  what  put  hia  back  up :  it  was  Kugge  insisting 
on  hia  coining  on  the  stage  ag'in;  for  he  did  not  like  to 
be  seen  such  awreck.  But  hewasf(»raed  to  give  in;  and 
BO  he  contrived  to  cut  up  that  play-atory,  and  appear 
hiaaelf  at  the  last  without  speaking. " 

"Hy  good  friend,  "cried  yoong  Lionel,"  we  are  greatly 
obliged  to  you  for  your  story,  and  we  should  moeh  like 
to  Bee  little  Sophy  and  her  grandfather  at  your  houw 
to-morrow, — 'Canwef 

"Certain  sure  you  can,  —  after  the  play's  over;  tv 
night,  if  you  like." 

"No,  to-morrov;  you  see  my  friend  is  impatient  to 
get  back  now,  —  we  will  call  to-morrow. " 

"  'Tie  the  last  day  of  their  stay,"  said  the  Cobbleri 
"  but  you  can't  be  enre  to  see  them  safely  at  my  honae 
afore  ton  o'clock  at  night,  —and  not  a  word  to  Buggsl 
mum!" 

"Not  a  word  to  Bngge,"  retnmed  Liooel;  "good- 
night to  yon," 

The  young  men  left  the  Cobbler  still  seated  on  the 
mileetone,  gazing  on  the  stars,  and  ruminating.  The^ 
walked  briakly  down  the  road. 

"  It  is  I  who  have  had  the  talk  now,"  said  limul,  in 
his  softest  tone.  He  was  bent  on  coaxing  three  pounds 
out  of  his  richer  LhLi,  and  that  might  require  eome 
mantigement     Fot  amongst  the  wild  youngsters  in  Mr,  ^ 
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Vance's  profeaaion,  there  ran  man;  a  joko  at  the  akill 
with  which  he  parried  irregul&i  aBsaulta  on  his  pune; 
and  that  gentleman,  with  his  nose  more  than  uflually  in 
the  air,  having  once  observed  to  such  acofien  "  that  &ef 
were  quite  welcome  to  any  joke  at  hia  expenaa,"  a  wag 
had  exclaimed,  "At  your  expeoael  Don't  fear;  if  a 
joke  were  worth  a  farthing,  yon  would  never  give  tiui 
permission." 

So  when  Lionel  made  that  innocent  Temark,  the  soft- 
ness of  his  tone  warned  the  artist  of  SAme  snake  in  ttte 
grass,  and  he  prudenUy  remained  silent  Lionel,  in  a 
voice  still  sweeter,  repeated,  "  It  is  I  who  have  all  the 
talk  nowl " 

"  Naturally,"  then  returned  Vance,  —  "  natnially  you 
h&ve;  for  it  is  you,  I  suspect,  who  alone  have  the  in- 
tention to  pay  for  it;  and  three  pounds  appear  to  be  the 
price.     Dearish,  eh  t " 

"  Ah,  Vance,  if  I  had  three  ponndsl " 

"  Tosh  I  and  say  no  more  till  we  have  eupfoi.  I  have 
the  hunger  of  a  wolf." 

Just  in  sight  of  ihe  next' milestone  the  young  travel- 
lera  turned  a  few  yards  down  a  green  lane,  and  leached 
a  small  inn  on  the  bonks  of  the  Thames.  Here  they 
hod  sojonmed  for  the  lost  few  days,  sketching,  boating, 
roaming  about  the  eountiy  from  sunrise,  and  returning 
to  supper  and  bad  at  nightfall.  It  was  the  plaasontost 
little  inn,— an  arbor,  covered  with  hcmeysuckle,  be- 
tween the  porch  and  the  river;  a  couple  of  pleoaare-boats 
moorad  to  the  bank;  and  now  all  the  waves  rippling 
nndet  moonlight. 

"  Sapper  and  lights,  in  the  arbor,"  cried  Vance  to  the 
waiting-moid, — '"hey,  presto  —  quick!  while  we  turn 
in  to  wash  our  hands.  And  harkye,  a  quart  jug  of  that 
capital  whisky-toddy." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


0  VAT8IDB  inni  and  pedeetriui  nmUuI  0  munnMr 
ilighta,  tmder  hcmeyBackle  arbon,  oa  tli«  banka  of 
Btarty  yrvna !     0  YoutJi,  Youth  I 

Vanoe  ladled  out  the  toddy  and  lighted  hie  cigar; 
then,  leaning  hia  head  on  hia  hand,  and  hia  elbov  on 
the  table,  he  looked  vith  an  artiafa  eye  along  the  glan- 
cing riTur. 

"  After  all,"  aaid  he,  "  I  am  glad  I  am  a  painter;  and 

1  hope  I  may  live  to  be  a  great  one." 

"  No  doubt,  if  you  lire,  you  will  be  a  great  one," 
died  Lionel,  with  cordial  nnoerity.  ■ '  Aad  if  I,  who 
oaa  only  just  paint  well  enough  to  pleaae  myaelf,  find 
that  it  givea  a  new  charm  to  nature  —  "  . 

"  Gat  Bentiment,"  quoth  Vance,  '  and  go  on. " 

"  What,"  contintied  Ziionel,  oni^lled  by  the  admoni- 
tory iutormption,  "  must  you  feel  who  can  fix  a  &ding 
annahine — a  fleeting  face->-on  a  acrap  of  caovaa,  an8 
aay, '  Sunahine  and  Beauty,  live  there  townrl ' " 

'Vaxoe.  — '  Forererl  not  Colors  periah,  canraa  iota. 
What  remaina  to  ua  of  Zeoxiat  Stall  it  ie  piettily  aaid 
on  behalf  of  the  poetic  aide  of  &e  profeaaion;  there  i> 
aproeaic  one, -—we'll  blink  it.  Tee;  I  am  glad  to  be 
a  painter.  But  you  must  not  catch  the  ferer  <d  my  call' 
ii^.  Your  poor  mother  would  never  forgive  me  if  she 
thought  I  had  made  you  a  dauber  by  my  example." 

LiOKiL  (gloomily). — "'So.  I  ahall  not  be  a  paintert 
But  what  can  I  bet    How  ahall  I  ever  build  on  the 
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Mrth  one  of  the  caatlee  I  have  bailf  in  the  urt  Fun* 
looks  BO  far — ■Fortune  ao  impoerible.  But  one  Aing  I 
am  bent  upon  "  (speaking  with  knit  Iffoir  and  clenched 
teeth),  — "  I  will  gain  an  Independence  eomehow,  uid 
support  JDj  mother. " 

Vajucs.  — ?'  Tout  mother  is  euppcntod;  she  has  the 
pension  —  " 

LioiTEL. — "Of  a  captain's  widow;  and"  (he  added 
with  a  fioshed  cheek)  "a  first  floor  that  she  lets  to 
lodgen. " 

Vanob. — 'So  shamB  in  that!  Peers  let  houses; 
and  on  ^e  Continent,  princes  let  not  only  linit  floors, 
but  fifth  and  sixth  floors,  to  sa;  nothing  of  attics  and 
cellars.  In  beginning  the  world,  friend  Lionel,  If  70U 
don't  wish  to  get  chafed  at  every  turn,  fold  up  your 
pride  caiefolly,  put  it  under  lock  and  key,  and  only  let 
it  out  to  air  upon  grand  occasions.  Pride  is  a  garment 
all  stiff  brocade  outside,  all  grating  sackcloth  on  the  side 
next  to  the  skin.  Even  kings  don't  wear  the  dalmati- 
cum  except  at  a  coronation.  Independence  you  desire; 
good.  But  are  you  dependent  nowf  Tour  mother  has 
given  you  an  excellent  education,  and  you  have  already 
put  it  to  profit.  My  dear  boy,"  added  Yance,  with 
unusual  warmth,  "  I  honor  you;  at  your  t^e,  on  leaving 
school,  to  have  shut  yourself  up,  translated  Greek  and 
Latin  per  sheet  for  a  bookseller,  at  leas  than  a  valet's 
wages,  and  all  for  the  purpose  of  haying  comforts  for 
your  mother;  and,  having  a  few  pounds  in  your  own 
pockets,  to  rove  your  little  holiday  with  me,  and  pay 
your  share  of  the  costel  Ah,  there  are  energy  and  spirit 
and  life  in  all  that,  Lionel,  which  will  found  upon  rock 
some  caatle  as  fine  as  any  you  have  built  in  air.  Tour 
hand,  my  boy. " 

This  buret  was  so  unlike  tiie  practical  diynem,  or 
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ev«n  the  moie  lukctuous  humor,  of  Frank  Tance,  that  it 
took  Lionel  by  euipriae,  and  Mb  Toice  Altered  as  he 
pieaaed  the  hand  held  oat  to  him.  He  answered,  "  I 
don't  deaerre  your  praise,  Vance,  and  I  fear  the  pride 
70U  tell  me  to  put  under  lock  and  key,  has  the  lu^r 
share  of  Uie  merit  you  ascribe  to  better  motives.  Inde- 
pendent 1    No  I    I  have  never  been  so." 

Vaitos.  —  "  Well,  70a  depend  on  a  parent,  —  who,  at 
seventeen,  does  not  t " 

LiONBL.  —  "I  did  not  mean  my  mother ;  of  course,  I 
could  not  be  too  proud  to  take  benefits  from  her.  But 
the  truth  is  simply  Qob:  my  father  had  a  relation,  not 
very  near,  indeed,  —  a  coosin,  at  about  as  distant  a 
remove,  I  fancy,  as  a  cousin  well  can  be.  To  this 
gentleman  my  mother  wrote  when  my  poor  father  died, 
and  be  was  generous;  for  it  is  he  who  paid  for  my 
schooling.  I  did  not  know  this  till  very  lately.  I 
had  a  vague  impression,  indeed,  that  I  had  a  powerful 
and  wealthy  kinsman  who  took  interest  in  me,  but 
whom  I  had  never  seen." 

Vanok.  — "  Never  seen  I " 

LioiriL.  — "  No.  And  here  comes  the  sting.  On 
leaving  school  last  Christmas,  my  mother,  for  the  first 
time,  told  me  the  extent  of  my  obligations  to  this  bene- 
factor, and  infonned  me  that  he  wished  to  know  my  own 
choice  as  to  a  profession,  —  that  if  I  preferred  church  or 
bar,  he  would  maintain  me  at  college. " 

Vakob.  — "  Body  o'  met  where 's  the  sting  in  thatt 
Help  yourself  to  toddy,  my  boy,  and  take  more  genial 
views  of  life." 

liioHKi. — "You  have  not  heard  me  ouL  I  then 
asked  to  see  my  benefactor's  letters ;  and  my  mother, 
unconscious  of  the  pain  she  was  about  to  inflict,  showed 
me  not  only  the  last  one,  but  all  she  had  received  from 
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him.  Oh,  Vonoe,  the;  vera  terrible,  those  letttml 
The  fint  b^an  b;  a  dry  BcqnieBcenoe  in  tiie  cUintB  of 
kindled,  —  a  cart  proposal  to  pay  my  Kbooling,  but  not 
one  word  of  kindneBs,  and  a  stem  proriao  that  the  writer 
WBB  neTer  to  see  nor  hear  from  me.  He  wanted  no  grati- 
tude,—  he  disbelieved  in  all  profeisions  of  it.  Hia 
&TOrB  wonld  ceaae  if  I  molested  him.  '  Molested '  was 
the  word;  it  was  bread  thrown  to  a  d<^." 

Yahob.— "Tatl  Only  a  rich  man's  eccentrioi^.  A. 
bachelor,  1  presume  t " 

LioNEi..  —  "  Hy  mother  says  he  has  been  married,  and 
is  a  widower. " 

Vabob.  — "  Any  childreot " 

LiomL.  —  "  My  mother  says  none  living ;  but  I  know 
little  or  nothing  abont  his  family." 

Vanoe  looked  witii  keen  semtiny  into  the  hat  of  his 
boy-friend,  sod,  after  a  pause,  said,  dryly,  "  Plain  as  a 
pikestaff.  Your  relation  is  one  of  those  men  who,  hav- 
ing no  obildren,  suspect  and  dread  the  attention  of  an 
heir-presumptive;  and  what  has  made  this  sting  as  you 
call  it,  keener  to  yon,  is — pardon  me — is  in  some  silly 
Vords  of  your  mother,  who,  in  showing  you  the  letters, 
has  hinted  to  you  that  that  heir  you  might  be,  if  you 
wen  BoflBciently  pliant  and  subaerrient.  Am  I  not 
Tightl" 

Lionel  hung  his  head,  without  reply. 

VA»OB(cheeringly).— "So,  so;  no  great  harm  as  yet 
Enough  of  the  fint  letter.     What  was  the  last}  " 

Ltotncir.  —"  Still  mi»e  offensive.  He,  this  kinsman, 
ttiis  patron,  desired  my  mother  to  spare  him  those  rafer- 
ences  to  her  son's  ability  and  promise,  which,  thou|^ 
aatnral  to  heieelf,  had  slight  interest  to  him, — him, 
tiie  condescending  benefactor!  As  to  his  opinion,  what 
could  I  care  for  the  opinion  of  one  I  had  never  seeni 
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All  that  could  sensiUf  afiect  mj —  Ob,  but  I  caimot 
go  on  witb  those  cutting  pbrasesi  wbich  impl^  but  this, 
'All  I  can  can  for  U  the  money  of  a  man  who  ioaulta 
me  while  he  gives  it '  " 

Vaxce  (emphatically).  — "Without  being  a  wizard, 
I  should  aa;  yooi  relative  was  rather  a  diat^^reeable  per- 
son, —  not  what  is  called  uibane  and  amiable ',  in  fact,  a 
brute." 

LiOKSii. — "You  will  not  blame  me,  then,  vhen  I 
tell  you  that  I  resolred  not  to  accept  the  offer  to  main- 
tain me  at  college,  with  which  the  letter  closed.  Luck- 
ily Dr.  Wallis  (the  bead  mastei  of  my  school),  who  had 
always  been  veiy  kind  to  me,  had  just  undertaken  to 
supervise  a  popular  translation  of  the  classics.  He 
recommended  me,  at  my  request,  to  the  publisher  en- 
gaged in  the  undertaking,  as  not  incapable  of  traneUting 
some  of  ib»  lees  difficult  Latin  authors,  — subject  to  his 
conections.  When  I  had  finished  the  first  instalment 
of  the  work  thus  intrusted  to  me,  my  mother  grew 
alarmed  for  my  health,  and  insisted  on  my  taking 
some  recreation.  You  were  aboat  to  set  out  on  a 
pedestrian  tour.  I  had,  as  you  say,  some  pounds  in* 
my  pocket;  and  thus  I  have  passed  with  you  the  mer- 
riest days  of  my  life. " 

Vahce.  — "What  said  your  civil  cousin  when  your 
refusal  to  go  to  college  was  conveyed  to  him ) " 

LiONXL.  — "  He  did  not  answer  my  mother's  commu- 
nication to  that  effect  till  just  before  I  left  hone,  and 
then — no,  it  was  not  his  last  letter  from  which  I  re* 
peated  that  withering  extoact, — no,  the  last  was  more 
galling  still;  for  in  it  he  said,  that  if,  in  spite  of  the 
ability  and  promise  that  had  been  so  vaunted,  the  dul- 
ness  of  a  college  and  the  labor  of  learned  profesBioTU 
were  so  distasteful  to  me,  he  had  no  desire  to  dictate  to 
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mj  choiea,  Intt  that  u  be  did  not  wiilt  aub  iriw  m, 
howerer  ramotalj,  of  his  Uood,  and  bon  tiu  nfme  of 
H«ugbt<at,  to  tom  ahoebUck  oi  pickpocket—  Vanofti 
Vanea!" 

Vance. — "Lock  up  jonr  pride  —  the nckdoth freta 
jou — and  go  on;  and  that  tlierefore  be  —  " 

LiomL.  —f  "  Would  buf  me  a  oommisaioii  in  the  aiay, 
or  get  me  an  appoinbnent  in  India. " 

Vakok.  —  "  Which  did  you  take  T " 

LiOHRL  (paasionatel;^).  —  "  Which!  bo  offered  — 
'vbicbt  Of  oonne  oeitherl  But  distensting  the  tone 
of  my  mother'a  leplj,  I  eat  down,  the  erening  before 
I  left  home,  and  wrote  myeelf  to  tbia  cmel  man.  1 
did  not  shoir  mj  letter  to  mj  mother,  did  not  tell  her 
of  it.  I  wrote  shorUj, — ;that  if  he  would  not  accept 
mj  gratitude,  I  would  not  accept  hie  besefite;  that  shoe- 
black I  might  be,  —  piokpooket,  no  I  that  he  need  not 
fear  I  ehonld  disgrace  his  blood  or  my  name;  and  that 
I  would  not  rest  till,  sooner  or  later,  I  had  paid  bim 
back  all  that  I  bad  cost  him,  and  felt  relieyed  from  the 
burdens  of  an  obligation  which  —  wbieb  —  "  The  boy 
paused,  covered  hia  faoe  with  his  bands,  and  sobbed. 

Vance,  though  much  moved,  pretended  to  scold  hia 
friend,  but  finding  that  ineflectnal,  &irly  rose,  wound 
his  arm  brother-like  round  him,  and  drew  him  from 
the  arbor  to  the  delving  margin  of  the  river.  "  Com- 
fott,"  then  said  the  Artist,  almost  solemnly,  as  here, 
from  the  inner  depths  of  his  character,  the  true  genius 
of  the  man  came  forth  and  spoke,  —  "  comfort,  and  look 
round;  see  where  the  islet  intermpta  the  tide,  and  how 
smilingly  the  stream  flows  on.  See,  just  where  we 
stand,  how  the  alight  pebbles  are  fretting  the  wave, 
—  would  the  wave,  if  not  fretted,  make  that  pleasant 
musict     A  few  miles  farther  on,  and   the   river   is 
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apiimAd  %  B  bridge,  wkich  bosy  feet  aow  wre  cro§B- 
ing ;  by  Uie  side  of  that  bridge  now  is  rising  s  palace ;  — 
ftll  the  men  who  rule  England  have  zoom  in  that  palace. 
At  the  rear  of  the  pataca  eoan  up  the  old  abbey  where 
kings  have  their  tombe  in  right  of  the  names  they 
inherit:  men  lowly  aa  we,  have  formd  tombe  there,  in 
right  of  the  names  which  they  made.  Think,  now, 
tltat  yon  stand  on  that  bridge  with  a  boy's  lofty  hope, 
wiflk  a  man's  steadfast  courage ;  then  turn  again  to  that 
stream,  calm  with  atarlightj  Sowing  on  towards  the 
bridge,  —  spite  of  islet  and  pebbles." 

Li<aiel  made  no  audible  answer,  though  hia  lips  mur- 
mured; but  he  pressed  closer  and  closer  to  his  friend's 
side,  and  the  tears  were  already  dried  on  his  cheek,  — 
though  their  dew  still  glistened  in  his  eyes. 
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CHAPTEB  V. 

SpMnlatknia  on  the  monl  qualities  of  the  Baodit.  — Hr,  Yiuce, 
with  mingled  emotioni,  foie»eei  that  the  acqniiition  of  Che  Ban- 
dif  ■  acqsaintance  maj  be  attended  with  pecnniaij  low. 

Vaitcie  loosened  the  bent  from  ite  moorings,  stepped  in, 
and  took  up  tlie  oare.  Lionel  followed,  and  eat  by  the 
stem.  The  Artist  rowed  on  slowly,  whistling  melo- 
dionaly  in  time  to  the  dash  of  the  oars.  Tbey  soon 
eune  to  the  hank  of  garden-ground  sorrounding  with 
tnif,  on  which  fairies  might  hare  danced,  —  one  of 
those  villas  never  seen  out  of  England.  From  tha 
windows  of  the  villa  the  lights  gleamed  steadily;  over 
Uie  banks,  dipping  into  the  water,  hung  large  willows 
bieatiilessly;  the  boat  gently  brushed  aside  their  pen- 
dent bonghs,  and  Vance  rested  in  a  giany  oove, 

"And  faith,"  said  the  Artist,  gayly,  —  "faith,"  sud 
he,  lightii^;  his  third  cigar,  "  it  is  time  we  should  be- 
stow a  few  words  more  on  the  remoreelees  baron  and 
ttie  bandit's  child  I  What  a  cock-and-a-bull  story  the 
Cobbler  told  nsl  He  most  have  thought  us  pteoionB 
green." 

LiOKBL  (ronsed).  — ^  "  Nay,  I  see  nothing  so  wonderful 
in  the  story,  though  much  that  is  ad.  Tou  must  allow 
that  Waife  may  have  been  a  good  actor,  —  you  became 
quite  excited  merely  at  his  attitude  and  bow.  Natural, 
theiefon,  that  he  should  have  been  invited  to  try  his 
ohance  on  the  London  stage;  not  improbable  that  ha 
may  have  met  with  an  accident  by  the  train,  and  so  lost 
his  chance  forever, — >  natural,  then,  that  he  should  press 
into  service  his  poor  little  grandchild;   natural,  also, 
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that,  hardly  treated,  and  his  pride  hint,  he  should  wish 
to  escape." 

Yakce.  —  "  And  more  natural  than  all,  that  he  shoald 
want  to  extract  from  our  pockets  thiee  pounds, — the 
banditi  Ko,  Lionel,  I  tell  jou  what  is  not  probable, 
that  he  should  have  disposed  of  that  clever  child  to  a 
v^^bond  like  Bugge,  —  she  plays  admirably.  The  man- 
Bfger  who  was  to  have  engaged  Mm  would  have  engaged 
her  if  he  had  seen  her.     I  am  puzzled." 

LiONKL. — "True,  she  is  an  extiaoidinary  child.  I 
cannot  say  how  she  has  interested  me."  He  took  cut 
his  purse,  and  began  oounUi^  its  contents.  "  I  have 
nearly  three  pounds  left,"  he  cried,  joyously,"  £2,  ISs. 
If  I  give  up  the  thought  of  a  longer  excursion  with  you, 
and  go  quietly  home  —  " 

Vascb.  •— "  And  not  pay  yam  ahan  of  the  bill 
yonder t" 

LroHBb. — "Ah,  I  foi^t  tttat!  But  oome,  I  am 
not  too  proud  to  borrow  from  you,  and  it  is  not  for  a 
aslflsh  purpose." 

Vaitcx. — "Borrow  from  me,-~Cato1  That  comes 
cS  falling  in  with  bandits  and  theii  children.  Ifo,  but 
let  us  look  at  the  tiling  like  men  of  sense.  One  etoi; 
ia  good  till  another  is  told.  I  will  call  by  myself  on 
Bu^^  to-morrow,  and  hear  what  he  says;  and  then,  if 
we  judge  favorably  to  the  Cobbler's  version,  we  will  go 
at  night  and  talk  with  the  Cobbler's  lodgers;  and  I  dare- 
say," added  Vance,  kindly,  but  with  a  sigh, — "  I  daresay 
the  three  pounds  will  be  coaxed  out  of  me  I  After  all, 
her  head  is  worth  it.     I  want  an  idea  for  Titania." 

LtOKSL  (joyously). — "My  dear  Yance,  you  are  the 
heat  fellow  in  the  world. " 

Vahce.  — "  Small  compliment  to  humankind.  Take 
the  oaiB,  —  it  is  your  turn  now." 
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Lionel  obeyed;  the  bost  once  more  danced  ttloog  the 
tide, — thoro'  reeds ,-  thoio'  waves,  skirting  the  grassy 
islet,  oat  into  pole  moonlight.  They  talked  but  by  fits 
and  sterto.  What  oft  —  a  thousaod  tilings!  Bright 
young  hearts,  eloquent  young  tonguesl  No  sins  in 
the  past;  hopes  gleaming  through  the  future.  0  sum- 
mer nights,  on  the  glass  of  stany  waves  I  0  Youth, 
Youth  I 


.coy  Google 


WHAT  WILL  as  DO  WITH  Hi 


CHAPTER  VI. 

WhereiD  fhe  Hutoriu  tncks  tlie  Public  CbuMtets  tlitt  fret  thei; 
hour  on  ttie  ttMge,  into  the  boiom  of  pHvUe  life.  —  llie  Teader 
ii  Inritad  to  urive  at  a.  eondnsiou  which  auty  often,  in  periods 
of  perplexity,  reatore  ewe  to  his  mind  -,  namcl;,  that  if  nun 
wiU  leflect  on  all  the  hopei  he  hM  nouriahed,  kH  the  feais  he 
hia  admitted,  all  the  pnjecti  he  hai  farmed,  the  wiaeat  thing 
he  can  do,  nine  timet  oat  of  ten,  with  hope,  fear,  and  project,  ia 
to  let  t^em  end  with  the  chapter  —  in  emake. 

It  was  post  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening  of  the  following 
day.  The  exhihition  at  Mr.  Bugge's  theatre  hod  closed 
for  the  season  in  that  village,  for  it  was  the  conclusion 
of  the  fair.  The  final  performance  had  been  begun  and 
ended  somewhat  earlier  than  on  former  nights.  The 
theatre  was  to  be  cleared  from  the  ground  1^  daybreak, 
and  the  whole  company  to  proceed  onward  betimes  in 
the  morning.  Another  fair  awaited  them  in  an  adjoin- 
ing county,  and  they  had  a  long  journey  before  them. 

Gentleman  Waife  and  his  Juliet  Araminta  had  gone 
to  their  lodgings  over  the  Cobbler's  stall.  Their  rooms 
were  homely  enot^,  but  had  an  air  not  only  of  the  com- 
fortahle,  hut  the  picturesque.  The  little  sitting-room 
was  very  old-fashioned, — panelled  in  wood  that  had 
once  been  painted  blue,  —  with  a  quaint  chimney-piece 
that  reached  to  the  ceiling.  That  part  of  the  house 
spoke  of  the  time  of  Charles  I.  It  might  have  baen 
tenanted  by  a  religious  Boundhead;  and  framed-in, 
over  the  low  door,  there  wae  a  grim,  faded  portrait  of 
a  pinched-faced,  saturnine  man,  with  long,  lank  hair, 
starched  band,  and  a  length  of  upper  lip,  that  hetok- 
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aoed  leUntlesa  obetinaci^  of  character,  and  might  hare 
curled  in  sullea  glee  at  Uie  monarch's  acaSbld,  or 
preached  aa  interminable  aeimon  to  the  stoat  Pro- 
tector. On  a  table,  under  the  deep-sunk  vindaw,  were 
neatly  arrayed  a  few  sober-looking  old  books;  jon  would 
find  amongst  them  "  CoUey'a  Astrology,"  "Owen  Felt- 
ham's  Beeolves,"  "  Qlanville  on  Witches,"  the  "  Pil- 
grim's Prt^ress,"  an  early  edition  of  "Paradise  Lost," 
and  an  old  Bible;  also  two  fiower-pote  of  clay  brightly 
reddened,  and  containing  stocks;  also  two  raiall  worsted 
rugs,  on  one  of  which  rested  a  carved  cocoa-nut,  on  the 
other  an  egg'shaped  boll  of  crystal,  —  that  last  the 
pride  and  joy  of  the  Cobbler's  visionary  soul.  A.  door 
left  wide  open  communicated  with  an  inner  room  (very 
low  was  its  ceiling) ,  in  which  the  Bandit  slept,  if  the 
sevBTity  of  his  parsecutora  permitted  him  to  sleep.  In 
the  comer  of  the  sitting-room,  near  that  door,  was  a 
small  horse-hair  sofa,  which,  by  the  aid  of  eheete  and 
a  needlework  coverlid,  did  duty  for  a  bed,  and  was  con- 
signed to  die  Bandit's  child.  Hen  the  tendemeas  of 
the  Cobbler's  heart  was  visible;  for  over  the  coverlid 
were  strewed  sprigs  of  lavender,  and  leaves  of  Terrain, 
—  the  last,  be  it  said,  to  induce  happy  dreams,  and 
scare  away  witchcraft  and  evil  spiiite.  On  another 
table,  near  the  fireplace,  the  child  was  baaied  in  Bet- 
ting out  the  tea-things  for  her  graudfathei.  She  had 
left  in  the  property-room  of  the  theatre  her  robe  of 
spangles  and  tinsel,  and  appeared  now  in  a  simple 
frock.  She  had  no  longer  the  look  of  Titonia,  but 
that  of  a  lively,  active,  affectionate  human  child; 
nothing  theatrical  about  hei  now,  yet  still,  in  her 
graceful  moveqienta,  so  nimble  but  so  noiselesSj  in  her 
dight  bir  hands,  in  her  transparent  coloring,  there  was 
nature's  own  lady,  —  that  lomething  which  strikes  us 
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all  as  vell-bom  and  high-bred;  not  (hat  it  neeeaaariljr 
is  BO,  — the  Bemblautsea  of  ariitooiacy,  in  female  child- 
hood more  especially,  are  often  delnaivB.  The  »ouv»- 
nance  flower  wrought  into  Ute  collats  of  prinoes,  springa 
np  Tild  on  field  and  fell 

Gentleman  Waife,  wrapped  negligently  in  a  graj 
dressing-gown,  and  seated  in  an  old,  leathern  easy' 
chair,  was  evidently  oot  of  sorts.  He  did  not  seem  to 
heed  the  little  preparations  for  Ms  comfort,  but  resting 
his  cheek  <m  his  right  hand,  his  left  drooped  on  his 
crossed  kneee,  — an  attitude  rarely  seen  in  a  man  ,whea 
his  heart  is  li^t  and  his  spirita  high.  His  lips  moved; 
he  was  talking  to  himself.  Though  he  had  laid  aside 
his  theatncal  bondage  over  both  eyes,  he  wore  a  black 
patch  over  one,  or  rather  where  one  had  been ;  the  eye 
exposed  was  of  singalar  beaaty,  dark  and  brilliant.  Fot 
the  rest,  the  man  had  a  striking  countenance,  roggMl, 
and  rather  ngly  than  otherwise,  but  by  no  means  unpn- 
poesessing;  full  of  lines  and  wrinkles  and  strong  mus- 
cle, with  laj^  lips  of  wondrous  pliancy,  and  an  aspect 
of  wistful  sagacity,  that,  no  doubt,  on  occasion,  could 
become  exquisitely  comic, — dry  comedy;  the  comedy 
that  makee  others  roar,  when  the  comedian  himself  ia 
as  grave  as  a  judge. 

Yon  mi^t  aee  in  his  coiint«nanoe,  when  quite  in  its 
natural  repose,  that  Sorrow  had  passed  by  there;  yet 
the  instant  the  countenance  broke  into  play,  you  would 
think  that  Sorrow  mnst  have  been  sent  aboat  her  bosi- 
nesB  as  soon  as  the  respect  due  to  that  visitor,  so  aocns- 
tomed  to  have  her  own  way,  would  permit.  Though 
the  man  was  old,  you  eould  not  call  him  aged.  One- 
eyed  and  crippled,  still,  marking  the  muacnlar  arm,  the 
expansive  chest,  you  would  have  scarcely  called  him 
broken  or  infirm.     And  hence  there  was  a  certain  inde- 


.coy  Google 


WHAT  WltL  HR  DO   WITH  IT?  87 

Bcribable  patlio*  in  hie  vhole  appe&niiuie,  u  if  Fate  hsd 
bnnded,  on  face  &nd  form,  cb&racters  in  which  might 
be  teed  her  ^encies  on  career  and  mind,  —plucked  an 
vyt  from  intelligence,  shortened  one  limb  for  life's 
[HOgreaB,  yet  left  whim  sparkling  out  in  the  eye  she 
had  spared,  and  a  light  heart's  wild  spring  in  the  limb 
she  had  maimed  not. 

"Come,  Onindy,  come,"  said  the  little  j^rl,  coaz- 
ingly;  "youi  tea  will  get  quite  cold;  yom  toast  is 
tBady,and  here  ie  such  a  nice  e^^,  —  Mr.  Merle  says 
yon  may  be  sure  it  ie  new  laid.  Come,  don't  let  that 
hateful  man  faet  you;  emile  on  youi  own  Sophv, — 
come." 

"If,"  said  Mr.  Waife,  in  a  hollow  under-tone, — "if 
I  were  alone  in  the  world." 

"Oh,  Qrandyl" 

" '  I  know  a  spot  on  which  a  bed.post  grows. 
And  do  remember  where  a  roper  Uvea.' 

Delightful  prospect,  not  to  be  indulged;  for  if  I  wen 
in  peace  at  one  end  of  the  rope,  what  would  chases  to 
my  Sophy,  left  forlorn  at  the  otherl " 

"  Don't  talk  eo,  or  I  shall  think  yon  are  ion;  to  have 
taken  care  of  me, " 

"Care  of  thee,  0  child!  and  what  caret  It  is  tlum 
who  tskeet  can  of  me.  Put  thy  hands  from  my  mouth; 
sit  down,  darling,  then,  opposite,  and  let  us  talk. 
Ifow,  Sophy,  thon  hast  often  said  that  thou  wooldst 
be  glad  to  be  out  of  thia  mode  of  life,  even  for  one 
humbler  and  harder:  think  well,  —  is  it  sol" 

"OhI  yea,  indeed,  grandfather. " 

"  No  mme  tinsel  dresses  and  Sowery  wreaths ;  no  more 
applaose;  no  more  of  the  dear,  divine  stage-excitement; 
the  heroine  and  fairy  vanished;  only  a  little  common- 
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place  child  in  diogf  gingham,  with  a  jnublind  cripple 
for  thy  sole  cha^  and  playioate ;  Juliet  Acaminta  eTsp- 
orated  evermore  into  tittle  Sophy  I " 

"  It  would  be  BO  nice  I "  answered  little  Soph;,  laugh- 
ing merrily. 

"What  would  make  it  nioel"  asked  the  Comedian, 
turning  on  her  his  solitary  piercing  eye,  with  eurious 
interest  in  hia  gase. 

Sophy  left  her  aeat,  and  placed  herself  on  a  stool  at 
her  giuidfather's  knee;  on  that  knee  eh«  clasped  her 
tiny  hands,  and,  shaking  aside  her  curia,  looked  into 
hia  face  with  ctmfident  fondness.  Evidently  these  two 
were  much  more  than  gtandiather  and  grandchild,— 
they  were  friends  ;  they  were  equals;  they  were  in  the 
habit  of  consulting  and  prattling  with  each  other.  She 
got  at  his 'meaning,  however  covert  his  humor;  aud  he 
to  the  core  of  her  heart,  tbrongh  its  careless  babble. 
Between  you  and  me,  reader,  I  suspect  that,  in  spite 
of  the  Comedian's  sagacious  wrinkles,  the  one  was  as 
much  a  child  as  the  other. 

"  Well,"  said  Sophy,  "  I  will  tell  you,  Qrandy,  what 
would  make  it  nice, — no  one  would  vez  and  af&ont 
you,  we  ahould  be  all  by  ounelvei;  and  then,  instead 
of  those  nasty  lamps,  and  those  dreadful  painted  crea- 
tures, we  could  go  out  and  play  in  the  fields,  and  gather 
daisies;  and  I  could  run  after  bntt«rflie3,  and  when  I 
am  tired  I  should  come  here,  where  I  am  now,  any  time 
of  the  day,  and  yon  would  tell  me  atones,  and  [vet^ 
verses,  and  teach  me  to  write  a  little  better  than  I  do 
now,  and  make  bu<^  a  wise  little  woman  of  me;  and  if 
I  wore  gingham,  but  it  need  not  be  dingy,  Grandy,  it 
would  be  all  mine;  and  you  would  be  all  mine  too,  and 
we  'd  keep  a  bird,  end  you  'd  teach  it  to  sing;  and  oh, 
would  it  not  be  nicel  " 
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"But  still,  Soplky,  we  Bhoold  have  to  lire,  and  we 
could  not  live  upon  daideB  and  butterfltM.  And  I 
out't  work  now,  — for  the  matter  of  tliat,  I  nevat  ooold 
woik;  more  ahame  for  me,  but  so  it  la.  Meiie  says, 
the  fault  is  in  the  etais,  —  with  all  my  heart.  -  Bat  the 
stars  will  not  go  to  the  jail  or  the  workhouse  instead  of 
me.     And  though  they  wont  nothing  to  eat,  we  do." 

"  But,  Grondy,  you  have  said  every  ^j  since  the  first 
walk  you  took  after  coming  here  that  if  you  had  three 
pounds,  we  could  get  away  and  live  by  ourselves,  and 
make  a  fortune  I" 

"  Afortunel  — that's  a  strong  word;  let  it  stand.  A 
fortnnel  But  still,  3ophy,  though  we  should  be  free  of 
this  thrice  execrable  Sugge,  the  scheme  I  have  in  my 
head  lies  remote  from  daisies  and  butterflies.  We  should 
have  to  dwell  in  towns,  and  ezhibitt " 

"On  a  Stage,  Qrandyt"  said  Sophy,  resigned,  hut 
sorrowful. 

"  No,  not  exactly,  —  a  room  would  do. " 

"  And  I  should  not  wear  those  horrid,  horrid  dreasaa, 
nor  mix  with  those  horrid,  horrid  painted  peo|de  1 " 

"No." 

"  And  we  should  be  quite  alone,  you  and  It" 

"  Hum  I  there  would  be  a  third. " 

"  Oh,  Orandy,  Oiondy  I "  cried  Sophy,  in  a  sensm  of 
shrill  alarm.  "I  know, — I  know;  you  ate  thinking 
of  joining  ub  with  the  Fig-faced  Lady!" 

Mb.  Waifb  (not  a  muscle  relaxed).  —  "A  well  spoken 
and  pleasii^  gentlewoman.  But  no  such  lock;  tfuee 
pounds  wonld  not  bay  her." 

SoFHT. — "1  am  glad  of  that;  I  don't  care  so  much 
for  the  Mermaid,  —  ahe 's  dead  and  stuffed.  But,  oh" 
(another  scream),  "  perhaps  't  is  the  Spotted  Boy  I " 

Me.  Waits. — "Calm  your  aaugaine  imi^inatiqn; 
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you  aspim  too  high  I  Bat  this  I  will  t«U  you,  tliat 
OUT  companion,  whatsoever  or  whosoever  that  companion 
may  be,  will  be  one  you  will  like." 

"  I  don't  believe  it,"  said  Sophy,  B>i«Viiig  her  head. 
"  I  only  like  yon.     But  who  ia  it  1 " 

"  Alaa  I  "  said  Mr.  Waifs,  "  it  is  no  use  pampering 
ouiselTBB  with  vain  hopes;  the  three  pounds  are  not 
forthcoming.  You  heard  what  that  brute  Rngge  said, 
that  the  gentleman  who  wanted  to  take  your  portrait 
had  called  on  him  this  morning,  and  offered  lOs.  for  a 
sitting,  —  that  is,  6b.  for  you,  Ss.  forKu^e;  and  Rugge 
thought  &.«  UrtnB  reasonable." 

"  But  I  said  I  would  not  ait." 

"And  when  you  did  aay  it,  yon  heard  Bngge's  lan- 
guage to  me, — to  you.  And  now  we  must  think  of 
packing  up,  and  be  off  at  dawn  with  the  rest.  And," 
added  tiie  Comedian,  coloring  high,  "I  must  again 
parade,  to  boors  and  clowns,  this  mangled  form;  again  set 
myself  oat  as  a  spectacle  of  bodily  infirmity,  —  man's 
last  degradation.     And  this  I  have  come  to,  — 11" 

"ISo,  no,  Orandy,  it  will  not  l>3t  longl  we  will  get 
the  three  pounds.  We  have  always  hoped  on  I — hope 
still  I  And  besides,  I  am  sure  tiiose  gentlemen  will 
come  here  to-night.  Mr.  Merle  said  they  would,  at 
ten  o'clock.  It  is  near  ten  now,  and  yoni  tea  cold  as 
a  stone." 

She  hung  on  his  neck,  caressingly,  kissing  his  fur- 
rowed brow,  and  leaving  a  tear  there,  and  thus  coaxed 
him  till  he  set-to  quietly  at  his  meal ;  and  Sophy  shared 
it,  though  she  had  no  appetite  in  sorrowing  for  turn,  — 
bat  to  keep  him  company;  that  done,  she  lighted  his 
pipe  with  the  best  canaster,  —  hia  sole  Inxuiy  and 
ezpenee;  but  the  always  oontrived  that  he  ihould 
a&id  it. 
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Hi.  Waife  drew  a  long  irhiff,  and  took  a  mora  aoKiie 
view  of  a&irs.  He  «rho  doth  not  smoke  hath  eithei 
known  no  gieat  griefs,  or  refuseth  himself  the  softest 
consolation,  next  to  that  which  cornea  fiom  Heaven. 
"  What,  softer  than  woman ) "  whiepera  the  young 
reader.  Yotmg  reader,  woman  teasea  as  well  as  con- 
soles. Woman  makes  half  the  sorrows  which  she 
boasts  the  privilege  to  soothe.  Woman  consoles  us, 
it  is  true,  while  we  are  young  and  handsome;  wlien 
we  are  old  and  ugly,  woman  snubs  and  scolds  us.  Od 
the  whole,  then,  woman  in  this  scale,  the  weed  in  that, 
Jupiter,  hang  oat  thy  balance,  and  weigh  them  both; 
and  if  thou  give  the  preference  to  womui,  all  I  can 
say  is,  the  next  time  Juno  rufDea  thee,  —  O  Jupiter,  try 
the  weed  I 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

Hw  Htatorian,  in  pnmtMiGe  of  hii  iteni  dntlM,  nrMli  to  the  bcoib 
of  futon  ages  Kiine  of  the  occult  practacw  whicli  ducredit  th* 
HMch  of  Light  iu  the  mueteenth  Cestniy. 

"  Mat  I  come  in  t "  asked  the  Cobbler  outalde  the  door. 

"  Certamly,  come  in,"  said  Oentleman  Waife.  Sophy 
looked  wistfully  at  the  aperture,  and  sighed  to  see  tiut 
Meile  was  alone.     She  crept  up  to  him. 

"  Will  they  not  comet  "  she  whispered, 

"  I  hope  so,  pretty  one;  it  ben't  ten  yet." 

"  Take  a  pipe,  Merle,"  said  Gentleman  Waife,  with  « 
Orand  Comedian  air. 

"  So,  Uiank  you  kindly ;  I  just  looked  in  to  ask  if  I 
could  do  anything  for  ye,  in  case  —  in  case  ye  must  go 
to-morrow." 

*  Kothing ;  our  luggage  is  small ,  and  soon  packed. 
Sophy  hsa  the  money  to  discharge  ^e  meaner  part  of 
our  debt  to  you." 

'  I  don't  value  that,"  said  the  Cobbler,  coloring. 

"  But  we  value  your  esteem,"  said  Mr.  Woife,  with  a 
sntile  that  would  have  become  a  field-marshal.  "  And 
so,  Merle,  you  think,  if  I  am  a  broken-down  vagrant, 
it  must  be  put  to  the  long  account  of  the  celestial 
bodies!  " 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  returned  the  Cobbler,  solemnly. 
*  I  wish  you  would  give  me  date  aod  place  of  Sophy's 
birth,  —  that 's  what  I  want ;  I  'd  take  her  hortyscope. 
I  'm  sure  she  'd  be  lucky. " 

"  I  'd  rather  not,  please,"  aaid  Sophy,  timidly. 
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" Bather  not t—T6iy  odd.    Why!" 

"I  don't  want  to  know  Uw  futaie." 

'That  ia  odder  and  odder,"  qnoth  the  Cobblw,  atar- 
ing ;  *  I  never  heard  a  girl  aay  that  afore. " 

"Wait  till  she's  older,  Mr.  Meris,"  said  Waife; 
"girls  don't  want  to  know  the  future  till  they  want 
to  be  married." 

"  Summat  in  that,"  mid  the  Cobbler,  He  took  up 
the  crystal.  "  Hare  yon  looked  into  this  ball,  pretty 
o*e,  u  I  bode  ye  1 " 

"  Yea,  two  or  three  times. " 

"Hal  and  what  did  you  see  t" 

"My  ana  face  made  vary  long,"  said  Sophy, — "a« 
long  aa  that,"  stretching  out  her  hands. 

"The  Cobbler  shook  his  head  dolefully,  and  screwing 
vp  one  eye,  applied  the  other  to  the  mystic  ball. 

Ub.  Waifb.  — "Perhape  you  will  see  if  those  two 
gentlemen  are  ooming." 

SoPHT.  — "  Do,  dot  and  if  they  will  giro  as  three 
poundsl " 

Thb  Cobblxb  (triumphantly).  —"  Then  you  do  ttn 
to  know  the  future,  after  all  t " 

SorHT.  — "  Yes,  so  tar  aa  that  goea;  but  don't  look 
any  farther,  pray." 

Thb  Gobblkb  (intent  upon  the  ball,  and  speaking 
slowly,  and  in  jerks). — "A  miat  now.  Hal  an  arm 
with  a  beaom, — sweeps  all  before  it." 

SoPBT  (Mghtened). — "Send  it  away,  please." 

CoBBLBB.  —  "Itisgone.  Hal  there 'aBugge;  looka 
reiy  angry, — savage,  indeed." 

"Waits.  — "  Good  sign  thati    Proceed." 

GoBBUEK. — "Shakes  his  fistj  gone.  Hal  a  young 
man, — boyish,  dark  hair." 

SopHT  (clapping  her  hands).  — "  That  ia  the  yomig 
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gentleman  —  the  rerr  young  one,  I  maun  —  with  the 
kind  eyes;  is  he  comingi  —  ie  he,  is  bet" 

Waife. — "Examine  his  pocketsl  do  yon  see  tlien 
tiuee  pounds  T  " 

CoBBLKB  (testily).  — "Don't  be  a  int«inipting.  Hal 
he  ia  talking  vith  another  geDtleman,  -—bearded. " 

Sophy  (whiBperiug  to  her  grandfather). — "The  old 
yoiuig  gBnUeman." 

Gobbles  (putting  down  the  crystal,  and  witli  great 
decision). — "They  are  coining  here;  I  eee'd  them  at 
the  comer  of  the  lane,  by  &e  public-honse,  two  min- 
utes' walk  to  this  door."  He  took  out  a  great  silTsr 
watcb :  "  Look,  Sophy,  when  the  minute-hand  gets  there 
(or  before,  if  they  walk  bri^y),  yon  will  bear  them 
knock. " 

Sophy  clasped  her  htmds  in  mate  snspenBe,  half- 
credulooB,  half  •doubting;  then  she  weBt  and  opened 
the  room-door,  and  stood  on  the  landing-place  to  lis- 
ten. Merle  approached  the  Comedian,  and  said  in  a 
low  voice,  "I  wish  for  your  sake  she  had  the  gift." 

Waifh.— "The  gifti — .the  three  poundsl — bo  do 
It" 

OoBBLBB.— "Poohl  worth  a  hundred  times  three 
pounds;  th«  gift,  —  the  spirituous  gift." 

Wajiw. — "S^rittionBl  don't  like  the  epithet, — 
smells  of  gin ! " 

Gobbler.  —  "  Spirituons  gift  to  see  in  the  crystal :  if 
she  had  that,  ^e  might  make  your  fortune. " 

Waifb  (with  a  midden  change  of  countanance).  — 
'  Ah!  I  never  thought  of  that.  But  if  she  has  not  the 
gift,  I  could  t«ach  it  her,  eh  t " 

The  Gobbles  (indignantly).  — "  I  did  not  think  to 
hear  this  from  you,  Mr.  Waife.  Teach  her, — yont 
Make  her  an  impostor,  and  of  the  wickedest  kind, 
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mventlag  lies  betwaen  earth  and  them  w  dwell  in 
the  Mven  spheresi  Fiat  Ko,  if  she  haao't  the  gift 
natiinl,  let  faei  alone;  what  here  is  not  heftren-eent,  i> 
dsTil-tstight." 

Waifk  (awed,  but  dnbiouB). — "Then  yon  nolly 
tiiink  yon  a&w  ail  that  yon  described,  in  that  glass 

C0BBI.KB. — "Think! — ami  a  liarT  I  apohe  truth, 
and  the  pnxrf  ia— theral"  Bot-tat  went  the  knot^r 
at  the  door, 

■  The  two  minotee  an  jost  np,"  eaii  the  CobhlBr;  and 
Coroelius  Agrippa  could  not  have  said  it  with  mom 
wisudly  effect. 

*  They  aie  oome,  indeed,"  uid  Bophy,  ze-entering  tha 
nom  eoftly ;  "  I  hear  their  voices  at  the  threshold. " 

The  Cobbler  pesaed  by  in  silence,  descended  the 
•tain,  and  oondocted  Vance  and  Lionel  into  the  Come- 
dian's chamber;  them  he  left  tiiem,  hia  browomoMt. 
Qfl&tleman  Waife  had  diapleaaed  him  soiely. 
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OHAFTEB  VIIL 

Showtng  ths  Mti  b7  which  «  nun,  howeTet  high  in  the  ^  Kita* 
may  hftr*  (onned  his  noae,  nuf  bs  led  by  that  Doee,  uid  in  dino- 
tiiau  perreiaelj  oppoite  to  thcee  which,  In  foUowing  hi*  noee, 
be  night  be  mppoaed  to  ta^ ;  and  tbarefoie,  that  oationi  the 
moet  liberaUj  endowed  with  practical  good  Bame,  and  in  conceit 
thereof,  catrying  thdi  noees  the  moat  horlzantallj  iloof ,  when 
they  come  into  conference  with  nationi  more  lUUed  in  ^plo- 
maef,  and  mora  jnactiaed  in  "  Kage-play,"  end  by  the  Banender 
of  the  piedsB  object  which  it  waa  intended  ^j  tboliM  nus 


Ws  ftll  know  that  DemoetihimM  miA  eTOTthing  in 
oratory  was  acting,  — stage-plaj.  Is  it  in  oratory  alone 
that  the  nying  holds  goodt  Apply  it  to  all  ciicuni' 
fltoncoB  of  life,  —  "  stage-play,  stage-play,  stage-play  I "  — 
only  ara  ett  celart  arUm,  conceal  the  art  Oleeeome  in 
■oul  to  behold  his  visitors,  calculating  alraady  on  the 
three  pounds  to  be  extracted  from  them,  seeing  in  that 
hope  the  crisis  in  hie  own  checkered  existence,  Hi. 
Waife  KMe  from  his  seat  in  superb  upoerUia  or  stage- 
play,  and  asked,  with  mild  digni^,  'To  what  am  I 
indebted,  gentlemen,  for  the  honor  of  youi  viaitT" 

In  spite  of  his  noae,  even  Vance  was  taken  aback. 
Pope  Bays  that  Lord  Bolingbroke  bad  *  the  nobleman 
air."  A  great  comedian  Lord  Bolingbroke  sniely  wu. 
But,  ah,  had  Pope  seen  Gentleman  Waifel  Taking 
advantage  of  the  impression  he  had  created,  the  actor 
added,  with  the  finest  imaginable  breeding,  "  But  pray 
be  seated;"  and,  once  seeing  them  seated,  resumed  his 
eoiy-chair,  and  felt  himself  master  of  the  situation, 
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'Haml*  Mud  Vaow,  reooreiing  fata  nlf-poaHWum, 
after  a  pause,  —  "  htun  I " 

"Heml"  n-eoboed  Qenttemati  Waife;  and  tbo  two 
men  eyed  each  other  mnidk  in  the  same  way  aa  Admlial 
Napier  might  have  eyed  the  fort  of  CrooBtadt,  and  the 
fort  of  Cronatadt  hare  eyed  Admiral  Napier. 

Lionel  struok  in  with  that  yoathfol  boldneBs  which 
playi  the  deuce  with  all  dignified  atiat^oal  acienoe. 

"  Yon  mofit  be  aware  why  we  oome,  air;  Mr.  Merle 
will  have  explained.  My  friend,  a  diatingniahad  ajtiBt, 
wished  to  make  a  sketch,  if  yoa  do  not  ehjeet,  of  this 
young  lady's  very  —  "  "Pretty  little  face,"  quoth 
Yanoe,  taking  up  the  diKourae.  "  Mr.  Bngge,  this 
morning,  was  willing,  —  I  understand  that  your  grand- 
child  refaeed.  We  are  come  here  to  see  if  she  will  be 
more  complaisant  under  your  own  roof,  or  nndec  Mr. 
Herle'a,  whieh,  I  take  it,  is  the  same  thing  for  the 
present. "  9ophy  had  sidled  up  to  Lionel.  He  might 
not  have  been  flattered  if  he  knew  why  ahe  preferred 
him  to  Vanoe.  Sh«  looked  on  him  as  a  boy,  —  a  fellow- 
ohjld,  — and  an  instinct,  moreoTer,  told  her,  that  more 
easily  through  him  than  his  ahrewd-looking,  bearded 
guest  oould  ahe  attain  the  object  of  her  oapidity, — 
*  three  poundsl " 

'Three  poondsl"  whispered  Sophy,  with  the  tones 
of  on  angel,  into  Lionel's  thrilling  ear. 

Mk.  Waiiv.  —  "Sir,  I  will  be  frank  with  you."  At 
that  ominous  commencement,  Mr.  Vance  recoiled,  and 
mecdianically  buttoned  his  trousers'  pocket.  Mr.  Waift) 
noted  the  gesture  with  his  one  eye,  and  proceeded  cao- 
tiously,  feeling  his  way,  as  it  were,  towards  the  interior 
td  the  leoesB  thus  protected.  "  My  grandchild  declined 
your  flattering  proposal  with  my  fidl  approbatiDn.  She 
did  not  consider  — -  neither  did  I  —  that  the  managerial 
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rightt  of  Mr.  Ragge  entitled  him  to  the  moiety  <rf  faei 
face,  —  off  the  stage. "  The  Comedian  puued,  aod  with 
a  Toioe,  the  mimie  dioIUiy  of  which  do  boaneneaa  ooald 
altogethei  mu,  chanted  the  old  line,  — 

" '  My  (ace  i*  my  fortune,  ax,'  she  said" 

Vance  smiled, — Lionel  laughed;  Sophy  nestled  itill 
nearer  to  the  hoy. 

OxiTTLSKAiT  WuTs  (with  pathos  and  dignity).  — 
"  Yon  see  before  yon  an  old  man;  one  way  of  life  is  the 
same  to  me  as  another.  But  she,  —  do  you  think  Mr. 
Rxigge's  stage  the  right  plaee  far  hert " 

Vakce.  — "  Certainly  not.  Why  did  you  not  intro- 
duce her  to  the  London  manager  who  would  hare  engaged 
yourself  t " 

Waife  could  not  oonoeal  a  slight  change  of  coont*- 
nance.  '  How  do  I  know  she  would  have  succeeded  t 
She  had  never  then  trod  the  hoaids.  Besides  what 
strikes  you  as  bo  good  in  a  village  show,  may  be  pooi 
enough  in  a  metropolitan  theatia.  Gentlemen,  I  did 
my  beet  tor  her, — you  cannot  think  otherwise,  since 
she  maintains  mel     I  am  no  CEdipus,  yet  she  is  my 


Vance.  —"You  know  the  classics,  sir.  Hr.  Merle 
said  yon  were  a  Bcholarl  — read  Bophodea  in  his  native 
Greek,  I  presume,  sirl " 

Mb.  Waits.  — "  Yoa  jeei  at  the  unfortunate;  I  am 
used  to  it." 

Vangx  (oonfosed).  —  "I  did  not  mean  to  wonnd  yon, 
—  I  beg  pardon.  Bat  your  language  and  manner  an 
not  what — what  one  might  expect  to  find  in  a— in  a -7- 
bandit  persecuted  by  a  remorseless  baron." 

Mb.  Waifb. — "  Sir,  you  say  yon  are  an  artist.  Have 
yon  heard  no  tales  of  yonr  jm>feaBional  brethren,^  men 
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of  gonios  the  highest,  who  won  fome  iriiicb  I  dotu  did, 
and  failed  of  forttine  as  I  have  done  f  Their  own  fault, 
perhaps, — improvidence,  wild  habita;  ignorance  of  the 
way  how  to  treat  life  and  deal  with  their  fellow-men;  — 
aiu^  fault  maj  have  beeu  mine  too.  I  suffer  for  it;  no 
matter, — I  ask  none  to  save  me.  You  aro  a  painter; 
you  would  place  ber  featnrea  on  your  canvas;  you  would 
have  her  rank  amongst  your  own  cieatione.  She  may 
become  a  part  of  your  immortality.  Princes  may  gan 
on  tile  el^eB  of  the  innocent  happy  childhood,  to  which 
your  colors  lend  imperishable  glow.  They  may  ask  who 
and  what  was  l^is  fair  creature  t  Will  you  answer,  'One 
whom  I  found  in  tinsel,  and  so  left,  sun  that  she  would 
die  in  rags ! '  —  Save  her  1 " 

Lionel  drew  forth  his  pune,  and  poured  its  contents 
on  the  table.  Vance  covered  them  with  his  broad  hand, 
and  swept  them  into  his  own  pocket!  At  that  sinister 
action  Waife  felt  his  heart  sink  into  his  shoes;  hut  his 
face  was  calm  as  a  Koman's,  only  he  resumed  his  pipe 
with  a  prolonged  and  testy  whiff. 

*  It  is  I  who  am  to  take  the  portrait,  and  it  is  I  who 
will  pay  for  it,"  said  Vance.  *  I  understand  that  you 
have  a  pressing  occasion  for  —  "  "  Three  pounds  I " 
muttered  Sophy,  sturdily,  through  tiie  tears  which  her 
grandfother's  pathos  had  drawn  forth  from  her  downcast 
eyes, '  Three  pounds,  —  three,  three." 

'  You  shall  have  them.  But  listen;  I  meant  only  to 
take  a  sketch,  —  I  must  now  have  a  finished  portrait.  I 
cannot  take  this  by  candlelight.  Yon  must  let  me  come 
here  to-morrow;  and  yet  to-morrow,  I  understand,  yon 
meant  to  leave  t " 

Waitk.  — "If  you  will  generously  bestow  <m  na  the 
sum  yon  say,  we  shall  not  leave  the  village  till  you 
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hxn  oompleted  your  picture.  It  la  Mr.  Bugge  and  hig 
company  we  will  leave. " 

Tanob.  —  "  And  may  I  Tentura  to  aak  what  you  pro- 
poee  to  do,  towarda  a  new  livelihood  foi  yourself  and 
your  grandchild,  by  the  help  of  a  sum  which  is  certainly 
much  for  me  to  pay,  —  eoormous,  I  might  aay,  quoad 
me,  —  hut  small  for  a  capital  whereon  to  set  up  a 
business  t " 

Waive.  — "  Excuse  me  if  I  do  not  answer  that  very 
natuiftl  question  at  present.  Let  me  assure  you  tliat 
that  precise  sum  is  wanted  for  an  investment  which 
promises  her  and  myself  an  easy  existence.  But  to 
insure  my  scheme,  I  must  keep  it  secreL  Do  you 
believe  me  ? " 

"I  do!"  cried  Lionel;  and  Sophy,  whom,  by  this 
time,  he  had  drawn  upon  his  lap,  put  her  arm  grate- 
fully round  his  neck. 

"  There  ia  your  money,  sir,  beforehand,"  said  Vance, 
declining  downward  his  betrayed  and  resentful  noee,  and 
depositing  three  soveieigna  on  the  table. 

"  And  how  do  you  know,"  said  Waife,  emiling,  "  that 
I  may  not  be  off  to-night  with  your  money  and  your 
model } ". 

"  Well,"  said  Vance,  curtly,  "I  think  it  is  on  the 
cards.  Still,  as  John  Eemble  said  when  lebuked  for 
too  large  an  alms,  — 

'  It  is  not  often  that  I  do  these  things  ; 
But  when  I  do,  I  do  them  handsomely.'  " 

'  Well  applied,  and  well  delivered,  air,"  said  the 
Comedian;  "  only  you  should  put  a  little  more  emphasis 
on  the  word  do." 

"  I>td  I  not  put  enough  I  I  am  sure  I  felt  it  strongly ; 
no  one  can  feel  the  do  morel " 
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Waife'e  plisot  tarn  relaxed  into  genutl  tmghtdeBfl,  — 
the  equivoque  charmed  him.  However,  not  affecting  to 
comprehend  it,  he  thrust  back  the  money,  and  eaid, 
"  Ko,  air,  —  not  a  ahilling  till  the  picture  is  completed. 
Hay,  to  relieve  your  mind,  1  will  own  that,  had  I  no 
Bomple  more  delicate,  I  would  rather  reoeive  nothing 
till  Mr.  Ru^e  ia  gone.  True,  he  has  no  right  to  any 
share  in  it.  But  you  see  before  you  a  man  who,  when 
it  comes  to  arguing,  could  never  take  a  wrangler's  de- 
gree,—  never  get  over  the  Ass's  Bridge,  sir.  Plucked 
at  it  scores  of  times  clean  as  a  feather.  But  do  not  go 
,  yet.  You  came  to  give  us  money,  — give  us  what,  were 
I  rich,  I  should  value  more  highly:  a  little  of  your 
time.  You,  sir,  are  an  artist;  and  yon,  young  gentle- 
man 1"  addressing  Lionel. 

LiotntL  (coloring).  — "I — am  nothing  as  jret." 

Waits. — 'You  are  fond  of  the  drama,  I  presume, 
both  of  youl  Apropos  of  John  Kemble,  you,  sir,  said 
that  you  have  never  heard  him.  Allow  me,  so  far  as 
■this  cracked  voice  can  do  it,  to  give  you  a  faint  idea  of 
him." 

"I  shall  be  delighted,"  said  Vance,  drawing  nearer 
to  ibe  table,  and  feeling  more  at  his  ease.  "Bat  since 
I  see  yon  smoke,  may  I  take  the  liberty  lo  light  my 
cigar!" 

"Make  yourself  at  home,"  sa{d  Qentleman  Waife, 
with  the  good-humor  of  a  fatherly  host.  And,  all  the 
while,  Lionel  and  Sophy  were  babbling  together,  she 
still  upon  his  \ap. 

Waife  began  his  imitation  of  John  Kemble.  Deapito 
the  cracked  voice,  it  was  admirable.  One  imitation 
drew  on  another;  then  succeeded  anecdotes  of  the  stage, 
of  the  senate,  of  the  bar.  Waife  had  heard  great  orators, 
whom  every  one  still  admires  for  the  speeches  which 


.coy  Google 


62  WE&T  WILL  HI  DO  WITH  IT? 

nobody,  novadsys,  erei  leads;  he  gave  &  lively  id«&  of 
each.  And  then  came  aayuigB  of  dry  humoi,  and  odd 
SCtapB  of  worldly  obeemtion;  and  time  flew  on  pleae- 
antly,  till  the  clock  struck  twelve,  and  the  yoong  gueeta 
tore  themselves  away. 

"  Merle,  Merle  I  "  cried  the  Oomedian,  whan  they  were 
gone. 

Merle  a[^>eared. 

"  We  don't  go  to-morrow.  When  Bogge  sends  for  us 
(as  he  will  da  at  daybreak),  say  ao.  Yod  shall  lodge  us 
a  few  days  longei,  and  then  —  and  then  —  my  little 
Sophy,  kiss  me,  kiss  mel  You  are  saved  at  least  from 
those  horrid,  painted  oreatmesl" 

"  Ah,  ah,"  growled  Merle  from  below,  "  he  has  got  the 
money!  Olad  to  hear  it.  But,"  he  added,  aa  he  glanced 
at  sundry  weird  and  astrological  ^rmbola  with  which  he 
had  been  divertii^  himself,  "  that  'a  not  it  The  true 
horary  question  is,  Woat  will  hi  do  wna  it  t " 
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CHAPTER   K. 

Hie  ^"-*'*'i"  diowi  that,  natwithttandlng  the  ftogttmtf«  ipbtt 
of  ths  tiniM,  a  Briton  ii  not  penoittcd,  vtthont  an  affoit,  "  to 
prognaa"  aMording  to  bb  own  indinatioii*, 

SoPHT  could  not  sleep.  At  finrt  she  was  too  happj. 
Without  being  conecioiu  of  any  degradation  in  her  lot 
amongst  the  itinerant  artiste  of  Mr.  Bugge's  exhibition 
(how  coald  she,  when  her  beloved  and  revered  protector 
had  been  one  of  thoee  artiste  for  years!),  yet  inetino- 
tively  she  ahmnk  from  their  contact.  Doubtless,  while 
absorbed  in  some  etirring  part,  she  forgot  companions, 
audience,  all,  and  enjoyed  what  she  performed,  —  neces' 
aarily  enjoyed,  for  her  acting  was  really  excellent,  and 
when  no  eojoyineQt  there  no  excellence;  but  when  the 
histrionic  enthusiasm  was  not  positively  at  work,  she 
crept  to  her  grandfather  with  something  between  lo«tb- 
ing  and  terror  of  the  "  painted  creatures  "  and  her  own 
borrowed  tinsel. 

But,  more  than  all,  she  felt  acutely  aveiy  indignity 
or  a&ont  offered  to  Gentleman  Waife.  Heaven  knows, 
these  wen  not  few ;  and  to  escape  from  such  a  life,  — 
lo  be  with  her  grandfatiier  alone,  have  him  all  to  herself 
to  tend  and  to  pet,  to  listen  to,  and  to  prattle  with, 
seemed  to  her  the  consummation  of  human  felicity. 
Ah,  but  should  she  be  all  alone  I  Just  as  she  was  lull- 
ing herself  into  a  doze,  that  question  seiied  and  roused 
her.  And  then  it  was  not  happiness  that  kept  her 
waking;  it  was  what  is  less  rare  jn  the  female  breast, 
— cariosity.      Who  iras  to  he  the  mysterious  ftiird, 
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to  whose  acquisition  the  three  poimdfl  were  erideatly 
to  be  devoted  T  What  new  face  had  she  purchased 
b;  the  loan  of  her  ownt  Not  the  Pig-faced  Lady,  nor 
the  Spotted  Boy.  Gould  it  be  the  Norfolk  Giant,  or 
the  Calf  with  Two  Heads t  Horrible  ideal  Honetroua 
phantaemagoria  began  to  st&lk  before  her  eyes;  and  to 
charm  them  away,  with  great  fervor  ahe  fell  to  saying 
her  prayers, — an  act  of  devotion  which  she  had  for- 
gotten, in  her  excitement,  to  perform  before  resting  her 
head  on  the  pillow;  an  omission,  let  us  hnmblyhope, 
not  noted  down  in  very  dark  charactera  by  the  recoiding 
angel. 

That  act  over,  her  thoughts  took  a  more  comely  aspect 
than  had  been  worn  by  the  preceding  phantasies,  reflected 
Lionel's  kind  looks,  and  repeated  his  gentle  words. 
"Heaven  bless  him! "  she  said  with  emphasis,  as  a  sup- 
plement to  the  habitual  prayers;  and  then  tears  gathered 
to  her  grateful  eyelids:  for  she  was  one  of  those  beings 
whose  tears  come  slow  from  sorrow,  quick  from  affec- 
tion. And  so  the  gray  dawn  found  her  still  wakeful, 
and  she  rose,  bathed  her  cheeks  In  the  cold  fresh  water, 
and  drew  them  forth  with  a  glow  like  Hebe's.  Dress- 
ing herself  with  the  quiet  activity  which  characterized 
all  her  movements,  she  then  opened  the  casement  and 
inhaled  the  air.  All  was  still  in  the  narrow  lane,  the 
shops  yet  unclosed.  But  on  the  still  toes  behind  the 
shops  the  birds  were  beginning  to  stir  and  chirp.  Chan- 
ticleer, from  some  neighboring  yard,  rung  out  his  brisk 
reveilUe.  Pleasant  English  summer  dawn  in  the  pleas- 
ant English  country  village.  She  stretched  her  graceful 
neck  far  from  the  casement,  trying  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
the  blue  river.  She  had  seen  its  m^'estic  flow  on  the 
day  they  had  arriyed  at  the  fair,  and  longed  to  gain  its 
banksj  then  her  servitude  t«  the  stage  forbade  her.    Now 


.coy  Google 


THAT  WILL  HB  DO  WITH  ITf  65 

■ha  wiB  to  be  freel  O  joyi  IlTov  she  might  have  hsi 
canleaB  houn  of  holicUy;  and,  forgetlal  of  Waife'a 
iraming  that  their  rocation  most  be  plied  in  towns, 
aha  let  her  fancy  run  riot  amidst  Tiaioos  of  green  fields 
and  laughing  vaten,  and  in  fond  delusion  gathered  the 
daiaiea  and  chased  the  butterflies.  Changeling  tnna- 
ferred  into  that  lowest  world  of  Art  from  the  cradle  of 
simple  JSature,  her  human  child's  heart  yearned  for  the 
human  childlike  delights.  All  children  love  the  coun- 
try, the  flowers,  the  award,  the  birds,  the  butterflies;  or 
if  some  do  not,  despair,  0  Fhilanthropy,  of  their  after- 
Uveal 

She  closed  the  window,  smiling  to  benelf;  stide 
through  the  adjoining  doorway,  and  aaw  that  her  grand- 
father was  etill  asleep.  Then  she  busied  herself  in 
putting  the  little  sitting-room  to  righto;  reset  the  table 
foe  the  morning  meal ;  watered  the  etooka;  and  finally 
took  up  the  crystal  and  looked  into  it  with  awe,  won- 
dering why  the  Cobbler  could  see  ao  much,  and  she  only 
the  distorted  reflection  of  her  own  face.  So  interested, 
however,  for  onoe,  did  she  become  in  the  inspection  of 
this  mystic  globe,  that  she  did  not  notice  the  dawn  pass 
into  broad  daylight,  nor  hear  a  Toioe  at  the  door  below, 
— nor,  in  short,  take  into  cognition  the  external  world, 
(ill  a  heavy  tread  shook  the  floor,  and  then,  starting,  she 
beheld  the  Bemorseless  Baron,  with  a  face  black  enough 
to  have  darkened  Uie  crystal  of  Dr.  Dee  bimseU. 

*  Ho,  ho,"  said  Mr,  Bogge,  in  hissing  aocento, 
which  hod  often  thrilled  the  threepenny  gallery  with 
anticipative  horror.  "Rebellious,  «hf  —  won't  comel 
Where 's  your  grandfather,  baggage  I " 

Sophy  let  fall  the  crystal, — a  mercy  it  was  not  Inoken, 
—  and  gaied  vacanUy  on  the  Baron. 

"  Your  vile  scamp  of  a  grandfather  1 " 
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SofHT  (with  spirit).  — "He  In  not  Tile,  Ton  ought 
to  be  ashamed  of  yourself  speaking  so,  Mr.  Bngg«l  " 

Hero,  eimnltoneoufily,  Mr.  Waife,  hastily  endued  in 
his  gray  dieasing-govn,  presented  himaelf  at  tiia  aper> 
tore  of  the  bedroom  door,  and  l^e  CobUer  cm  the  thresh- 
old of  the  sitting-room.  The  Comedian  stood  mute, 
trusting,  perhaps,  to  the  imposing  effect  of  his  attitude. 
The  Gobbler,  yielding  to  the  impulse  of  untheatiio  man, 
put  his  head  doggedly  on  one  side,  and,  with  both  buids 
OS  his  hips,  said,  — 

*  Civil  words  to  my  lodgers,  master,  or  out  you  go! " 

The  Bemorseless  Baron  glared  yindictiTely,  first  at 
cai«  and  then  ai  die  other;  at  length  he  strode  up  to 
Waife,  Emd  said,  with  a  withering  grin,  '  I  hare  some- 
thing to  say  to  you ;  shall  I  say  it  before  your  landlord  1 " 

The  Comedian  waved  his  hand  to  the  Gobbler. 

"  Leave  us,  my  friend;  I  shall  not  require  you.  Step 
this  way,  Mr.  Ku^. "  Bugge  entered  the  bedroom,  and 
Waife  cloeed  the  door  behind  them. 

"  Anan,"  quoth  the  Cobbler,  scratching  his  head.  "  I 
don't  quite  take  your  grandfather's  givii^  in.  British 
ground  hero!  But  your  ascendant  cannot  suroly  be  in 
such  malignant  conjunction  with  that  obstreperous  tyrant 
as  to  bind  you  to  him  hand  and  foot.  Let 's  see  what 
the  crystal  thinks  of  it.  Take  it  up  gently  and  come 
down-stairs  with  me." 

"  Please,  no ;  1 11  stay  near  grandfather,"  said  Sophy, 
resolutely.     *  He  sha'n't  be  left  helpless  with  that  rude 

The  Cobbler  could  not  help  smiling,  *  Lord  love 
you,"  said  he;  "  you  have  a  spirit  of  your  own,  and  if 
you  wero  my  wife,  t  should  be  afraid  of  you.  But  I 
won't  stand  here  eavesdropping;  mayhap  your  grand- 
father has  secrets  I  'm  not  to  hear;  call  me  if  I  'm 
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wanted."  He  deacended.  Sophj,  with  Ibm  noUe  div 
dain  of  eaTeadiopping,  stood  in  Aft  oentee  of  At  room, 
holding  her  broath  to  listen.  She  heard  no  aonnd,  — 
aba  had  half  a  mind  to  put  her  ear  to  Qte  keyhole,  hnt 
Hat  seemed  even  to  hei  a  mean  thing,  if  not  alaolately 
leqniied  hj  the  necessity  of  the  case.  So  there  she  stiU 
stood,  her  head  bent  down,  her  finger  raised:  oh  that 
Vance  could  have  so  painted  heil 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Sbowing  tli«  tamiw  whj  Men  ud  NatioDi,  when  one  Man  or  Nation 
wisbea  tu  get  for  its  own  ubitnrj  pnrpoHed  irhat  ibe  other  Uftu 
or  Nation  doM  liot  deaire  to  put  with,  si«  apt  to  tgoore  the 
mild  prwepta  of  ChriBtisnity,  shock  the  lentiHieiiti,  and  npaet 
the  theoriet,  of  Feaoe  Bodetiea. 

"  Ah  I  to  nndeistand,"  Buld  Mr.  Bngge,  in  a  whisper, 
when  Waife  had  dratm  Mm  to  the  futheet  end  of  tjw 
iimei  loom,  'with  the  bed-curtainB  hetwean  their  poeition 
and  the  door  deadenii^  the  Bound  of  their  voices ,  —  "am 
I  to  tmderBtand  that,  after  my  talcing  you  and  that  child 
to  my  theatre  out  of  charity,  and  at  your  own  requeet, 
joa  are  going  to  quit  me  without  warning;  French 
leave, —is  that  British  couductl" 

*  Mr.  Bngge,"  replied  Waife,  deprecatingly,  "  I  have 
DO  engagemeut  with  yon  beyond  an  experimental  trial. 
We  were  free  on  both  sides  for  three  months,  —  you 
to  dismiss  na  any  day,  we  to  leave  you.  The  experi- 
ment does  not  please  tis;  we  thank  you,  and  depart." 

BuGGK.  — "  That  is  not  the  truth.  I  said  I  was  free 
to  dismiss  you  both,  if  the  child  did  not  suit.  You, 
poor  helpless  cieatuie,  conld  be  of  no  use.  Bat  I  never 
heard  yon  say  you  were  to  be  free  too.  Stands  to 
reason  noti  Put  my  engagements  at  a  Waife's  mercy  I 
I,  Lorenzo  Bugge  I — stoffl  But  I  'm  a  just  man,  and 
a  liberal  man,  and  if  yon  think  yon  ought  to  have  a 
higher  salary,  if  this  ungrateful  proceeding  is  only,  as 
I  take  it,  a  strike  for  wages,  I  will  meet  you.  Juliet 
Araminta  does  pay  better  than  I  could  have  supposed; 
and  I  '11  conclude  an  engagement  on  good  terms,  as  we 
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were  to  have  done  if  the  expdrim«nt  anawend,  fiir  ttne 
yeara.* 

Waife  shook  his  head.  "Tou  ate  rery  good,  Hx. 
Bngge,  but  it  is  not  a  strike.  Hy  littU  girl  does  not 
like  the  life  at  any  price;  and  since  she  sapporte  me,  I 
am  hound  to  please  her.  Besides,"  said  the  actor,  irith 
a  Btiffei  manner,  *  you  have  broken  faith  with  me.  It 
was  fully  understood  that  I  waa  to  appear  no  more  on 
your  stage ;  all  my  task  waa  to  advise  with  yoa  in  the 
performances,  remodel  Uie  plays,  help  in  the  staffe- 
Okanagement;  and  you  took  advantage  of  my  penury, 
and,  when  I  asked  for  a  small  advance,  insisted  on  foio- 
ing  these  lelica  of  what  I  was  upon  the  public  pity. 
Bnongh, — we  part.     I  hear  no  malice." 

Bdoob. — "Oh,  don't  youl  No  more  do  I.  But  I 
am  a  Briton,  and  I  have  the  spirit  of  one.  Yon  had 
better  not  make  an  enemy  of  ma." 

Waits. — "I  am  above  the  oeoesrity  of  making 
enemies.     I  have  an  enemy  ready  mads  in  myself." 

Bugge  placed  a  strong  bony  hand  upon  tiie  eripple's 
arm.  '  I  dare  say  you  have  I  &.  had  codsoienoe,  sir. 
How  would  you  like  your  past  life  looked  into,  and 
blahbed  out  1 " 

Gentleman  Waieb  (mournfully).  — "  The  last  four 
years  of  it  have  been  spent  in  your  service,  Mr.  Bugge. 
If  their  record  had  been  blabbed  out  for  my  benefit, 
&ere  would  not  have  been  a  dry  eye  in  the  house." 

BuooE.  —  *  I  disdain  your  sneer.  When  a  scorpion 
nursed  at  my  bosom  sneers  at  me,  I  leave  it  to  its  own 
reflecti<m8.  But  I  don't  speak  of  the  yean  in  which 
that  aoorpimi  has  been  enjoying  a  salary  and  wnoking 
canaster  at  my  expense.  I  refer  to  an  earlier  dodge  in 
its  checkered  eidstence.  Ha,  sir,  you  wincel  I  snspeet 
I  can  find  oat  something  about  you  which  would  —  " 
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'WAin  (fisroaly).  — '  Would  wh»t1 " 

BtieoB. — "Oh,  lower  your  tons,  air;  no  buUying 
nn.  I  BUBpectI  I  hare  good  tmaoa  for  suapicion;  and 
if  jaa  sneak  i^  in  this  way,  and  cheat  me  out  of  my 
property  in  Juliet  Araminta,  I  will  leave  no  atone  uq- 
tumed  to  pioTB  what'  I  suspect,  — look  to  it,  alight  man! 
Come ,  I  don't  wish  to  quatrel ;  make  it  up ,  and  "  (draw- 
ing out  hia  pocketbook)  "  if  you  want  cash  down,  and 
will  have  an  eng^jement  in  black  and  white  for  three 
7ears  for  Juliet  Araminta,  you  may  squeeze  a  good  sum 
out  of  me,  and  go  yourself  where  you  please^  you  'II 
never  be  troubled  by  me.     What  I  want  is  the  girl. " 

All  the  actor  laid  aside,  Waife  growled  out,  "  And 
hangne,  sir,  if  yon  shall  have  the  girl  I" 

At  this  moment  Sophy  opened  the  door  wide,  and 
mteied  boldly.  She  had  heard  her  grandfather's  voice 
raised,  though  its  hoarse  tones  did  not  allow  her  to  dis- 
tinguish his  words.  She  was  alarmed  for  him.  She 
came  in,  his  guardian  fairy,  to  protect  him  from  thfl 
oppressor  of  six  feet  high.  Bugge'e  arm  was  raised, 
not  indeed  to  strike,  but  rather  to  declaim.  Sophy  slid 
between  him  and  her  grandfather,  and,  clinging  round 
the  latter,  flung  out  her  own  arm,  the  forefinger  laised 
menacingly  tovrarda  the  Bemorseleas  Baton,  How  you 
would  have  elai^>ed  if  yon  had  seen  her  so  at  Covent 
Garden  I  Bat  I  '11  swear  the  child  did  not  know  she 
was  acting.  Bugge  did,  and  was  struck  with  admiration 
and  regretful  rage  at  the  idea  of  losing  her. 

"Bravot"  said  he,  involontarily.  "Gome,  come, 
Waife,  look  at  her, — she  was  bom  for  the  stage.  My 
heart  swells  with  pride.  She  is  my  property,  morally 
speaking ;  make  her  so  legally ,  and  hark ,  in  your  eat,  — 
fifty  pounds.  Take  me  in  the  humor;  Goloonda  opens, 
—  fifty  ponndal" 
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'  No,"  Hud  the  ragraot. 

"Well,"  aaid  Kngge,  suUeol^;  "let  bar  vpnk  for 
henelf." 

"  Speak,  child.  You  don't  wish  to  letum  to  Vi, 
Bugge ,  —  and  vithoat  iqe,  too,  —  do  70a,  Sophy  I " 

'  Without  jou,  Graudy!     I  'd  rather  die  fitat." 

"  You  hear  her;  all  is  eetHed  betreon  us.  You  have 
had  our  services  up  to  last  night;  you  hare  paid  us  ap  to 
last  night;  and  so  good-morning  to  you,  Mr.  Rugge." 

"  Hj  dear  child,"  said  the  maiu^er,  eoftoning  hia 
voice  as  much  aa  he  could,  "  do  consider.  Yau  shall 
be  so  made  of  without  that  atupid  old  man>  You  think 
me  cross,  but  'tis  he  who  irritatea,  and  puta  me  out  <^ 
temper.  I  'm  uDcommcn  fond  of  childien.  I  had  a 
babe  of  my  own  once, —  upon  my  honor,  1  had,  — and 
if  it  bad  not  been  for  convulsions,  caused  by  teething,  I 
should  be  a  &ther  stilL  Suf^ly  to  me  the  place  of  ^t 
beloved  babe.  You  shall  have  such  fine  dieesea,  all 
new,  —  ohooee  'em  yourself;  minced  veal  and  raspberry 
tarts  for  dinner  every  Sunday.  In  thiee  yeara,  under 
my  care,  you  will  become  a  great  actxeaa,  and  make  your 
fortune,  and  marry  a  lord,  —  lords  go  oat  of  their  wita 
for  great  actresBes;  whereas,  with  him,  what  will  you 
do)  drudge,  and  rot,  sjid  starve;  and  he  can't  live  long, 
and  then  where  will  you  be  I  'T  is  a  shame  to  hold  her 
so,  you  idle  old  vagabond." 

"  I  don't  hold  her,"  said  Waife,  trying  to  posh  her 
away.  "  There  's  something  in  what  the  man  aays. 
Choose  for  yourself,  Sophy." 

SoPHF  (suppressing  a  sob). — "How  can  you  have 
the  heart  to  talk  so,  Grandyi  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Bugge, 
you  are  a  bad  man,  and  I  hate  you,  and  all  about  you,  — 
and  I  '11  stay  with  grandfather;  and  I  don't  care  il  I  do 
starve,  —  ho  sha'n't  I " 
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Mb.  BueoE  (dapping  both  lunds  on  the  crown  of  hia 
hat,  and  striding  to  the  dooi).  — "  William  Waifa,  be- 
wara;  'tie  donel  I  'm  your  enemy.  Aa  for  yon,  too 
dear,  hut  abandoned  infant,  stay  with  him, — yon  '11  find 
oat  VBiy  aoon  who  and  what  he  is;  yoot  pride  will  have 
a  fall,  when  —  " 

Waife  sprang  forward,  dbspite  his  lameneaa, — both 
hia  fiets  clinched,  hie  one  eye  ablate;  hie  broad,  burly 
torso  confronted  and  dannted  the  atormy  manager. 
Taller  and  younger  though  Gugge  was,  he  cowered 
before  the  cripple  he  had  ao  long  taunted  and  hum- 
bled. The  words  stood  arrested  on  his  tongue.  "  Leave 
the  room  inatantly! "  thundered  the  actor,  in  a  voice  no 
longer  broken.  "  Blai^en  my  name  before  that  (jhild 
by  one  word,  and  I  will  dash  the  next  down  your 
throat." 

Bugge  rushed  to  the  door,  and  keeping  it  ajar  between 
Waife  and  himaelf,  he  then  throat  in  his  head,  hieaing 
forth,  "Fly,  caitiff,  flyt  my  revenge  shall  track  yonr 
secret,  and  place  you  in  my  power.  Joliet  Aiaminta 
shall  yel  be  mine."  With  these  awful  words  the  Be* 
moraelesa  Baron  cleared  the  staiia  in  two  bounds,  and 
was  out  of  the  house. 

Waife  smiled  contemptuously.  But  as  the  street-door 
clanged  on  the  form  of  the  angry  manager,  tha  color 
faded  from  the  old  man's  face.  Exhausted  by  the  ex- 
citement he  had  gone  through,  he  sank  on  a  chair,  and, 
with  one  quick  gasp  as  for  breath,  fainted  away. 
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CHAPTEB  XI. 

PngTMB  of  the  Fine  Aiti.  —  Bit^nphicsl  AnecdotM.  —  Elnctn*- 
timu  in  the  Vsloe  of  Honej. —  Specnla^ve  lendende*  of  tb* 
Hme. 

Whatkvxb  the  shook  which  the  bmtalitj  of  tbe  Be- 
moneleas  Baron  inflicted  on  the  nervous  system  of  the 
persecuted  Imt  triumphant  Bandit,  it  had  certainly  snb- 
sided  hy  the  time  Tance  and  Lionel  entered  Waife's 
aparbneat;  for  they  found  grandfatbeT  and  grandchild 
seated  near  the  open  window,  at  the  comer  of  the  table 
(on  which  they  had  made  room  for  their  opeiations  hy 
tbe  removal  of  the  carved  cocoa-nut,  the  crystal  egg, 
and  the  two  flower-pota),  e^erly  engaged,  with  many 
a  silveiy  lan^  from  tbe  lips  of  Sophy,  in  the  game  of 


Hr.  Waife  had  been  devoting  himself,  for  tbe  last 
hoiiT  and  more,  to  tbe  instmction  of  Sophy  in  tbe 
mysteriee  of  that  intellectoal  amusement;  and  sudi 
pains  did  be  take,  and  so  impressive  were  his  exhorta- 
tions, that  bis  happy  pupil  could  not  help  thinking  to 
beiself  that  thia  was  the  new  art  upon  which  Waife 
depended  for  Uieir  future  livelihood.  She  sprang  up, 
however,  at  tbe  entrance  of  tbe  visitors,  her  face  beam- 
ing with  grateful  smiles;  and  running  to  Lionel,  and 
taking  him  by  the  hand,  while  she  eonrtesied  with  mom 
respect  to  Vance,  she  exclaimed,  "  We  are  free!  thanks 
toyou,- — thanks  to  you  both  [  He  is  ^nel  Mr.  Bogge 
is  gone." 

"  So  I  saw  on  passing  tbe  green;  stage  and  all,"  said 
Tanoe,  while  Lionel  kissed  the  child  and  preesad  her  to 


.coy  Google 


64  WHAT  WILL  HB  DO  WITH  nt 

hia  aide.     It  is  astoniBhing  how  paternal  he  felt,  —  how 
much  she  had  crept  into  Mb  heart. 

"  Fny,  air,"  asked  Sophy,  timidly,  glancing  to  Vance, 
■■  has  the  Norfolk  Qiaot;  gone  too  1 " 

Vancc.  —  "I  &ncy  so, — all  the  ahows  were  either 
gone  or  going." 

Sophy.  —  "  The  Calf  with  Two  Heada  t " 

Vaitob.  — "Do  you  regret  it  I " 

Sophy.  — "Oh,  dear,  no." 

Waife,  who,  after  a  profound  bow,  and  a  cheery  "  Good* 
day,  gentlemen,"  had  hitheito  romained  ailent,  putting 
away  the  dominoQe,now  aaid,  "  I  suppose,  8ir,you  would 
like  at  caioe  to  bc^in  your  sketch  T " 

Tajtoe.  — "Yea;  I  have  brought  all  my  tools,  —  see, 
even  the  oanTW.  I  wiah  it  were  larger,  hut  it  is  all  I 
have  with  me  of  that  material;  'tie  already  stretched, — 
just  let  me  arrange  the  light." 

Waipe.  — "  If  yon  don't  want  me,  gentlemen,  I  will 
take  the  air  for  half  an  hour  or  so.  In  fact,  I  may  now 
feel  free  to  look  after  my  inveetment." 

Sophy  (whii^ering  Lionel).  —  "  You  are  Mire  the  Calf 
has  gone  aa  well  as  the  Norfolk  Qiantt " 

Lionel  wmideringly  replied  that  he  thought  ao;  and 
Waife  disappeared  into  hia  room,  whence  he  aoon 
emerged,  having  doffed  his  dressing-gown  for  a  black 
coat,  by  no  means  threadbare,  and  well  brushed.  Hat, 
stick,  and  gloves  in  hand,  he  really  seemed  respectable, 
more  than  reBpectable,~>  Gentleman  Waifa  every  inch 
of  him;  and  aaying,  "Look  yonz  best,  Sophy,  and  sit 
atill,  if  you  can,"  nodded  pleasantly  to  the  three,  and 
hobbled  down  the  stairs.  Sophy  —  whom  Vaiuw  hod 
just  settled  into  a  chair,  with  her  head  bent  partially 
down  (three  quarters),  as  the  artist  had  released 
"  Thit  loose  ttain  of  her  arobeiHlropping  hair," 
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■nd  WM  oontemplatiiig  aspect  and  position  will)  a 
painter's  medilatiTe  eje  —  started  up,  to  his  great  dia- 
composnie,  and  nuhed  to  the  vindow.  Sh«  letumed  to 
her  Mat  wiUt  her  mind  much  relieved.  Weife  waa 
miking  in  an  opposite  direction  to  that  which  led 
towaidfl  the  irhilome  quartets  of  the  Norfolk  Oiuit  and 
the  Two-headed  Calf. 

"Come,  come,"  said  Vanoe,  impatientlf ,  "yon  have 
broken  an  idea  in  half.  I  beg  70a  will  not  atir  till  I 
have  placed  yon,  — and  tOien,  if  alt  else  of  yon  be  Btill, 
yon  may  exercise  your  tongue.  I  give  you  leave  to 
talk." 

Sophy  (penitent! ally). — "I  am  so  eorry,  —  I  beg 
pardon.     Will  that  do,  eirt" 

Vance. — "Head  a  little  more  to  the  right, — so, 
Titania  watching  Bottom  asleep.  Will  yon  lie  on  the 
floor,  Lionel,  and  do  Bottom  t" 

LioiTEL  (indignantly).  — "  Bottom!  Have  I  an  ass's 
headr* 

Yasux. — *Immaterialt  I  can  easily  imagine  that 
you  have  one.  I  want  merely  an  outline  of  figure,  — 
something  sprawling  and  ungainly." 

LiONSL  (sulkily).  —  "Much  obliged  to  you,— ima- 
gine that  too. " 

Vaitcb.  —  "  Don't  be  so  dieobligii^.  It  is  neoeseaiy 
ttiatshe  should  look  fondly  at  something, —ezpreBsion 
in  the  eye. " 

Lionel  at  once  reclined  himself  incumbent  in  a  posi- 
tion as  little  sprawling  and  ungainly  as  he  oould  well 
contrive. 

Vasob. — "Vtuusy,  Miss  Sophy,  that  this  young 
gentleman  is  very  dear  to  you.  Have  you  got  a 
bro&ert" 

SoPET.  —  "  Ah,  no,  sir. " 
T01.1.— S 
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Vanob. — "Hum.     But  you  have,  or  haTe  had  r 

dour 

BOPBT.  —  *  Oh,  yea ;  grandfather  gave  me  ooe. " 

Yahcs.  —  '  And  you  were  fond  of  that  doll  T " 

SoPHT.  —  "  Very." 

Yaxoe.  — "  Fancy  that  young  gentleman  is  youi  doll 
grown  big;  tiiat  it  is  asleep ,  and  you  are  watching  that 
no  one  hurts  it,  —  S£i.  Bugge,  for  iuetance.  Throw 
your  whole  soul  into  that  thought, — >love  for  doU, 
apfmhenaion  of  Bugge.  Lionel,  keep  still  and  shut 
your  eyes, -^ do." 

Lionel  (grumbling). — "Z  did  not  come  here  to  be 
made  a  doll  of." 

Vaitok.  — "  Coax  him  to  he  quiet.  Miss  Sophy,  and 
sleep  peaceably,  or  I  shall  do  him  a  mischief.  I  can  be 
a  Bugge,  too,  if  I  am  put  out." 

SoPHT  (in  the  softeet  tones). — "Do  tiy  and  eleep, 
sir,  —  shall  I  get  you  a  pillow  I " 

Lionel.  —  "  No,  thank  you,  —  I  'm  rery  comfortable 
now  "  (settling  his  head  upcm  his  arm,  and  after  one  up- 
ward glance  towards  Sophy,  the  lids  closed  reluctantly 
over  his  softened  eyes).  A  ray  of  sunshine  came  aslant 
through  the  half-^ut  window,  and  played  along  &e 
boy's  clnatering  hair  and  smooth  pale  cheek.  Sophy's 
gaze  rested  on  him  most  benignly. 

"  JuBt  BO,"  said  Vance;  "  and  now  be  silent  till  I  have 
got  the  attitude  and  fixed  the  look," 

The  artist  eket«hed  away  rapidly  with  a  bold  [saotiied 
hand,  and  all  was  silent  for  about  half  an  hour,  when 
-  he  said,  "  You  may  get  up,  Lionel ;  I  have  dona  with 
you  for  the  present." 

SopHT.  — "  And  me,  too, — may  I  seet" 

Vahci.  —"'So;  but  you  may  talk  now.  So  yon  had 
adollt    What  has  become  of  it  t" 
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SoPHT.  —  "I  left  it  behind,  air.  Gnndfather  thought 
it  would  distnct  me  from  attending  to  faia  leaions,  and 
leandng  my  part. " 

Vanob.  — "  You  love  your  gisnd&thaT  moie  tiun  the 
doll!" 

SopHT.  — "Ohl  a  thouMnd  million,  million  timea 
more." 

Yajiob.  —  "He  brought  you  up,  I  Buppoee t  HaTe 
you  no  father, — no  motherl" 

SoPHT.  — "  I  have  only  grandfatjier.'' 

LioKSL.  — "  Haye  you  always  lived  with  him  t " 

Sophy.  — "Dear  me,  no;  I  was  with  Ifn.  Giane  till 
gTandlather  came  from  alnoad,  and  took  me  away,  and 
put  me  with  some  very  kind  people;  and  then,  when 
grandfather  had  that  bad  accident,  I  came  to  stay  with 
him,  and  we  have  been  togetiier  ever  since. " 

LiONKL.  — "  Was  Ura.  Crane  no  relation  of  youre  1 " 

SopHT.  —  "  Ko,  I  auppoee  not,  for  she  was  not  kind , 
—  I  was  so  miseiaUe;  but  don't  talk  of  it,  —  I  forget 
that  now.  I  only  wish  to  remember  from  the  time 
grandfather  took  me  in  Mb  lap,  and  told  me  to  be  a 
good  child,  and  love  him;  sod  I  have  been  happy  ever 
since." 

"  You  an  a  dear,  good  child,"  said  Li<«iel,  emphati- 
cally, "  and  I  wish  I  had  you  fos  my  sister." 

Vakob.  — "  When  your  grandfather  has  received 
from  me  that  exorbitant — not  that  I  grudge  it — enm, 
I  should  like  to  ask,  what  will  he  do  with  itt  As  he 
aaid  it  was  a  secret,  I  must  not  pump  you," 

SoPHT.  — "  What  will  he  do  with  itt  I  should  like 
to  know  too,  air;  but  whatever  it  is,  I  don't  care,  ao 
long  as  I  and  grandfather  are  tt^ther." 

Here  Waife  re-entered.  "  Well,  how  goes  on  the 
picture  T" 
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Yistm. — "TolenUyfoE  the  fimt  aiUiiig;  I  reqnin 
two  more." 

Waifb. — "Certainly;  only — only"  (he  drew  aside 
Vanee,  and  whispered),  "  only  the  day  after  to-morrow, 
I  fear  I  shall  want  the  money.  It  ie  an  occasion  that 
never  will  occur  again,  —  iTrouldseise  it." 

Vanob.  — "Take  the  money  now." 

Waipm.  — "Well,  thank  you,  air;  you  are' sure  now 
that  we  shall  not  run  away,  and  I  accept  your  kindneea; 
it  will  make  all  eafe." 

Yance,  with  surprising  alacrity,  slipped  the  sovereigns 
into  the  old  man's  hand;  for,  truth  to  say,  though  thrifty, 
the  Artist  was  really  generous.  His  organ  of  caution 
was  large,  but  that  of  act^uisitiveneas  moderate.  Moie- 
over,  in  those  moments  when  his  soul  expanded  with 
hie  art,  he  was  inseneibly  leas  alive  to  the  value  of 
money.  And  strange  it  is  that,  though  states  strive 
to  fix  for  that  commodity  the  most  abiding  standards, 
yet  the  value  of  money  to  the  Individual  who  regards 
it,  ahifta  and  fluctuates,  goes  up  and  down  half-a-dozen 
times  a  day.  For  my  part,  I  honestly  declare  that  there 
are  hours  in  the  twenty-four,  —  such,  for  instance,  as 
that  just  before  breakfast,  or  that  succeeding  a  page  of 
this  history  in  which  I  have  been  put  out  of  temper 
with  ray  performance  and  myself,  —  when  any  one  in 
want  of  five  shillii^  at  my  disposal  woold  find  my 
value  of  that  sum  pat  it  quite  out  of  his  reach;  while 
at  other  times,— just  after  dinner,  for  instance,  or  wheo 
I  have  efiected  what  seems  to  me  a  happy  stroke,  of  a 
good  bit  of  color,  in  this  historical  compositioD,  ~tbe 
value  of  those  five  shillings  ie  so  much  depreciated  that 
I  might  be  —  I  think  eo,  at  least — T  might  be  almost 
tempted  to  give  them  away  for  nothing.  TTnder  some 
aoch  mysterious  influences  in  the  money-market,  Vance, 
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thenfrae,  felt  not  the  losa  of  hia  three  aoveieigns;  and, 
letoming  to  his  eoml,  diove  nvay  Lionel  and  Sophy, 
who  bad  taken  that  o{^)ortimit;  to  gaze  on  the  canTU. 

"  Doa't  do  her  jiutioe  at  aU,"  qooth  Lionel ;  "  all  the 
features  exaggerated. " 

"  And  you  pretend  to  paint  I "  returned  Tance ,  in  great 
Boom,  and  throwing  a  cloth  over  his  canvaa.  "  To-mor- 
row, Mr.  Waife,  the  same  hoar.  JNow,  Lionel,  get  your 
hat,  and  come  away." 

Yance  carried  off  the  canvas,  and  Lionel  followed 
slowly.  Sophy  gued  at  their  departing  forms  from 
the  open  window;  Waiie  stumped  about  the  room, 
niblring  hia  hands:  "He'll  do,  he'll  do;  1  always 
thou^t  BO."  8opl^  tamed;  "Who'll  dot  —  the 
young  gentleniBnl    Do  what)" 

Waifb. — "The  young  gestlemanf — as  if  I  was 
Ihinking  of  him.  Our  new  companion,  —  I  have  been 
with  him  this  last  hour.     Wonderful  natural  gifts." 

SoPHT  (ruefully),  — "It  is  alive,  theni" 

Wah^ — -"Alivel  yes,  I  should  think  BO." 

Sophy  (half-crying). — "I'm  yeiy  sony;  I  know  1 
shall  hate  it" 

Wai»b. — "Tut,  darling,  get  me  my  pipe,  —  I'm 
happy." 

SoPHT  (cutting  short  her  fit  of  ill-humor). — "Are 
you  1  ~  then  I  am,  and  I  will  not  hate  it." 
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CHAPTEB  Xn. 

Li  which  It  b  ibown  that  a  taaa  dtxa  thii  or  "IwliiH^  to  da  tlut 
for  rauona  beat  ktiowii  lo  hinuelf,— a  leaeire  which  b  Mt> 
tremel/  condncire  to  the  aocml  Intereata  of  a  commnnltj  g  linM 
the  canjectnre  into  the  origin  mod  oatnre  of  thoMreuom  atiiDtt- 
latea  the  inqoiilng  facnltiea,  wd  fnnilBliM  the  Mapl«  of  modem 
QonvwwUiou.  —  And  ■■  it  ii  not  to  lie  denied  thit,  if  theii  neigh- 
bon  left  them  nothing  to  gnee*  t,  thie^-fonrthB  of  dvillied 
hamMiklml,  male  or  female,  would  have  nothing  to  talk  abont ; 
BO  we  cannot  too  gntofnll/  encourage  that  needfol  cnrioai^, 
termed  b;  the  inconudentte  tittle-tattle  or  Kandal,  which  lavea 
the  TMt  Du^rit^  of  onr  spedea  from  baing  lednced  to  tfaa 
d^ntded  condition  of  dumb  ffnh"*'' 

Tbe  next  da;  the  Bitting  vaa  renewed ;  but  Waife  did 
not  go  out,  and  the  conversation  vas  a  little  more  le- 
Btrained;  or,  rather,  Waife  had  the  larger  share  in  it. 
The  Comedian,  when  he  pleased,  could  certainly  be  very 
entertaininjt  It  was  not  so  much  in  what  he  scud,  aa 
hie  manner  of  saying  it.  He  was  a  strange  combina- 
tion of  sudden  extremes, — at  one  while  on  a  tone  of 
easj  but  not  undignified  familiarity  with  his  visitors,  as  if 
their  equal  in  position,  theii  superior  in  years;  then, 
abruptly,  humbled,  deprecating,  almost  obsequious, 
almost  servile;  and  then,  agun.  Jerked,  aa  it  were, 
into  pride  and  stiffiiess,  falling  bock,  as  if  the  effort 
were  imposaible,  into  meek  dejection.  Still,  tbe  preva- 
lent oharacter  of  the  man's  mood  and  talk  was  social, 
quaint,  cheerful.  Evidently  he  wsa,  by  original  tem- 
perament, a  droll  and  joyous  humorist,  with  high  animal 
spirits;  and,  withal,  on  infimtine  simplicity  at  times, 
like  the  clever  man  who  never  learns  the  world,  and  i* 
always  taken  in. 
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A.  cucnincUnce,  bifling  in  itaeli,  bnb  saggestin  of 
epeeaUtion  eithef  as  to  the  chanctet  or  antecedent  cir- 
cumstances of  Gentleman  Waife,  did  not  escape  Vance's 
obaerration.  Since  his  rupture  with  Mr.  Rugge,  there 
was  a  considerable  amelioration  in  that  affection  of  the 
trachea,  which,  while  his  engagement  with  Bugge  lasted, 
had  rendered  the  Comedian's  dramatic  talents  unavail- 
aUe  on  the  atage.  He  now  expressed  himself  without 
the  pathetic  hoanenesa  or  cavernous  wheese  which  had 
previously  Uirown  a  wet  blanket  over  his  efforts  at  dis- 
course; but  Vance  put  no  very  stem  construction  on 
the  dissimnlation  which  this  change  seemed  to  denote. 
Since  Waife  was  atill  one-eyed  and  a  cripple,  he  might 
very  excusably  shrink  from  reappearance  on  the  stage, 
and  affect  a  thiid  infinnity  to  save  his  pride  from  the 
exhibition  of  the  two  infirmities  that  were  genuine. 

That  which  most  putded  Vance  was  that  which  had 
most  puszled  the  Cobbler,  —  what  could  the  man  once 
have  been )  how  fallen  so  low )  —  for  fall  it  was,  that 
was  dear.  The  painter,  though  not  himself  of  patri- 
cian extraction,  had  been  much  in  the  best  society.  He 
had  been  a  petted  favorite  in  great  houses.  He  had 
travelled.  He  had  seen  the  world.  He  bad  the  habits 
and  instincts  of  good  society. 

Now,  in  what  the  French  term  the  beau  monde,  there 
are  little  traits  that  reveal  those  who  have  entered  it: 
certain  tricks  of  phrase,  certain  modes  of  expreasiim, 
— even  iho  pronunoiatiou  of  familiar  words,  even  the 
modulation  of  an  accent.  A.  man  of  the  most  refined 
bearing  may  not  have  these  peculiarities;  a  man,  other- 
wise coarse  and  brusque  in  his  manner,  may.  The  slang 
of  the  b«att  monde  is  quite  apart  from  the  code  of  high- 
Iseeding.  Now  and  thea,  something  in  Waife's  talk 
1  to  Axyw  that  he  had  lighted  on  that  beau-world; 
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DOW  and  then,  that  something  whollf  vaniehed.  80  that 
Vanc«  might  have  said,  "  He  has  been  admitted  there ,  — ■ 
notinh&bited  it," 

Tet  Vance  could  not  feel  sure,  after  all;  oamedians 
are  snch  takes  in.  But  was  the  man,  by  the  profession 
of  his  earlier  life,  a  comedian  I  Vance  asked  the  ques- 
tion adroitly. 

"  You  must  have  taken  to  the  stage  young  t "  said  he. 

"  The  stage  I "  said  Waife ;  "  if  you  mean  the  public 
stage,  — no.  I  have  acted  pretty  often  in  youth,  even 
in  childhood,  to  amuse  others,  never  professionally  te 
support  myself,  till  Mr.  Bugge  civilly  engaged  me  four 
years  ago." 

"Is  it  possible,  —  with  your  excellent  edocation! 
Bat  pardon  me;  I  have  hinted  my  surprise  at  your 
late  vocation  before,  and  it  displeased  yon." 

"Displeased  me!"  said  Waife,  with  an  abject  de- 
pressed manner;  "I  hope  I  said  nothing  that  would 
have  misbecome  a  poor,  broken  vagabond  like  me.  I 
am  no  prince  in  disguise, — a  good-for-nothing  vailet 
who  should  be  too  grateful  to  have  something  to  keep 
himself  from  a  dunghill." 

Lionel.  — "  Don't  talk  so.  And  but  for  your  acci- 
dent you  might  now  be  the  great  attraction  on  the 
Metropolitan  Stage.  "Who  doea  not  rospeot  a  really 
fine  actor  1 " 

Waife  (gloomily). — "The  Metropolitan  Stagel  I 
was  talked  into  it ;  I  am  glad  even  of  the  accident  that 
saved  me,  — say  no  more  of  that,  no  more  of  that.  But 
I  have  spoiled  your  sitting:  Sophy,  you  see,  has  left 
her  chair." 

"  I  have  done  for  to-day,"  said  Vance;  "  to-morrow, 
and  my  tesk  is  ended." 

Lionel  came  up  to  Vance  and  whispered  him;  the 
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pkinter,  sfter  a  panaa,  nodded  lilanUx,  nd  tlm  md 

to  Waife, — 

"  We  an  goii>g  to  anjoy  the  fine  ▼eatiier  <hl  the 
Tbamea  (after  I  Ilatq  put  away  these  thinga),  and  ahall 
i«tem  to  our  ina — not  far  brace — to  sap,  at  eight 
o'cIocIl  Supper  ia  oiur  prinoipal  meal, — we  laiely 
spoil  OUT  daja  bj  the  ceitanonial  of  a  formal  dinnei. 
Will  yon  do  us  the  fcTor  to  mip  with  net  Our  hort 
has  a  wonderful  whisky,  whieh,  when  raw,  ii  Olenlivat, 
but,  refined  into  toddy,  is  neotar.  Bring  your  pipe,  and 
let  OB  bear  John  Kemble  again." 

Waife'e  face  ligbted  up.  "You  are  moat  kind; 
aotbing  I  ahould  like  bo  much.  Bat^"and  the 
light  fled,  the  face  darkened, — "but  Ho;  I  cannot, — 
you  don't  know  —  that  ia  —  I — I  have  made  a  tow 
fo  myaelf  to  decline  all  auoh  temptationa.  I  hnmUy 
li^  yoa'U  excuse  me." 

Vanci. — "  TemptationBl  of  wbat  kind, —  the  wbiaky- 
toddyt" 

WArra  (puffing  away  a  aigh). — 'Ah,  yes;  whia^- 
toddy  if  you  pleaae.  Ferhqie  I  once  loved  a  glass  too 
well,  and  could  not  reaist  a  i^aaa  too  much  now;  and  U 
I  (moe  iMoke  the  rule,  and  became  a  tipfder,  what  would 
happen  to  Juliet  Aramintat    For  her  sake  don't  pnea 

"  Oh,  do  go,  Grandy;  be  narer  drinks,  — never  any- 
tiiing  etfonger  than  tea,  I  assnie  yon,  sir;  it  can't  be 
that." 

"  It  is,  silly  child,  and  nothing  else,"  said  Waife, 
positirely;  —  drawing  himself  up,  *  Exouae  me." 

Lionel  b^an  brushing  bis  bat  witii  hia  sleeve,  and 
hia  face  worked;  at  last  he  aaid,  *  Well,  sir,  tbeit  may 
I  ask  another  favort  Mr.  Vance  and  I  ar«  going  to- 
morrow, after  the  sitting,  to  see  Hampton  Court;  we 
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^■n  ixpt  tb*t  excuieioB  to  the  lost  befoi*  leaving  Aeat 
pftrts.  Would  you  and  little  Sophy  oome  with  us  in 
the  bofttt  We  will  have  do  whielty-toddy,  and  we  will 
bring  you  botii  lafe  home." 

Waifb.— "  What  — I  — what  — H  You  are  vary 
Toung,  nt,— a  gentlenuta  bom  and  bied,  I'll  awear; 
and  you  to  be  seen,  perii^  by  aome  of  youi  frieodB 
or  fomily,  with  an  old  vagrant  like  me,  in  the  Queen's 
palace,  —  the  public  gardens!  I  should  be  the  vilest 
wretch  ii  I  took  sudi  advantage  of  your  goodneee. 
'  Pretty  company,'  they  would  say,  *  you  had  got  into.' 
With  me, — with  mel  Don't  be  alumed,  Mr.  Vance, 
—  not  to  be  thought  of." 

The  young  men  were  deeply  affected. 

'  I  can't  accept  that  reason,"  said  Lionel,  tremu- 
lously, "  though  I  must  not  presume  to  derange  your 
habits.  But  sAe  may  go  with  us,'  mayn't  she  I  We  '11 
take  core  of  her;  and  she  is  dressed  so  plainly  and 
neatly,  and  looks  such  a  little  lady"  (turning  to 
Vance). 

"  Yes,  let  her  come  with  us,"  said  the  Artist,  benevo- 
lently; thoi^h  he  by  no  means  shared  in  Lionel's  en- 
Uiusiastic  desire  for  her  company.  He  thought  ahs 
would  be  greatly  in  their  way. 

"Heaven  bless  you  both  I"  answered  Waife;  'and 
she  wantn  a  holiday;  she  shall  have  it." 

"I'd  ratiiei  slay  with  you,  Grandy;  you'll  be  so 
lone." 

■No,  I  wish  to  be  out  all  to-morrow,— the  invest- 
mentl  I  shall  not  be  alone, — making  friends  witit 
our  future  companion,  Sophy." 

"  And  can  do  without  me  idready  t  —  heigh-ho  I " 

Vavcb.  — '  So  that 's  settled;  good-by  to  you." 
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CHAPTEE  Xin. 

lupiring  Bffect  of  the  Sine  Aiti :  the  Vulgar  an  morad  bj  HMm 
BibibitioD  into  genetooa  impDlsea  and  flights  of  face/,  cheeked 
bj  the  aQgiadoiu  aeraridea  of  their  mperioni,  aa  exemplified  fn 
the  inBtfuiw  of  Cobbler  Heile  and  Ida  Serrantiif-All-Wark. 

Tbs  next  day,  perlupa  witli  tbe  idea  of  nmoring  all 
MTuple  from  So[>h3r'B  mind,  Waife  had  already  gone 
atioT  his  isTestment  when  the  frienda  arriTed.  Bophy 
at  fint  was  dnll  and  diapirited,  hut  hy  d^reea  she 
brightened  ap;  and  when,  the  sitting  otot  and  the 
picture  done  (aare  such  final  touches  as  Vance  leeerred 
for  solitary  study),  Bhe  was  permitted  to  gaae  at  her 
own  effigy,  she  burst  into  exclamationa  of  frank  delight. 
"Am  I  like  that!  is  it  poesiblel  Oh,  how  beantifull 
Mr.  Merle,  Mr.  Uerle,  Mr.  Merle! "  and  mnning  out  of 
the  room  before  Vance  could  stop  her,  die  returned  with 
the  Cobbler,  followed,  too,  by  a  thin  gannt  girl,  whom 
he  pompously  called  his  housekeeper,  bat  who,  in  sober 
truth,  was  serrant-of-all-work.  Wife  he  hod  none,  — 
his  horoscope,  he  said,  having  Saturn  in  square  to  the 
Seventh  House,  forbade  him  to  venture  upon  matri- 
mony. All  gatiiered  round  the  piotore;  all  admired, 
and  with  justice,  —  it  was  a  chef  d'auvre.  Vance  in 
hia  matarest  day  never  painted  more  charmingly.  The 
three  pounds  proved  to  be  the  beet  outlay  of  capital  he 
had  ever  made.  Pleased  with  hie  work,  he  was  pleased 
even  with  that  aneophiBticat«d  applaose, 

'You  must  have  Mercury  and  Venus  very  strongly 
aq;>ected,''  quoth  the  Gobbler;  "and  if  you  have  the 
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Dragon's  Head  in  the  Tenth  House,  7011 ID^  ooimt  on 
being  muob  talked  of  after  jou  are  dead." 

"After  I  am  deadl — ainistor  omen!"  said  Yanoe, 
discompoeed.  *  I  have  no  faith  in  artiste  who  count 
on  being  tallrod  of  after  they  are  dead.  Kerer  knew  a 
danber  who  did  nott  But  stand  back, —  time  flies;  tie 
np  youi  hair;  put  on  jovi  bonnet,  Titania.  You  have 
ashawlt  —  not  tinsel,  I  bopel  quieter  the  better.  Yon 
•tay  and  see  to  her,  LioneL" 

Said  the  gaunt  eervant-of-all-work  to  Mr.  Merle, '  I  'd 
let  the  gentleman  paint  me,  if  he  likes  it,  —  shall  I  tell 
him,  nueterP 

"  Qo  book  to  the  bacon,  foolish  woman.  'Wbj,  he 
gave  £3  for  her  likeness,  'cause  of  her  Benefice!  But 
you  'd  have  to  give  him  three  years'  wages  afore  he'd 
look  you  straight  in  the  fsrce,  'cause,  yon  see.  yonr 
Aspects  are  crooked.  And,"  added  the  Cobbler,  phi- 
loBophinng,  "  when  the  Malefice  are  dead  ag'in  a  girl's 
mug,  man  is  so  constituted  bynatur  that  he  can't  take  to 
that  mug  unless  it  has  a  gold  handle.  Don't  ftet ;  't  is 
not  youi  bnlt;  bom  under  Scorpio,  ^  coerse-limbed, 
dull  oompIexiMi,  and  the  Head  of  the  Dragon,  aqwcted 
■  «f  InffotmuB  in  all  jonx  Angles." 
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CHAPTES  XIV. 

n»  Hlatoika  take*  adrHrtrngs  of  the  nunmer  bovn  TonchMled  (o 
Uw  pieaent  £fe  of  Ui.  Waife'i  groDdchild,  in  order  to  ttuow  ■ 
few  gleama  of  light  on  hec  past.  —  He  leads  ber  into  the  Palace 
of  onr  KingB.  and  moraliiea  thereon ;  and,  entering  the  Rojal 
Qsrdeni,  ehowa  the  nncertaintj  of  Human  Event*,  and  the  iaie- 
cnritjr  of  British  Lam,  by  the  abmpt  Beizon  and  cooatrained 
dttportation  of  uk  inuocant  and  onfonboding  ^rglfihiMKi 

SncH  a  glorioiu  afternoon  I  Tho  capricioiu  English 
snnuuer  was  so  kind  that  da;  to  the  child  and  her 
new  friendsl  When  Sophy's  small  foot  once  Izod  the 
nraid,  had  she  been  really  Queen  of  the  Oieen  People, 
award  and  footetep  could  not  mora  jojously  have  met 
together.  The  grasshopper  bounded,  in  fearless  trust, 
npon  the  hem  of  hei  frock ;  she  throw  herself  down  on 
the  grass,  aud  caught  him,  but,  oh,  eo  tenderly;  and 
tbe  gay  insect,  dear  to  poet  and  fairy,  seemed  to  look 
at  her  from  that  quaint,  sharp  face  of  his  with  sagacious 
recognition,  resting  calmly  on  tiie  palm  ot  her  pretty 
hand ;  then,  when  he  epiang  off,  little  mothlike  butter- 
flies, peculiar  to  the  margins  of  running  waters,  quivered 
op  from  the  herbc^,  fluttering  round  her.  And  then, 
in  front,  lay  the  Thsmes,  glittering  through  the  wil- 
lows; Vance  getting  ready  the  boat;  Lionel  seated  by 
her  side,  a  child  like  herself,  his  pride  of  incipient 
manhood  all  foi^tten;  happy  in  her  glee,  — she  loving 
him  for  the  joy  she  felt,  and  blending  his  image  ever- 
more in  her  remembrance  with  her  first  summer  holiday, 
with  sunny  beams,  glistening  leaves,  warbling  birds, 
fairy  winge,  sparkling  waves.     Oh,  to  live  so  in  a 
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ciuld'fl  heart,  —  innocent,  blesBedr  uiget-like;  belter, 
better  than  the  troubled  lefleotioii  upon  'woman's  Utet 
(Noughts;  betteithsn  that  mournful  illiuion,  over  which 
tears  so  bitter  are  dail;  shed;  better  than  first  lovel 
They  entered  the  boat.  Sophy  had  nerer,  to  the  beet  of 
her  recollection,  been  in  a  boat  before.  All  waa  Dew  to 
hei;  the  lifelike  speed  of  tiie  little  vessel  —  tiiat  worid 
of  cool  green  weeds,  with  tiie  fish  darting  to  and  fro; 
the  mnsioal  chime  of  oais;  those  distant  stately  swana. 
She  was  silent  now,  —  her  heart  was  very  fall. 

"  What  are  you  thinking  of,  Sopl^f "  «d»d  Lionel, 
reating  on  the  oar, 

"Thinking!  —  I  was  not  thinking." 

"  What  then  I " 

"  I  don't  know,  —  feeling,  I  snppoee." 

"  Feeling  what !  " 

*  Aa  if  between  sleep  and  waking,  — as  the  wnter  per- 
haps feels,  with  the  sonligbt  on  iti  " 

"  Poetical,"  said  Vance,  who,  somewhat  of  a  poet  him- 
self, natarally  sneered  at  poetical  tendencies  in  others. 
"But  not  BO  bad  in  its  way.  Ah,  have  I  hort  your 
TBnity)  there  are  tears  in  your  eyes." 

"No,  sir,"  said  Sophy,  falteringly.  "But  I  teas 
thinking  then." 

"  Ah,"  said  the  artist,  "  that  'a  the  worst  of  it;  after 
feeling  ever  oomes  thought,  —  irtiat  waa  yours  1 " 

"I  was  sorry  poor  grandfather  was  not  here,  that's 
all." 

"It  was  not  our  fault;  we  pressed  him  cordially," 
aaid  Lionel. 

"You  did  indeed,  sir, — thank  youl  And  T  don't 
know  why  he  refuaed  you."  The  young  men  exchanged 
compassionate  glances. 

Lionel  then  Bought  to  make  her  talk  of  her  past  life, 


.coy  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HB  DO  WITH  IT?  79 

~-teIl  Mm  mon  of  Hn.  Cnne.  WIio  and'  irhat  waa 
abet 

Sopliy  could  not,  or  would  not  tell.  The  retuem- 
brancea  were  painful ;  she  liad  evideiitljr  tried  to  forget 
them.  And  the  people  with  whom  Waife  had  placed 
her,  and  who  had  heen  lundl 

The  Missea  Burton,  — and  they  kept  a  day-achool.and 
taught  Sophy  to  read,  write,  and  cipher.  They  liTsd 
near  Lcmdon,  in  a  lane  opening  on  a  greet  common, 
with  a  green  rail  before  the  house,  and  bad  a  good 
many  pupils,  and  kept  a  tortoiae  ehell  cat  and  a  canary. 
Not  much  to  enlighten  her  liBtener  did  Sophy  impart 
here. 

And  cow  they  neared  that  stately  palace,  rich  in  aaso* 
ciations  of  storm  and  splendor.  The  grand  Cardinal; 
the  iron-clad  Protector;  Dntch  William  of  the  immor- 
tal memory,  whom  we  try  so  hard  to  like,  and,  in  spite 
of  the  great  Whig  hiBtoriau,  that  Titian  of  "Kngljah 
pioee,  can  only  frigidly  respect.  Hard  task  for  us 
Britons  to  like  a  Dat«hman  who  dethrones  hia  father- 
in-law,  and  drinks  sehnape.  Prejudice  certainly;  but 
so  it  is.  Harder  still  to  like  Dutch  William's  unfilial 
faro  I  Like  Queen  Haiyl  I  could  as  soon  like  Qaeen 
Qonerill  Bomance  files  from  the  prosperous,  phl^- 
matic  tineas;  flies  from  his  plump  LaTinia,  his  "  fidus 
Achates,"  Bentinck;  flies  to  follow  the  poor,  deserted 
fugitive  Stuart,  with  all  his  sins  upon  his  head.  Kings 
have  no  rights  divine,  except  when  deposed  and  fallen; 
they  are  then  invested  with  the  awe  that  belongs  to  each 
solenm  im^  of  mortal  vicissitude,  —  vicissitude  that 
Btaitles  the  Epicurean,  "tTuanietiHi  gapientus  cotuuI- 
ttu,"  and  strikes  from  hia  careless  lyre  the  notes  that 
attest  a  God  I  Some  proud  shadow  chases  another  from 
the  throne  of  Cyrus,  and  Horace  hears  in  the  tiimidei 
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the  rtuh  of  Diespitei,  and  ideatifiea  PioTidence  with  the 
Fortune  that  sn&tchee  off  the  diadem  ia  her  vhimng 
BWDop.*  Bat  fionti  diBcrovned  take  a  new  migestf  to 
generous  naturee:  in  all  aleek  prosperity  there  is  eome- 
thing  commonplace  i  in  all  grand  adveraitj,  ^mething 
loyal. 

The  boat  flhot  to  tiio  shore;  the  young  people  landed, 
and  entered  the  ardx  of  the  desolate  palace.  They  gazed 
on  the  great  hall  and  the  pieaence -chamber,  and  the 
long  suite  of  rooms,  with  faded  portraits,  — Vance  as  an 
artist;  Lionel  as  an  enthusiastic  well-read  hoy,  Sophy 
as  a  wondering,  bewildered,  ignorant  child.  And  then 
they  emerged  into  the  noble  garden,  with  its  regal  trees. 
Groups  were  there  of  well-dressed  persons.  Vanoe  beard 
hinueU  called  by  name.  He  had  forgotten  the  Limdon 
world,  forgotten,  amidst  his  midsummer  rambUngs,  that 
the  London  season  was  still  ablaee,  —  and  there,  strag- 
glers from  the  great  Focus,  fine  people,  with  languid 
tones  and  artificial  jaded  smiles,  caught  him  in  his  wan- 
derer's dress,  and  walking  side  by  side  with  the  infant 
wonder  of  Mr.  Bugge's  show,  exquisitely  neat  indeed, 
but  still  in  a  colored  print,  of  a  pattern  familiar  to  Ms 
observant  eye  in  the  windows  of  many  a  shop  lavish  of 
tiokets,  and  inviting  you  to  come  in  by  the  assuianoe 

1 Vslet  ina  mmmii 

Hntaie,  et  inBignem  attanoat  Dens, 
Obecnra  pToineiu ;  hinc  Bpioem  tKptx 
Fortnna  aam  itridoTe  acnto 
Snstnlit,  — hie  popniace  gandet, 

HoRiT.  Corm,,  lib.  i,  xxxtr. 
Tht  conclnding  lUntioii  ii  BTidsntly  to  the  Parthian  ntTolDtioiu, 
and  the  chsngetal  bte  of  PhrsatM  IV. ;  and  I  do  not  feel  Bare  that 
the  precedioK  linee  npon  the  phenomenoa  of  the  thnndei  la  a 
Miene  Aj  have  not  a  latent  and  haU'eUBgorical  msBiuiig,  dinlj 
^rpUcable,  thronghoat,  to  the  historical  T«brancB  at  tha  ckM*. 


.coy  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HB  DO  WITH  IT  ?  SI 

thftt  it  ia  "etUing^."  The  arttat  Btoppad,  colored, 
bowed,  answered  the  lieUeBB  qneetions  put  to  him  with 
ahy  haste;  he  then  Attempted  to  eecape,  — they  Tonld 
not  let  him. 

"  You  must  come  back  and  dine  iri^i  na  at  the  Star  and 
Garter,"  eaid  Lady  Seliua  Vipont.  "A  pleaaant  party; 
you  know  moat  of  them,  — the  Dudley  Slowee,  dear  old 
Lady  Froat,  those  pretty  ladies  Fiymme,  Janet  and 
Wilhelmina. " 

"  We  can't  let  you  off,"  said,  alaepily,  Mr.  Ciaiupe, 
—  a  fashi<mable  wit,  who  laiely  made  more  thou  ose 
bon-mot  in  the  twenty-foui  horns,  and  spent  ths  rest  of 
hia  time  in  a  torpid  state. 

Vahob.  —  "Beally  you  aie  too  kind,  bat  I  am  not 
even  dieesed  for—" 

Ladt  Sbliita.  —  "So  ohaimingly  dressed,  —  eo  pic- 
tuteiqasl  Beeidea,  what  matters  t  Every  one  knowa 
who  you  are.     Where  on  earth  have  you  been! " 

Vahob.  —  "  Bambling  about,  taking  sketdies." 

Lai>t  Selina  (directing  hei  eye-glaas  towatda  Lionel 
and  Sophy,  who  stood  aloof).  — -"But  your  companions, 
your  brotbert  — and  that  pretty  little  girl — 'your  sister, 
I  suppose  t " 

yANOB  (shuddering). —"No,  not  relations.  I  took 
charge  of  tike  boy, — cdeTer  yonng  fellow;  and  tita  little 
girl  is — " 

Ladt  Sbliva.  —  "  Tea.     The  little  girl  ia — " 

Vanok.  -^"  a.  little  girl ,  as  you  see ;  and  very  |netty , 
as  yoa  say,  —  subject  for  a  picture." 

Labt  Sxuka  (indifierently).  — "Oh,  let  the  chil- 
dren go  and  amnae  themselves  somewhere.  Now  we 
hare  found  you,' — positively  you  are  our  prisoner." 

Lady  Selina  Vipont  wae  one  of  the  queens  of  London ; 
she  had  with  her  Uiat  habit  of  command  natuml  to  such 

VOI.I.— 6 
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rofaltiee.  Fruik  Vance  was  no  tnft-liniLfar,  but  once 
under  eooial  infinences,  thej  had  their  effect  on  him,  as 
on  moat  men  who  are  blaaaed  with  noeea  in  the  ait. 
Thoee  gieat  ladies,  it  is  tme,  never  bought  his  pietnree, 
bat  thef  gare  him  the  position  which  induced  others 
to  buy  them.  Yanc«  loved  hia  art;  his  art  needed  its 
cateer.  Ita  career  was  certunly  brightened  and  qnidi- 
ened  by  the  help  of  lank  and  fashion. 

In  short,  Lady  Selina  triumphed,  and  Uie  painter 
stepped  back  to  Lionel.  "I  miiat  go  to  Richmond 
with  these  people.  I  know  you  '11  excuse  me.  I  shall 
be  baiA  to-night  somehow.  By  the  by,  are  you  going 
to  the  post-office  here  for  the  letter  you  expect  from 
your  mother;  ask  for  my  letters  too.  You  will  take 
caie  of  little  Sophy,  and  "  (in  a  whisper)  "  hurry  her  out 
of  the  garden,  or  that  Qiand  Mogul  feminine.  Lady 
Beliua,  whose  condescension  would  crush  the  Andes, 
will  be  stepping  her  as  my  jrrotigi,  falling  in  raptures 
with  that  horrid  colored  print,  saying,  *  Dear,  what 
I«etty  sprigs  I  where  can  such  things  be  gott'  snd 
learning,  perhaps,  how  Frank  Vance  saved  the  Ban- 
dit's Child  from  the  Bemoreeleas  Baron.  'T  is  your 
turn  DOW.  Save  your  friend.  The  Baron  was  a  lamb 
compaied  to  a  fine  lady."  He  pressed  Lionel's  unre- 
spending  band,  snd  was  off  to  join  tike  polite  merT3rmsk- 
ing  of  the  Frosts,  Slowes,  and  Fiymmes. 

Lionel's  pride  ran  up  to  the  fever-heat  of  ite  ther- 
mometer,—  more  roused,  though,  on  behalf  of  tlie  un- 
conscious Sophy  than  himself. 

"  Let  us  come  into  the  town,  ladybird,  and  choose  a 
doll.  Tou  may  have  one,  now,  without  fear  of  distract- 
ing you  from  —  what  I  hate  to  think  you  ever  stooped 
to  perform. " 

As  Lionel,  his  crest  erect,  and  nostril  dilated,  and 
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bolding  Sophy  firmly  by  the  hand,  took  his  way  ont 
from  the  gardena,  lie  was  obliged  to  pus  the  patrician 
par^,  of  whom  Vance  now  made  one. 

Bis  coiml«nauce  and  aii,  as  he  swept  by,  stmck  them 
rU,  eapecially  Lady  Selina.  "A  very  distiiiguiehed- 
lookin^  boy,"  said  she.  "  What  a  fine  facel  Who  did 
yoQBBy  he  was,  Mr.  Vance  1" 

Vancb.  —  "  His  name  ia  Haughton ,  —  Lionel  Haugh- 
ion." 

Ladt  Seijita.  —  "  Haoghtoal  Haughton!  Any 
relation  to  poor,  dear  Captain  Haughton,  —  Charlie 
Haughton,  as  he  was  generally  calledl " 

Vance,  knowing  little  more  of  his  young  friend's 
parentage  Uian  that  his  mother  let  lodgings,  at  which, 
once  domiciliated  himself,  he  had  made  the  boy's  ac- 
quaintance, and  that  she  enjoyed  the  pension  of  a  cap- 
tain's widow,  replied  coreleealy, — 

"  His  father  was  a  captain,  but  I  don't  know  whether 
he  was  a  Charlie." 

Ub.  Cbahpe  (the  Wit).  — "Charlies  an  extinct  I  I 
have  the  last  in  a  fossil,  — box  and  alll " 

Oeneial  laugh.     Wit  abut  up  again. 

Lady  Sblika. — "He  has  a  great  look  of  Charlie 
Haughton.  Do  you  know  if  he  is  connected  with  that 
extraordinary  man,  Mr.  Darrellt " 

Vance. — "Upon  my  word,  I  do  not.  What  Mr. 
Ssrrell  do  you  mean  t  " 

Lady  9elina,  with  one  of  tboee  sublime  looks  of 
celestial  pity  with  which  personagee  in  the  great  world 
fo^Te  ignorance  of  names  and  genealogies  in  those  not 
bom  within  its  orbit,  replied,  "Oh,  to  be  surej  it  is 
Dot  exactly  in  the  way  of  your  delightful  art  to  know 
Hr.  Darrell,  one  of  the  fiist  men  in  Parliament,  a  eon* 
nection  of  mine." 
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Lady  Fbost  (nippingly). — "Yoo  mean  Guy  Dar- 
rell,  the  lawyer," 

IiADr  Selina. — "Lawyer,  —  tnie,  now  I  think  ol 
it;  he  was  a  lawyer.  But  his  chief  fame  waa  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  All  patties  agreed  that  he  might 
have  commanded  any  station;  bat  he  was  too  rich,  per- 
hsipii,  to  care  suf&ciently  about  office.  At  all  events. 
Parliament  was  dissolved  when  he  was  at  the  height  of 
his  reputation,  and  he  refused  to  be  ra-elected. " 

One  Sm  Qbegoby  Stollhbas  (a  member  of  the 
House  of  Commons,  young,  wealthy,  a  constant  attend- 
ant, of  great  promise,  with  speeches  that  were  filleo 
with  facte,  and  emptied  the  benches). — "I  have  heard 
of  him.  Before  my  time;  lawyers  not  much  weight  in 
the  House  now. " 

Ladt  Seliha. — "1  am  told  that  Mr,  Darrell  did 
not  speak  like  a  lawyer.  But  hie  career  is  over, — 
lives  in  the  country,  and  sees  nobody,  a  thousand 
pities;  a  connection  of  mine,  too, — great  loss  to  thi 
country.  Ask  your  yonng  friend,  Mr.  Vance,  if  Mr. 
Dairell  is  not  his  relation.  I  hope  so,  foi  his  sake. 
Now  that  our  party  is  in  power,  Mr.  Darrell  could 
command  anything  for  others,  though  he  has  ceased  tu 
act  with  us.     Our  party  is  not  forgetful  of  talent." 

Ladt  Fkobt  (with  icy  crispness).  — "  1  should  think 
not;  it  has  so  little  of  that  kind  to  remember." 

SiK  Greoobt.  —  "  Talent  is  not  wanted  in  the  House 
of  Commons  now,  — don't  go  down,  in  fact.  Business 
assembly. " 

Ladt  Selwa  (suppressing  a  yawn).  — "  Beautiful 
day  I  We  had  better  think  of  going  back  to  Rich- 
mond. " 

General  assent,  and  slow  retreat. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

n»  ffiatoilan  noorda  the  ■tWchmeiit  to  pnblic  botittam  vhkli 
diBdngDifhSi  the  Britiih  LegUUoi.  —  Toodung  iuUnca  of  tha 
lagnt  which  erei  In  patriotic  boaomi  attandB  the  naglect  of  k 
public  dntf. 

Fbom  the  dos^  height  of  a  rmubl»-tumble  affixed  to 
Ladj  Selina  Tipoot's  barouche,  and  by  the  animated 
aide  of  Sii  Qregory  Stollhead,  Vance  caught  sighfr  of 
Lionel  and  Sophy  at  a  cotuer  of  the  epacious  gieen  near 
the  Palace.  He  aighed ;  he  envied  them.  He  thought 
of  the  boat,  the  water,  the  honeyauckle  arbor  at  the 
little  ion,  —  pleasures  he  had  denied  himaelf;  pleaaurea 
all  in  his  own  way.  They  seemed  still  more  alluring 
by  contrast  with  the  prospect  before  him :  formal  dinner 
at  the  Star  and  Garter,  with  titled  Prymmes,  Slowes, 
and  Frosts,  a  couple  of  gnineas  a-head,  inclndii^;  light 
wines,  which  he  did  not  drink,  and  the  expense  of  a 
chaise  back  by  himself.  But  anch  are  life  and  ite  social 
duties,  — Buch,  above  all,  ambition  and  a  career.  Who, 
that  would  leave  a  name  on  his  tombstone,  can  say  to 
his  own  heart,  "  Perish  Stars  and  Garters;  my  existence 
shall  pass  from  day  to  day  in  honeysuckle  arbors  I " 

Sir  Gregory  Stollhead  interrupted  Vance's  reverie  by 
an  impassioned  aneeie ;  "  Dreadful  smell  of  hay  1 "  said 
the  legislator,  with  watery  eyes.  "  Are  you  subject  to 
thehayfevert  lamt  A — tisha — >tish»—tisha"  (sneez- 
ing) — "  Gonntry  frightfully  unwholesome  at  this  time  of 
year.  And  to  think  that  I  on^t  now  to  be  in  the 
House  —  in  my  committee-room — no  omell  of  hay  there 
—  most  important  committee." 

Vakcb  (toosiug  himself). — "Ah,— on  whatl* 
Sib  Gbeoobt  (regretfully). —"Sewers." 
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CHAPTBE  XVL 

8Ign«  ot  an  Impending  lerolntioti,  which,  lik»  lO  revctetlmu,  innnii 
to  come  of  a  ndden,  thoogh  ita  cmibu  hxre  long  been  at  work ; 
and  to  go  off  in  a  tantmiu,  tlioagh  ito  effects  niul  ran  on  to  the 
and  of  a  liiatorj. 

Lionel  could  not  find  in  the  tojr-ehops  of  tlie  Tillage  & 
doll  good  enough  to  aatiBfy  bis  libei^  inclinationB,  but 
he  bought  one  which  amply  contented  the  humbler  a»- 
piratioDB  of  Sophy.  He  then  strolled  to  the  post-ofBce. 
There  were  sevenl  letters  for  Vance,  —  one  for  himself 
in  his  mother's  handwriting.  He  delayed  opening  it 
for  &6  moment.  The  day  was  far  advanced,  —  Sophy 
must  be  hungry.  In  vain  she  declared  ehe  wbb  not. 
Tbe^  passed  by  a  fruiterar'a  stall.  The  etrawberries 
and  oherries  were  temptingly  fresh,  —  the  son  still  veiy 
powerfuL  At  the  back  of  the  fruiterer's  was  a  small 
garden,  or  rather  orchard,  smiling  cool  through  the  open 
door, — little  tables  laid  out  there.  The  good  woman 
who  kept  the  shop  was  accustomed  to  the  woute  and 
tastes  of  humble  metropolitan  visitors.  But  the  garden 
was  luckily  now  emp^,  —  it  was  before  the  usual  hour 
for  tea-parties;  so  the  young  folks  had  the  pleasaotest 
table  under  an  apple-tree,  and  the  choice  of  the  freshest 
fruit.  Milk  and  cakea  were  added  to  the  &re.  It  was 
a  banquet,  in  Sophy's  eyes,  worthy  that  happy  day. 
And  when  lionel  had  finished  his  shore  of  the  feaa^ 
eating  &st,  as  spirited,  impatient  boys  formed  to  push 
on  in  life  and  spoU  tbeii  digestion  are  apt  to  doj  and 
while  Sophy  was  etill  lingering  over  the  laat  ot  the  straw- 
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benieis  ^^  threw  Mmeelf  beck  oa  Mb  chair,  and  drew 
forth  his  letter.  Lionel  was  extremely  fond  of  his 
mother,  but  hei  letters  were  not  often  thoee  which  a 
boy  is  over  eager  to  read.  It  is  not  all  mothers  who 
andentaDd  what  boye  are,  — their  quick  susceptibilitiefl, 
ttieir  pFooocious  manlinesa,  all  their  mystical  ways  and 
odditiea.  A.  tetter  from  Hra.  Haugbton  generally  some- 
what fretted  and  irritated  Lionel's  higb-strong  nerres, 
and  he  had  instinctively  put  off  the  teak  of  reading  the 
one  he  held,  till  satisfied  hunger  and  cool-breathing 
ehadowB,  and  rest  from  the  dusty  road,  had  lent  their 
soothing  aid  to  hiB  undeveloped  philosophy. 

He  broke  the  seal  alowly ;  another  letter  was  enclosed 
witliin.  At  tlie  first  few  words  his  countenance  changed; 
he  Tittered  a  dight  exclamation,  read  on  eagerly ;  then, 
before  concluding  his  mother's  epistle,  hastily  tore  open 
&at  which  it  had  contained,  ran  his  eye  over  its  contents, 
and,  dropping  both  letters  on  the  turf  below,  rested  his 
face  on  his  hand  in  agitated  thought.  Thus  ran  his 
mother's  letter:  — 

Kt  dkab  Bot, — How  could  yon  1  Do  it  slyly  1 1  Un- 
known to  your  own  mother  III  I  coold  not  believe  it  of 
yon  1 1 !  I  Take  advantt^  of  my  confidence  in  showing  you 
the  lett«n  of  your  btber's  couiin,  to  write  to  himself,— 
daiuUttindfl — yon,  who  I  thought  had  emeh  an  open  char- 
acter, and  who  onght  to  appreciate  mine.  Every  one  who 
knows  me,  says  I  am  a  woman  in  ten  thonetuid,  — not  for 
beanty  and  talent  (though  I  have  had  my  adminn  for  tbem 
too),  bnt  for  aoOD:tWBl  As  a  wife  and  mother,  I  may  say 
I  have  been  exemplaiy.  I  had  son  trials  with  the  dear  cap- 
tain, — and  III lUNBK  temptations.  Bot  he  said  on  his  death- 
bed, "  Jessica,  yon  are  an  angel."  And  1  have  had  offen  aince, 
— iMHMtrsx  offers,  —  but  I  devoted  myself  to  myctiild,  ai  yon 
know.  And  what  I  have  pnt  up  with,  letting  the  first  floor, 
nobody  can  tell ;  and  only  a  widow's  peneion,  — going  befbn 
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ft  DUgiatnte  to  get  it  pud  I  And  to  think  my  own  child,  (te 
whom  I  have  borne  bo  much,  should  behave  so  cruelly  to  me  1 
Clandestine t  'tis  &at  which  Rtabe  me.  Htb.  Imoan  found 
me  crying,  and  said,  "  What  ia  tha  matter  t — yon,  wboaremeh 
an  angel,  crfiiig  like  a  baby  I"  And  I  could  not  help  Mying, 
"  T  ia  the  Rerpeot's  tooth,  Ura.  I."  What  you  wrote  to  your 
bensEaetor  (and  I  had  hoped  patron)  I  don't  care  to  gueM ; 
■omething  very  mde  and  impmdent  it  must  be,  judging  by  the 
few  lines  he  addressed  to  me.  I  don't  mind  copying  them  ka 
you  to  read.  All  my  acta  are  above  board,  —as  often  and 
often  Captain  H.  used  to  say,  "  Tour  heart  is  in  a  glas»«ase, 
Jessica ;  "  and  so  it  is  I  but  my  ton  it^  hit  under  lod  ajtd  jfcay. 
'■  Madam  "  (this  is  what  he  writes  to  me),  "  your  son  hoa 
thought  fit  to  infringe  the  condition  upon  which  I  agreed  to 
aaaiat  yon  on  hia  behall  I  enclose  a  reply  to  himaeU;  which 
I  beg  yon  will  give  to  hia  own  bands  without  breaking  the 
MaL  Since  it  did  not  aeem  to  yon  indiscreet  to  commnnicate 
to  a  boy  of  his  years  letters  written  solely  to  yonrself,  yon 
cannot  blame  me  if  I  tal^  your  implied  estimate  of  hia  capacity 
to  judge  for  liimsalf  of  the  nature  of  a  correspondence,  and  of 
the  views  and  temper  of,  madam,  your  very  obedient  servant." 
And  that 's  all,  to  me.  I  send  his  letter  to  you,  —  seal  un- 
broken. I  conclude  he  haa  done  with  you  forever,  and  your 
OASEXR  u  ktt  t  But  if  it  be  BO,  oh,  my  poor,  poor  child !  at 
that  tboi^bt  I  have  not  the  heart  to  acold  yon  farther.  If  it 
be  ao,  come  home  to  me,  and  1 11  work  and  slave  for  you,  and 
yon  ^11  keep  np  your  head  and  be  a  gentleman  still,  as  you 
are,  every  inch  of  yon.  Dont  mind  what  I've  said  at  the 
beginning,  dear,  —  don't  I  Yon  know  I  'tn  hasty,  and  I  was 
hvrt.  But  yon  conld  not  mean  to  be  sly  and  underiiand,  — 
't  waa  only  yonr  high  spirit ;  and  it  was  my  fanlt :  I  should 
not  have  shown  yon  the  lettets.  I  hope  you  are  well,  and 
have  quite  loet  tiiat  nasty  cough,  and  that  Mr.  Vance  beats 
you  with  proper  respect.  I  think  him  rather  too  poshing  and 
familiar,  though  a  pleasant  yonng  man  on  the  whole.  But, 
a^er  all,  he  ie  only  a  punter.  Bless  you,  my  child,  and  dont 
have  secrets  again  from  your  poor  mother. 

JxaeiGA  HAuaHTOR, 
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The  mcloeed  letter  tbs  m  fdlows:  — 

LiONU.  HinaHTOS,  —  Some  men  might  b«  fisplcued  it 
receiving  inch  « letter  u  joa  luve  nddieesed  to  me;'  I  im  not. 
At  70DT  yean,  and  under  th«  Mmo  drcnnutuiefli,  I  might 
bttve  mitten  a  letter  moch  in  tha  aame  ^iiiU  BeliCTB  jonr 
mind,  —  •>  jtt  yoa  owe  me  no  obli^tiona ;  joa  have  only  >e- 
OMved  baok  a  debt  dne  to  yon.  Uy  iather  was  pocv  j  yonr 
grandlatber,  Robert  ffanghton,  SMisted  him  in  the  coit  of  my 
education.  I  have  asaisted  yonr  bthei's  aoni  we  ue  qaiti. 
Before,  however,  we  decide  on  having  done  with  each  other 
for  the  fnttire,  I  luggest  to  yon  to  pay  me  a  abort  viiit  Prob- 
ably t  Bba]l  not  like  you,  nor  yon  me.  £nt  we  are  both  gen- 
tlemen, and  need  not  show  dtalike  too  coanely.  If  yon  decide 
on  cotoing,  come  at  once,  or  poaeibly  yoa  may  not  find  me 
here.  If  yon  nftue,  I  shall  have  a  poor  opinion  of  yom  Mnae 
and  temper,  and  in  a  week  I  ahall  have  forgotten  yonr  exiit- 
enee.  I  ought  to  add  that  yom  fotber  and  I  were  once  warm 
frienda,  and  that  by  deicent  I  am  the  head  not  only  of  my  own 
taee^  which  ends  with  me,  bnt  of  the  Hanghton  bmily,  of 
which,  though  yonr  line  annmed  the  name,  it  waa  but  a 
younger  branch.  Nowaday*  yonng  men  are  probaUjr  not 
tvonght  np  to  can  for  tbete  thinga,  —  I  wa*. 
Tosra, 

Onr  HAuaHvov  Dabbul. 

Mtaot  Boot*,  Fawley. 

Soph;  picked  up  the  hUen  iettan,  placed  tliem  on 
Lionel's  lap,  and  looked  into  hia  face  wiatfoHj.  He 
smiled,  leramed  hia  mother's  epistle,  and  read  tiie  con- 
cluding passages,  which  he  had  before  omitted.  Their 
sudden  turn  from  reproof  to  teademess  melted  Imn.  He 
began  to  feel  that  hia  mother  had  a  right  to  blame  him 
for  an  act  of  concealment.  Still  she  nerei  worild  have 
ccmaented  to  his  writing  each  a  letter ;  and  had  that 
letter  been  attended  with  so  ill  a  teeultt  Again  he  read 
Ur.  Qanell's  Unnt  but  not  offensiTe  lines.  His  pride 
waa  soothed,  —  why  should  he  not  now  love  his  father's 
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feiendt  He  lOM  briskly,  paid  for  the  fruity  itud  went 
his  way  back  to  the  boat  witb  Soph;.  As  his  oars  cut 
the  irare,  he  talked  gayly,  but  he  ceased  to  interrogate 
Sophy  on  h«  past,  Caergetic,  Bonguiue,  ambitious,  his 
own  future  entered  now  into  hia  thoughts.  StUl,  when 
the  Bun  sunk  as  the  inn  came  partially  into  view  from 
the  winding  of  the  banks  and  the  fringe  of  the  willows, 
his  mind  again  settled  on  the  patient,  quiet  litUe  girl, 
who  had  not  ventured  to  ask  him  one  question  in  return 
for  all  be  had  put  ao  unceremoniously  to  her.  Indeed, 
aha  was  silently  musing  over  words  he  had  inconstder- 
ataly  let  fall,  "  What  I  hate  to  think  you  had  ever 
stooped  to  perform."  Little  could  Lionel  guess  the 
unquiet  thoughts  which  those  words  might  hereafter  call 
forth  from  the  brooding,  deepening  meditations  of  lonely 
childhood!  At  length  said  the  boy  abmpUy,  as  he  bad 
said  once  before,  — 

"  I  wish,  Sophy,  you  were  my  taster. "  He  added  in 
a  aaddened  tone,  "I  never  had  a  sister, — I  have  so 
longed  for  one  I  However,  surely  we  shall  meet  again. 
You  go  to-morrow, — so  must  I." 

Sophy's  teuB  flowed  softly,  noiselessly. 

"  Cheer  up,  ladybird,  I  wish  you  liked  me  half  as  much 
as  I  like  youl  " 

"  I  do  like  you, — oh,  so  muchi  "  cried  Sophy,  pas- 
sionately. 

"  Well,  tho^  you  oaa  mite^  yoa  myl " 

"A  little." 

"  You  shall  write  to  me  now  and  then,  and  I  to  yoa. 
1 11  talk  to  your  grandfather  about  it  Ah,  there  he  is^ 
■nrelyl  " 

The  boat  now  ran  into  the  shelving  creek,  and  by  the 
honeysuckle  arbor  stood  Gentleman  Waife^  leaning  on 
his  stick. 
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"Tou  are  lAto,"  eaid  £he  adoi,  ss  they  landed,  and 
Sophy  epTai^  into  his  arms.  "  I  "began  to  be  nneasy, 
and  came  here  to  inquire  after  yon.  Yoa  have  not 
caught  cold,  child  t  " 

Sophy.  — "  Oh,  no," 

Ltonel.  — "  She  is  the  beat  of  children.  Pray,  come 
into  the  inn,  Mt.  Waife;  no  todt^,  but  some  refreab- 
ment." 

Waifb.  —  "I  thank  you, — no,  sir;  I  wiflh  to  g«t 
home  at  once.     I  walk  slowly;  it  will  be  dark  soon." 

Lionel  tried  in  vain  to  detain  him.  There  was  a  ce^ 
t^n  change  in  Mr.  Waife's  manner  to  hits ;  it  was  much 
more  distant, —  it  waa  even  pettiah,  if  not  surly.  Lionel 
could  not  account  for  it, —  thought  it  mere  whim  at  first, 
hut  as  he  walked  part  of  the  way  back  with  them  towards 
the  village,  this  asperity  continued,  nay,  incieaeed.  Lionel 
was  hurt ;  he  arrested  his  steps. 

"  I  see  you  wish  to  have  your  grandchild  to  yourself 
now.  May  I  call  early  to-morrow!  Sophy  will  tell 
yon  that  I  hope  we  may  not  altogetlieT  lose  eight  of  each 
other.     I  will  give  you  my  addrem  when  I  caU." 

"  What  time  to-monow,  sir  T " 

"About  nine." 

Waife  bowed  his  head  and  walked  on,  but  Sophy  looked 
back  towards  her  boy  friend,  sorrowfully,  gratefully,  — 
twilight  in  the  akies  that  had  been  so  sunny,  twilight  in 
her  face  that  had  been  so  g^I  She  looked  once,  twice, 
thrice,  as  Lionel  halted  on  the  road  and  kissed  his  hand. 
The  third  time  Waife  said,  with  unwonted  croesneas, — 

"Enou^  of  that,  Sophy;  looking  after  yonng  men 
ifl  not  proper  I  What  does  he  mean  about  'seeing  each 
other,  and  f^ving  me  hla  address '  1 " 

"He  wished  me  to  write  to  him  eomefunes,  and  he 
would  write  to  me." 
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Waife'a  brow  contntcted;  bat  i^  in  the  ezcev  of 
gnndfatherly  caution,  he  could  have  supposed  that  the 
bright-heuted  boy  of  eeventeen  meditated  ulterior  ill  to 
that  faiiy  child  in  such  »  scheme  for  correBpondence,  he 
must  have  been  in  his  dotage,  and  he  bad  not  hitherto 
evinced  any  signs  d  that. 

Fanwell,  pretty  Sophy]  the  evening  star  shines  upcm 
yon  elm-tree  that  hides  thee  from  viev.  Fading  — 
fading  grove  the  eunimer  landscape;  faded  already  from 
the  landscape  thy  gentle  image  I  So  ends  a  holiday 
In  life.  Hallow  it^  Sophy;  hallow  i^  Lionel  1  Life's 
ht^idays  are  not  too  manyt 
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CHAPTER  XVn. 

Bjf  this  chmpter  it  appcareth  that  tw  who  Mta  oat  on  ft  oner  can 
•cucelj  ozpect  to  walk  in  porfeet  comfort.  If  he  aichvtge  hia 
own  thick-aoled  ihoaa  for  dreM-booti  which  wen  made  for 
anothor  nun's  mMiore ;  and  that  the  nid  boot*  mnj  not  tb« 
IcM  pinch  for  being  briliiantl/  luniihed.  —  It  §]»o  aboweth,  (ot 
the  InBtmction  of  Ueu  and  SUtw,  the  connection  between  denio- 
cratlc  opinion  and  wonnded  Mlf-lore ;  m  that,  if  tome  Libatal 
tiatiniman  desire  to  loue  against  an  uistocracf  the  data  }iut 
below  it,  he  lias  onlj  to  peiinade  a  flue  lady  to  be  nxcMdinglf 
dTfl  "  to  that  ioit  ot  pec^n." 

Vaitck,  resuming  late  at  nighty  found  his  friend  atiU  up 
in  the  little  parlor,  the  windows  open,  pacing  the  floor 
with  lestieae  strides^  stopping  now  and  then  to  look  at 
the  moon  upon  the  river. 

"  Such  a  day  as  I  have  had  I  and  twelve  shillings  for 
the  fly,  'pikes  not  included, "  said  Vance,  much  out  of 
humor  ^ 

'"I  fly  bom  {Jate,  Iflj  fromporap, 
I  fl;  from  folsehood's  specioua  grin;' 

Ifotget  tlie  thiid  line;  I  know  the  last  is  — 
'  To  And  tBj  welcome  at  an  inn.' 
You  are  silent i  I  annoyed  you  hy  going;  could  not  help 
it,  —  pi^  me,  and  lock  up  your  pride. " 

"  No,  my  dear  Yance,  I  was  hurt  for  a  moment, — but 
that  'a  long  since  overt " 

"  Still  you  seem  to  have  something  on  your  mind, "  said 
Tance,  who  had  now  finished  reading  his  letters,  lighted 
his  dgar,  and  Wu  leaning  agtunst  the  window  as  the  boy 
eontinued  to  walk  to  and  fro. 
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"  That  is  true, —  Z  have.  I  ehould  like  yom  advioe. 
Bead  that  letter.  Ought  I  to  go  1  Would  it  look  mar. 
ceoaiy, —  graapiag!    Yon  know  vhat  I  mean." 

Yauce  approached  the  caadlee  and  took  the  letter. 
He  glanced  fiist  at  the  eignatuie.  "Danell,"  he  ex- 
claimed. "Ob,  it  is  BO,  theni"  He  i«ad  with  great 
attention,  put  down  the  letter,  and  shook  Lionel  by  the 
hand.  "  I  congratulate  you ;  all  is  settled  as  it  should 
be.  Qot  of  course,  —  you  would  be  an  ill-mannsred 
lout  if  you  did  not  Is  it  far  from  hence  I  must  you 
return  to  town  first) " 

Lionel.  — "Nol  I  find  lean  get  across  the  country, 

—  two  hours  by  ^e  railway.  There  is  a  station  at  the 
town  which  bears  the  post-mark  of  the  letter.  I  shall 
make  for  that  if  you  advise  it." 

"You  knew  I  should  advise  it,  or  you  would  not 
have  tortured  your  intellect  by  those  researches  into 
Bradshaw." 

"  Shrewdly  said,"  answered  Lionel,  laughing;  "but  I 
wished  for  youi  sanction  of  my  crude  impressions. " 

"  You  never  told  me  your  cousin's  name  was  Darrell, 

—  not  that  I  should  have  been  much  wiser  if  you  had, 
but,  thunder  and  lighbiing,  Lionel,  do  you  know  that 
your  coosin  Darrell  is  a  famous  man  t " 

Lionel.  —  "  FamousI  — noneense.     I  suppose  he  waa 
a  good  lawyer;  fori  have  heard  my  mother  say,  with  a 
sort  of  contempt,  that  he  had  made  a  gnat  fortune  at  the 
barl" 
Vance.  —  "  But  he  was  in  Parliament, " 
LiOHBL. — "Was  bat    I  did  not  know." 
Yancx.  —  "  And  this  is  senatorial  famel    You  asvta 
heard  your  schoolfellowB  talk  of  Mr.  Danell  1—  they 
would  not  have  known  his  name  if  you  hod  boasted 
Ox  it" 
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LioVBL.  — "Certainly  not." 

Vauob.  —  "  Would  yonr  Bchoolfellovs  have  known 
the  namea  of  Wilkie,  of  Landsaei,  of  Turner,  Maolise, 

—  X  epeak  of  painteisl " 

Lionel.  — "I  should  think  ao,  indeed." 
Vaitcs  (eoliloquizingj.  —  "  And  yet  Her  Serene  Snb- 
UniltysMp,  Lady  Selina  Vipont,  says  to  me  with  divine 
compasdoo,  'Kot  iu  the  way  of  your  delightful  art  to 
know  such  men  ae  Mr.  Datrall  I '  Oh,  as  if  I  did  not 
see  thiDOgh  it;  oh,  as  if  I  did  not  see  through  it  too 
when  ahe  said,  apropos  of  my  jean  cap  and  velveteen 
jacket,  '  What  matteie  how  you  dreaa  1  Every  one  knows 
who  you  are  I '  Would  she  have  eaid  that  to  the  Earl  of 
Dondar,  or  even  to  Sir  Qregory  Stollheadi  No.  I  am 
the  painter,  Frank  Tance,  —  nothii^;  more  nor  leas ;  and 
if  I  stood  on  my  head  in  a  check  shirt  and  a  sky-colored 
apron.  Lady  Selina  Vipont  would  kindly  munnur,  '  Only 
Frank  Vance,  the  painter,  — '  what  does  it  signify  t ' 
Ahal— and  iiiaj  think  to  put  me  to  nsel  —  puppets  and 
Uy  figoresl  It  ia  I  who  put  them  to  use!  Harkye, 
Lionel,  you  are  nearer  aldn  to  these  fine  folks  than  I 
knew  of.  Promise  me  one  thing :  yoa  may  become  of 
their  set,  by  right  of  your  famous  Mr,  Darrell;  if  ever 
you  hear  an  artist,  musician,  scribUor,  no  matter  what, 
ridiculed  as  a  tuft-hunter,  seeking  th&  greats  — and  so 
forth,  before  you  join  in  the  laugh,  ask  some  great  man's 
son,  with  a  pedigree  that  dates  from  the  Ark,  '  Are  you 
not  a  toad-eater  too!     Do  you  want  political  influence t 

—  do  you  etond  contested  elections  f  —  do  you  curry 
and  fawn  upon  greasy  Sam  the  butcher,  and  grimy  Tom 
the  blacksmith  for  a  vot«  t    Why  t  useful  to  your  career, 

—  necessary  to  your  amUtlDnt '  Ahal  is  it  meaner  to 
curry  and  fawn  upon  whitehonded  women  and  elegant 
coxcombs  t    Tut,  tut  I  useful  to  a  career,  —  necessary  to 
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unlntioD  t "  Vance  paosed,  out  of  breath.  The  spoiled 
darling  of  the  circles,  —  he,  —  to  talk  snch  republican 
rubbiahl  Certainly  he  must  have  taken  his  two  goineu' 
worth  oat  of  those  l^ht  wines.  Xothing  so  treacherooal 
they  inSame  the  brain  like  fire,  while  melting  on  the 
palate  like  ice.  Ail  inhabitants  of  light-wine  countries 
are  quairelBome  and  democratic. 

Lionel  (astounded).  —  "No  one,  I  am  sure,  could 
have  meant  to  call  you  a  tuft-hunter;  of  course,  every 
one  knows  that  a  great  painter —  " 

Vance.  — "Dates  from  Michael  Angslo,  if  not  from 
Zeuxis!  Common  individuals  trace  their  pedigree  from 
their  own  fathersl — the  children  of  Art  from  Art's 
founders  I " 

Oh,  Vance,  Vance,  you  are  certainly  drunk  t  If  that 
comes  from  dining  with  fine  people  at  the  Star  and 
Garter,  you  would  be  a  happier  man  and  as  good  a 
punter  if  your  toddy  were  never  sipped  save  in  honey- 
suckle arbors. 

"Sut,"  Bud  Lionel,  bewildered,  and  striving  to  tarn 
his  friend's  thou^ts,  "  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  Mr. 
DarreUf 

Vance.  — "  Mr.  Darrell  might  have  been  one  of  the 
first  men  in  the  kingdom.  Lady  Seliua  Vipont  says 
so,  and  she  is  related,  I  believe,  to  every  member  in  the 
Cabinet,  Mr,  Darrell  can  push  you  in  life,  and  make 
your  fortune,  without  any  great  trouUe  on  your  own 
part.  Bless  yoni  stoia,  and  rejoice  that  you  are  not  ft 
painter  I" 

Lionel  flung  his  arm  round  the  Artist's  broad  breast. 
"Vance,  you  an  cruell"  It  was  his  torn  to  console 
the  painter,  as  the  painter  had  three  n^hts  before 
(apropos  of  the  same  Sir.  Darrell)  consoled  him.  Vance 
gradually  sobered  down,    and  Hie  young  men  walked 
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forth  in  the  moonlight;  and  the  eteriud  atan  had  the 
■ame  kind  looka  for  Vance  as  they  had  vonchnfed  to 
liionel. 

"When  do  you  >tartt"a8ked  the  painter,  aa  they 
mounted  the  atain  to  bed. 

"  To-monoT  eraning.  I  mice  the  early  train,  for  I 
must  call  first  and  take  leave  of  Sophy.  I  hope  I  may 
aee  her  again  in  aftei-life." 

"  And  I  hope,  for  your  sake,  that  if  bo,  she  may  not 
be  in  the  tame  colored  print,  with  Lady  Selina  Vipont'a 
eyeglaat  upon  her  I  " 

"  What! "  aaid  Lionel,  laughii^ ;  "  ia  I^dy  Seliua 
Vipont  80  formidably  rude  I " 

"  Bndel  nobody  is  rude  in  that  delightful  set  Lady 
Selina  Vipont  is  excruciatingly  —  civiL  " 
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CHAPTEE  XVin. 

IMag  davoHd  txebuiftij  to  »  raflaction,  oot  [iM^tpodte  to  tha 
BTentB  in  thlt  hlMorr,  nor  to  thow  In  taj  other  which  cluraniclM 
the  life  of  mkn. 

There  Ib  one  Taming  lesson  in  life  which  few  of  as 
have  not  received,  and  no  book  that  t  can  call  to  memory 
has  noted  down  with  an  adequate  emphasis.  It  is  this, 
"  Bewue  of  parting !  "  The  true  sadnese  is  not  in  the 
pain  of  the  parting,  it  is  in  the  when  and  the  how  you 
are  to  meet  again  with  the  &ce  ahout  to  vanish  from 
your  view  I  From  the  pasdooatfl  farewell  to  the  wo- 
man who  has  your  heart  in  her  keeping,  to  the  cordial 
good-by  exchai^ed  with  pleasant  companions  at  a 
watering-place,  a  country-house,  or  the  close  of  a  fes- 
tive day's  blithe  and  careleas  excurdon,  —  a  cord, 
stronger  or  weaker,  is  snapped  asunder  in  every  parting, 
and  Time's  busy  fingers  are  not  practised  in  resplicing 
broken  ties.  Meet  again  you  may;  will  it  be  in  the 
same  wayt  —  with  the  same  empathies  t  —  with  the 
same  aentimental  Will  the  aonls,  hurrying  on  in  di- 
verse paths,  unite  once  more  as  if  the  interval  had  been 
a  dream  I  Baroly,  rarely!  Have  yon  not^  after  even 
a  year,  even  a  month's  absence,  rotumed  to  the  same 
place,  found  the  same  groups  reassembled,  and  yet  sighed 
to  yourself,  "  But  where  is  the  charm  that  once  breathed 
from  the  spot,  and  once  smiled  from  the  faces  t"  A 
poet  has  said,  "  Eternity  itself  cannot  restotv  the  loss 
struck  from  the  minute. "  Are  you  happy  in  the  spot 
on  which  you  tarry  with  the  persons,  whose  voices  an 
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now  melodjoufl  to  yoar  wit  — beware  of  parting;  ot, 
if  part  7011  must,  say  not  in  insolent  defiance  to  time 
and  destiny,  "  What  matters  T  —  we  shall  soon  meet 
again." 

Alas,  and  alas!  when  we  think  of  the  lipa  which 
mnrmured,  "Socm  meet  again;"  and  rememher  how, 
in  heart,  soul,  and  thooght,  we  stood  forever  divided 
the  one  from  the  other,  when,  once  more  face  to  face, 
we  each  inly  exclaimed,  "  Met  again  1 " 

The  ui  that  we  breathe  makes  the  medium  through 
which  sound  is  conveyed,  —  be  the  instrument  un- 
changed ;  be  the  force  which  is  applied  to  it  the  same, 
still,  the  air  that  thou  seest  not,  the  air  to  thy  ear  gives 
the  music, 

Bing  a  bell  underneath  an  exhausted  receiver,  thou 
wilt  scarce  hear  the  sound ;  give  the  boll  due  vibration 
hj  free  air  in  warm  daylight,  or  sink  it  down  to  the 
heart  of  the  ocean,  where  the  air,  all  compressed,  fills 
the  vessel  around  it,'  and  the  chime,  heard  afar,  starts 
thy  soul,  checks  thy  footstep  t  ODto  deep  calls  the  deej:^ 
— a  voice  from  the  ocean  is  bome  to  thy  souL 

Where,  then,  the  change,  when  thou  sayest,  "Lo, 
the  same  metal,  —  why  so  ftdut-heard  the  tinging  1  " 
Ask  the  air  that  thou  eeeat  not,  or  above  thee  in  sky, 
or  below  thee  in  ocean.  Art  thou,  sure  that  the  bell, 
so  faint-heard,  is  not  struck  underneath  an  exhausted 
receiver  1 

'  The  bell  In  a  rank  dirlng-bdl,  where  the  fir  Is  contpiessed, 
■onndi  irith  (ncicaaed  poirer.     Soond  travels  fonr  tfinea  qnlcket  in 
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CHAPTEB  XIX. 

The  wudning  {ncUratloii*  of  ITonikd  Tribsa  not  to  to  ■econnted 
for  on  th»  priticlpleB  of  action  pecnllkr  to  dtiliied  men,  who  ue 
Mxitttomed  to  lire  in  good  honees  stid  able  to  paj  the  income- 
tax.  —  WIWQ  the  money  that  onoB  belonged  to  &  man  civilized, 
vaniaheB  into  the  pockets  of  a  nomad,  neither  lawfnl  art  nor  oc- 
cult Kience  can,  with  certainty,  diicover  what  he  will  do  with  it. 
Mr.  Vance  narrowly  escapee  well-merited  ptmiihment  from  the 
naib  of  the  Britufa  Fair.  -^  Lionel  Haoghton,  in  the  temeritj'  of 
youth,  braTea  the  dangers  of  a  British  RaUwaj. 

The  morning  was  dull  and  OTercast,  rain  gathering  in 
the  air,  when  Vance  and  Lionel  walked  to  Waife'd 
lodging.  Ab  Lionel  placed  hia  hand  on  the  knocker 
of  the  private  door,  the  Cobbler,  at  his  place  by  the 
window  in  the  Btall  beside,  glanced  towarda  him,  and 
shook  his  head. 

"  No  uee  knocking,  gentlemen.  Will  70a  kindlj  stop 
in!  —  this  way." 

"Do  you  mean  that  yoni  lodgers  are  out  I"  asked 
Vance. 

"Gone I"  said  the  Gobbler,  Utrosting  his  airi  with 
gi«at  vehemence  through  the  leather  destined  to  the 
repair  of  a  ploughman's  boot. 

"  Gone,  — forgoodl "  cried  Lionel;  "you  cannot  mean 
it,     I  call  by  appointment." 

"  Sony,  sir,  for  your  trouble.  Stop  a  bit;  I  have  a 
letter  here  for  you."  The  Cobbler  dived  into  a  drawer, 
and  from  a  medley  of  nails  and  thongs  drew  forth  a 
letter  addressed  to  L.  Hanghton,  Esq. 

"  Is  thia  from  Waifel  How  on  earth  did  he  know 
my  surname  1  you  never  mentioned  it,  Vaoce  T " 
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*  ITot  l^t  I  remember.  Bat  yoa  wid  you  found  him 
at  the  inn,  and  they  knew  it  there.  It  is  on  the  biaB»- 
piste  of  your  kn^wadc  Ko  matter,  —  what .  does  he 
eay  t "  and  Vance  looked  over  hia  fri^id'i  Bhonldar  and 
read:  — 

StB, — I  moat  Kflpectfally  tiiank  yon  for  your  oond»- 
•DHidiDg  kindneaa  to  me  and  my  grandchild ;  and  yom  friend, 
for  hia  timely  and  generom  aid.  Yon  will  paidon  ma,  that 
the  necenity  which  knows  no  law  oUigea  me  to  leave  this 
place  some  houM  before  the  time  of  your  propoaed  viriL  Hy 
gnndchild  says  yon  intended  to  aik  her  sometimea  to  write 
to  yon.  Bzcuse  me,  sir :  on  reflection,  yon  will  perceive  how 
difTerent  your  ways  of  life  are  from  those  which  she  most 
tread  with  me.  Ton  aee  before  you  a  man  who — but,  I  tor- 
gat,  yon  see  him  no  more,  and  probably  never  wilL 
Your  meat  humble  and  moat  obliged  obedient  servant, 

W.  W. 

Vahob.  —"Who  nevermore  may  tioahle  you  — 
trouble  you  I    Where  have  they  gone? " 

CoBBLBB. — "Don't  know;  would  you  like  to  take 
a  peep  in  the  crystal,  —  perhaps  you  've  the  gifti 
unbeknown  1 " 

Tawcb.  — "Not  J,  — behl    Come  away,  LioneL" 

"Did  not  Sophy  even  leave  any  message  fra  met' 
asked  the  boy,  sorrowfully. 

"To  he  sure  she  did;  I  forgot, — no,  not  exactly  a 
message,  but  thie^  — I  was  to  be  sure  to  give  it  to  you.* 
And  out  of  his  miscellaneous  receptacle  the  Cobbler  ex- 
tracted a  little  book.  Vance  looked  and  laughed  — 
"The  Bntterfliee'  Ball  and  the  GrasBhoppers'  Feoat." 

Lionel  did  not  share  the  laugh.  He  plucked  the  book 
to  himself,  and  read  ou  the  fly-leaf,  in  a  child's  irregular 
scrawl,  blistered  too  with  the  unmistakable  trace  of 
&llen  tears,  these  words:  — 
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Do  not  Boon  it.  I  have  nothing  die  I  eaa  think  of 
which  ia  All  Mine.  Hias  Jane  Bnrton  gave  it  me  for  beii^ 
Ooode.  Gianillathet  Mys  yon  are  too  hi^  for  ua,  and  that  I 
ahall  not  see  yon  Hon ;  but  I  oball  TMva  forget  how  kind 
foa  wera, — item,  never. 

80PHI. 

Said  the  Cobblsr,  his  swl  upright  ia  tlie  hand  which 
leated  <m  hia  knee,  "  Wliat  a  plague  did  the  'stronomara 
diflcovar  Herochell  fort  Yon  see,  air,"  addieasing 
Vance,  "things  odd  and  Btmng«  all  come  ah»g  o' 
Herschell. " 

"TOiatI  — Sir  John!" 

"  TSo,  the  star  he  poked  out.  He 't  a  awful  star  tor 
femalesi  hates  'em  like  poison!  I  suspect  he's  been 
worriting  lusself  into  her  nativity ;  for  I  got  out  from 
her  the  yeai,  month,  and  day  ahe  waa  -bom,  hour  unbe- 
known, but^  calkelating  by  noon,  HerBchell  was  dead 
Bg'in  her  in  tiie  Third  and  Ninth  Hooae, — Voyages, 
TisTels,  Letters,  News,  Church  Matters,  and  dchlika. 
But  it  will  all  come  right  after  he 's  transited.  Her 
Jupiter  must  be  good.  But  I  only  hope, "  added  the 
Cobbler,  solemnly,  "  that  they  won't  go  a-discovering 
any  more  stars.  The  world  did  a  deal  better  without 
the  new  <me,  and  they  do  talk  of  a  Neptune,  —as  bad 


"And  this  is  the  last  of  herl"  said  Lionel,  sadly, 
patting  the  book  into  his  breast-pocket.  "  Heaven  ahidd 
bet  whenver  she  goes  I  " 

Vahcb.  — "  Don't  you  think  Wufe  and  ttie  poor 
little  gill  will  come  back  againt " 

C0BB1.EB. — "P'r'aps;  I  know  ha  was  looking  hard 
into  the  county  map  at  the  stationer's  over  the  way; 
that  seems  as  if  he  did  not  mean  to  go  very  far,  f  Vape 
he  may  come  hack." 
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YANoa. — "  Did  he  Uke&U  his  goods  with  him  t" 

GosBLSB.  — "  Bairin'  an.  old  box;  nothing  in  it,  I 
expect,  bat  theatre  rublnBh,  —  play-booka,  painta,  ui 
old  wig,  and  aichllke.  He  has  good  dothea,— alwaja 
had;  and  so  haa  she,  but  the;  doat  make  more  than  • 
bundle." 

Vamok,  — "  But  suiely  you  mnat  know  vhat  the  old 
fellow'a  project  ia.  He  has  got  from  me  a  great  sum,  — 
■what  will  he  do  with  it  J " 

COBBLBB. — "Just  what  has  been  a-bothering  ma. 
What  will  he  do  with  iti  I  oast  a  figure  to  koow,  — 
could  not  make  it  oat  Strange  aigna  in  Twelfth 
House.  Enemiea  and  Big  Animala.  Well,  well,  he'i 
a  marbellons  man,  and  if  he  wam't  a  misbeliever  in  the 
ci;stal,  I  should  aay  he  waa  under  Herschell;  for  jaa 
see,  sir "  (laying  hold  <^  Vance's  button,  as  he  saw  that 
gentleman  turning  to  eaa^),  — "  you  see  HeiBchall, 
though  he  be  a  ainister  chap  eao',  specially  in  a&ira 
cannected  with  t'  other  sex,  disposes  Uie  natire  to  dire 
into  the  mysteries  of  nator.  I  'm  a  HeiecheU  nutn,  oat 
andoutoil    Bom  in  March,  and — " 

"As  mad  as  its  haies,"  muttered  Vance,  wrenching 
his  button  fiom  the  Cobbler's  grasp,  and  impatiently 
striding  off.  But  he  did  not  effect  his  escape  so  easily ; 
for,  cloae  at  hand,  just  at  the  comer  of  the  lane,  a  female 
group,  headed  by  Merle's  gaunt  housekeeper,  bad  been 
ailently  collecting  from  the  moment  the  two  friends  had 
paused  at  the  Cobbler's  door.  And  Hub  pettdcoated  divan 
suddenly  closing  round  tiie  painter,  one  polled  him  by 
the  sleeve,  another  by  the  jacket,  and  a  third,  with  a 
noee  upon  which  somebody  had  eat  m  eariy  in£ui^, 
whispered,  "Please,  sir,  take  my  picter  fust." 

Vance  stated  aghast  — "  Tour  picture,  you  drab  1 " 
Here  another  model  of  rustic  charms,  who  might  have 
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fnnuBlied  an  ideal   for  tlie    fat  Bcallion   in  "TriBteun 
Shandy, "  bobbing  a  courtoay,  put  in  ber  rival  claim. 

"  Sir,  if  joD  don't  objez  to  coming  in  to  the  kitdiing, 
after  the  familj  has  gone  to  bed,  I  don't  care  if  I  lets 
you  make  a  mimiytor  of  me  foT  two  pounds." 

"  Miniatuie  of  you,  porpoise  I  " 

"  Polly,  sir,  not  Porpos,  —  ax  pardon.  I  Bhall  dean  my- 
self, and  I  have  a  butjrfnl  new  cap,  —  Honaytun,  and  —  " 

"Let  the  gentleman  go,  will  youT''Baid  a  third;  "I 
am  suipiised  at  ye,  Folly.  The  Mtebing  imheknownl 
Sir,  I  'm  in  the  nussary,  — yes,  tar,  — and  missus  say* 
you  may  take  me  any  time,  pnrrided  you'll  take  the 
babl^,  in  the  back  parlor,  —  yea,  dr.  Number  5  in  the 
High  Street.  Hre.  Spiatt,  —  yes,  air.  Babby  has  had 
the  Bmall-pox,  —  in  case  you  'n  a  married  gentleman  with 
a  family ;  quite  safe  there,  —  yea,  air. " 
.  Vancfl  could  endure  no  more,  and,  forgetful  of  fhat 
gallantry  which  should  never  desert  tiie  male  sex,  baist 
through  tiie  phalanx  with  an  anathema,  blackening  alika 
the  beauty  and  the  virtue  of  those  on  whom  it  fell,  — 
that  would  have  justified  a  cry  of  shame  from  STei; 
manly  bosom,  and  at  once  chained  into  shrill  wrath  the 
supplicatory  tones  with  which  he  had  been  hitherto  ad- 
dressed. Down  the  street  he  hurried,  and  down  the 
street  followed  the  insulted  fair.  "  His^  hiss,  —  no 
genUeman,  no  gentleman  I  Aha  —  skulk  off —  do  —  low 
blagguidl  "  shrieked  Polly.  Prom  their  oountera  di<qp- 
folks  niabed  to  their  doors.  Bttay  dogs,  exdted  by  the 
clamor,  lan  wildly  after  the  fugitive  man,  yelping  "  in  mad- 
ding brayl "  Tance,  fearing  to  be  clawed  hj  the  females 
If  he  merely  walked,  sure  to  be  bitten  by  the  dogs  if  he 
ran,  ambled  on,  strove  to  look  oomposed,  and  carry  his 
nose  high  in  ite  native  air;  till,  clearing  the  street,  he 
saw  a  hedgerow  to  the  right;  leaped  it  with  an  agili^ 
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wIubIi  no  itiiinilas  lew  pvteniatiiial  than  thst  of  adf- 
proaarratiQn  oonld  have  given  to  bia  limlis;  and  then 
ahot  off  like  an  arroT,  and  did  not  atop,  till,  oat  of 
bnotb,  he  dropped  upon  tlie  bench  in  the  abeltering 
honeysuckle  arbor.  Here  he  was  still  funning  himoelf 
with  hia  cap,  and  muttering  unmentionable  ezpletivea, 
when  he  waa  joined  by  Lionel,  who  had  tarried  behi&d 
to  talk  more  about  Sophj  to  the  Cobble^  and  who^  nn- 
eoaseiouB  that  the  dia  which  smote  his  ear  waa  oauaed  by 
his  ill-starred  friend,  had  been  enticed  to  go  up-atoiia  and 
kx^  after  Sophy  in  the  crystal,  —  vainly.  When  T&nce 
bad  recited  hia  miaadventuies,  and  Lionel  had  sufficiently 
condoled  with  him,  it  became  time  for  the  latter  to  pay 
hia  Bhare  of  the  loU,  pack  up  bia  ksapaaok,  and  start  f  cff 
the  train.  Kow,  the  station  could  only  be  reached  by 
penetrating  the  heart  of  the  village,  and  Vance  awote 
tiiat  be  had  had  enough  of  that.  "Pette/"  said  be;  "I 
ahould  peas  right  before  J^o.  6  in  the  High  Street  and 
the  '  nnea '  and  the  '  babby '  wUl  be  there  on  the  tbza^ 
hold,  like  Viigil'a  picture  of  the  infaninj  regi<mfl  — 

'  IniantimiqtLe  atiiniia  flmtaa  is  Umiue  jsino.' 
We  will  take  leave  of  each  other  here.  I  shall  go  by 
the  boat  to  Chertsey,  whenever  I  shall  have  sufflcientlj 
recovered  my  shaken  nerves.  There  are  <me  or  two 
pictnreaque  spots  to  be  seen  in  that  neighborhood.  In 
a  few  days  I  shall  be  in  town ;  write  to  ms  there,  and 
tell  me  how  you  get  on.  Shake  hands,  and  Heaven 
speed  yoo.  But,  ahl  now  yon  have  paid  your  moie^ 
of  the  bill,  have  yoa  enough  left  bxt  iha  trsdn  I  " 

"  Oh,  yes;  the  fare  is  hut  a  few  shillings;  but,  to  be 
Boie,  a  fly  to  Fawloyt  I  ought  not  to  go  on  foot" 
(proudly) :  "  and,  too,  suppoong  he  affronts  me,  and  I 
have  to  leave  hia  house  suddenly  1  Hay  I  borrow  a 
Bovereignt  my  mother  will  call  and  repay  IL* 


.coy  Google 


100  WHAT  WILL  HI  DO  WITH  IT  ? 

Tavob  (magnifloeDttf).  —  "  Then  it  ia  tnd  not  moeb 
man  Isft  in  my  pune,  — that  cnned  Ster  and  Osztnl 
and  those  three  poimdBl  * 

XiioifBL  (sighing).  — "WhiA  wem  ao  well  apentl 
Befon  you  eell  that  picture,  do  let  ma  m^e  a  ooj^." 

Vakoe. — "  Better  tai:e  a  model  otyoorovn.  Village 
fan  of  them;  yon  could  ba^ain  with  a  porpoiae  for  half 
the  money  which  I  was  duped  into  squandering  away 
on  a  chiti  But  don't  look  so  grave;  yon  may  copy  me 
if  yon  canl " 

"  Time  to  Btart,  and  most  walk  Tnisk,  sir,"  aaid  tha 
jolly  landlord,  looking  Id. 

"Good-by,  good-hy." 

And  so  departed  Lionel  Hanghtwi  upon  an  emprise 
as  momentous  to  that  yoatl^errant  as  Perilous  Bridge 
or  Dragon's  Cave  oouM  have  been  to  knight-enant  of 
Old. 

"  Befoie  we  decide  on  having  done  with  each  other,  a 
short  visit, "  —  ao  ran  the  challenge  from  him  who  had 
everything  to  give  unto  him  who  had  eveiythhig  to  gain. 
And  how  did  Lionel  Haughton,  the  ambitionB  and  aspir- 
ing; Gcmtemplate  the  venture  is  which  socoass  would 
admit  him  within  the  gates  of  the  golden  Garduel,  an 
equal  in  the  lists  with  the  sons  of  paladins,  or  throw  him 
hack  to  the  arms  d  the  widow  who  let  a  first  floor  in  tho 
hack  streets  of  Pimliool  Truth  to  say,  as  he  strode 
tnttsiugly  towatda  the  station  for  atarting,  where  the 
Bmok»«ltmd  now  curled  from  the  wheel-track  of  iron,  — 
truth  to  say,,  the  anxious  doubt  which  disturbed  him  was 
not  that  which  his  friends  might  have  felt  on  his  behalf. 
In  words,  it  would  have  shaped  itself  thus:  "  Where  it 
thai  poor  little  Sophyl  and  what  will  become  of  her,  — 
whatt"  But  when,  launched  on  the  journey,  hurried 
(n  to  its  goal,   the  thought  of  the  oideal  before  him 
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foRed  itaelf  on  his  miiid,  he  mntteied  inly  to  hiauelf, 
*  Done  vith  each  othst ;  let  it  be  aa  he  pIoueB,  bo  that 
I  do  not  fava  on  hie  pleaaure.  Better  a  million  times 
enter  life  aa  a  pennileaa  gentleman,  who  moat  work  hia 
vay  np  like  a  man,  than  as  one  who  creeps  on  hia  knees 
into  fortune,  shaming  birthright  of  gentleman,  oi  foiling 
honor  of  man."  Therefore,  taking  into  account  the  poor 
cousin's  vigilant  pride  on  the  qui  vive  for  offence,  and 
the  rich  cousin's  temper  (as  judged  I7  his  letters)  rude 
enough  to  present  it,  we  must  own  that  if  Ziitmel  Hangh- 
t(m  has  at  this  moment  what  is  commonly  called  "a 
chance,"  the  question  as  yet  is  not,  what  is  that  chance, 
but  iohat  wiU  he  do  with  it?  And  as  the  reader  ad- 
TBQces  in  this  history,  he  will  acknowledge  that  there 
are  few  qoestbns  in  this  world  so  frequently  agitated, 
to  which  the  solution  is  more  important  to  each  puzzled 
mortal,  than  that  upon  which  starts  eTary  sage's  dis- 
oorery,  every  novelist's  plo^  —  that  whitji  applies  to 
kak's  LITE,  bom  its  first  deep  in  the  cradle,  "  What 

WILL  Ha   DO   WITH   III" 
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CHAPTEE  L 

MmltlTe  eIuHset«T  of  tlie  country  In  certain  districts  of  Qreat 
Britain. —  Connection  betireea  the  f eatiiMa  of  mrronnding  icen- 
eij  Bkd  the  mantiJ  uid  moral  InctinatioM  of  mta,  kfter  the 
&Bhion  of  all  Knuid  Ecfanological  Hutoriane.  —  A  charioteer,  lo 
whom  BO  exparience  of  Britinh  lawi  BnggestB  an  ingenione 
mode  of  amating  the  progreaa  of  Roman  Papacy,  carrtea  Lionel 
Haof hton  and  hia  fortonn  to  a  place  which  allowe  of  deecrip- 


Iiraafefy,  bat  vith  natightelee  n»enoiigh,inarailw^ 
tzMD,  to  deaeire  commcmowtiMt,  Ziioual  reached  &%  sta- 
tion to  irhich  be  ms  bound.  He  tbera  inquired  the 
distance  to  Fawley  Manor  Honee;  it  was  five  milea. 
He  ordered  a  &j,  aad  waa  eoou  wheeled  briskly  along 
a  rough  parish-road,  through  a  country  strongly  contrast- 
ing the  gay  river  sceoery  be  had  so  lately  qoitted. 
Quite  as  English,  bat  rather  the  England  of  a  former 
race  than  that  which  spreads  round  our  onu  gwieiation, 
like  one  vast  suburb  of  gaidan-ground  and  villas.  Hen, 
nor  village,  nor  spire,  nor  porter's  lodge  came  in  sight. 
Bare  even  were  the  cornfields ;  wide  spaces  of  unsnclooed 
common  opened,  solitary  and  primitive,  on  the  load, 
bordered  1^  large  woods,  chiefiy  of  beech,  olowing  the 
horizon  with  ridges  of  undulating  green.  In  such  so 
England,  Knights  Templars  might  have  wended  their 
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wfty  to  seattered  moiuBterieB,  or  fugitive  putisuu  in  tho 
bloody  Wan  of  the  Boaes  hsve  found  shelter  under  laaij 
eoverto. 

The  scene  had  its  romance,  its  beatit;^  —  h&lf  savage, 
half  gentle  —  leading  perforce  tha  mind  of  an;  culti* 
vated  and  smaginatire  gaier  far  hack  from  the  present 
day;  waking  up  long-forgotten  pasBages  from  old  poets. 
The  stillness  of  such  wastes  of  award — sooh  deepe  of 
woodland  —  indnced  the  nurture  of  revery,  gravely  soft 
and  lulling.  There,  ambition  might  give  cast  to  the 
wheel  of  Ixioa,  avarice  to  the  sieve  of  the  Danalds; 
there,  disappointed  love  might  mosa  on  the  brevil;  of 
all  human  passions,  and  count  over  the  tortnrad  haarto 
that  have  found  peace  in  holy  meditation,  or  are  now 
stilled  under  grassy  knolls.  See  where,  Kt  the  cntsaing 
of  tbree  toads  apon  the  waste,  the  landscape  suddenly 
unfolds, — an  upland  in  the  distance,  and  on  the  upland 
a  building,  the  first  sign  of  social  man.  What  is  the 
building)  Only  a  silenced  windmill,  —  the  sails  dark 
and  sharp  against  the  dull  leaden  eky. 

Lionel  touched  the  driver :  "  Are  we  yet  on  ICr. 
Darrell'e  property  t"  Of  the  extent  of  that  properly  he 
bad  involuntarily  conceived  a  vast  idea. 

"Lord,  air,  no;  we  be  two  miles  from  Squire  Dar- 
lell's.  Heha'n't  much  property  to  speak  of  hereabouts; 
but  he  bought  a  good  bit  o'  land,  too,  some  years  ago, 
ten  or  twelve  mile  t'  other  side  o'  Uie  county.  Fhst 
time  you  are  going  to  Fawley,  airl " 

"Yes." 

"  Ah  I  I  don't  mind  seeing  you  afois,  — and  I  should 
have  known  you  if  I  had;  for  it  is  seldom  indeed  I  have 
a  ftre  to  Fawley  old  Manor  Honae.  It  must  be,  I  take 
it,  four  or  five  year  ago  sin'  I  wor  then  with  a  gent,  and 
be  went  away  while  I  wor  leeding  the  hcHae,  —  did  ma 
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oot  o'  my  back  fare.  Yfhai  bianees  had  he  to  wbUc  wlwn 
became  in  my  fly  1  —  Shabby." 

"Mr.  Darrall  lives  veiy  retiied,  then,  —  aeee  few 
peiBonal" 

"  S'poee  HO,  I  neTBT  aee'd  him  as  I  knovs  on;  see'd 
two  o'  Mb  hosaee  thoogh,  —  rare  good  una;"  and  the 
driver  whipped  on  Mb  own  hoiae,  took  to  whistling,  and 
Lionel  asked  no  more. 

At  length  the  chaise  atopped  at  a  carriage  gate,  need- 
ing from  the  road,  and  deeply  ahadowed  by  venerable 
trees,  —no  lodge.  The  driver,  diamonntisg,  opened  the 
gate. 

"Is  this  the  plaoel" 

The  driver  nodded  assent,  remoant«d,  and  drove  on 
rapidly  through  what  might,  by  courtesy,  be  called  k 
pajrk.  The  enclosure  was  indeed  little  beyond  that  (rf 
a  good-sized  paddock,  —  its  bonndaries  were  visible  <m 
every  side, — but  swelling  nplands,  coveted  with  maaay 
foliags  sloped  down  to  its  wild  inegular  turf  soil :  soil 
poor  for  pasturage,  but  pleasant  to  the  eye;  with  dell 
and  dingle;  bosks  of  fantastic  pollards;  dotted  caks^cf 
vast  growth ;  here  and  there  a  weird  hollow  thom-tiee ; 
patches  of  fern  and  gone.  Hoarse  and  lond  cawed  the 
looks,  —  and  deep,  deep  as  from  the  innermoet  core  of 
Ihe  lovely  woodlands,  came  the  mellow  note  of  the 
cuckoo.  A  few  moments  more,  a  wind  of  the  road 
brought  the  house  in  sight.  At  its  rear  lay  a  piaoe  of 
water,  seaioely  large  enough  to  be  styled  a  lake,  — too 
winding  in  its  shaggy  banks ;  its  ends  too  coocealed  by 
tree  and  islet  to  be  called  by  the  dull  name  of  pond. 
Suoh  as  it  was,  it  arrested  the  eye  before  the  gaze  tamed 
towards  the  house, —  it  had  an  air  of  tmnquillify  so 
seqnestflTed,  so  solemn.  A  lively  man  of  the  world 
would  have  been  seised  with  spleen  at  the  fitst  glimpse 
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of  it)  bnt  lie  wlio  liad  known  Bome  great  grief — aonu 
anxioos  care  —  would  have  drunk  the  calm  into  Ms 
weary  soul  like  kd  anodyne.  The  hoose,  — small,  low, 
ancient,  about  the  date  of  Edward  VI. ,  before  the  etate- 
lier  orchiteotuie  of  Elizabeth.  Few  houses  in  England 
so  old,  indeed,  as  Fawley  Manor  Hooae.  A  vast  weight 
of  roof,  with  high  gables;  windows  on  the  upper  story 
projecting  tsx  over  the  lower  part;  a  covered  porch  with 
a  coat  of  ha  If -obliterated  anna  deep  panelled  over  the 
oak  door.  Nothing  grand,  yet  all  how  venerable)  But 
what  ia  this  ?  Close  beside  the  old  quiet  unaesuising 
Manor  Hoose  rises  the  skeleton  of  a  superb  and  costly 
pile,  —  a  palace  uncompleted,  and  the  work  eridently 
suspended,  perhaps  loi^  since,  perhaps  now  forever. 
So  busy  workmen  nor  animated  aeaffoldli^.  The  per- 
forated battlements  roofed  over  with  visible  haste, — 
here  with  slate,  there  with  tile;  the  Elizabethan  mul- 
lion  casements  onglazed;  some  roughly  boarded  across, 
—  some  with  staring  forlorn  apertuies,  tiiat  showed  floor- 
less  chambers,  for  winds  to  wfaistie  throu^,  and  rate  to 
tenant.  Weeds  and  long  grass  were  growing  over  blocks 
of  stone  that  lay  at  hand.  A  wallflower  had  forced  it- 
self into  root  on  Uie  sill  of  a  giant  oriel.  The  efieot  was 
startling.  A  fabric  which  he  who  oonceived  it  must 
have  founded  for  posterity,  —  so  solid  its  masonry,  so 
thick  its  walls,  — and  thus  abruptly  left  to  moulder;  » 
palace  constructed  for  the  reception  of  crowding  guests, 
— the  pomp  of  stately  revels,  —  abandoned  to  owl  and 
bat.  And  the  homely  old  house  beside  it,  which  that 
lordly  ball  was  doabtless  designed  to  replaos,  looking  so 
safe  and  tranqnil  at  the  baffled  ptesomptioa  of  its  gpectial 
neighbor. 

The  driver  had  rung  the  bell,  and  now  taming  imA 
to  ^e  chaise,  met  Lionel's  inquiring  eye,  and  said. 
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"Tm;  Sqnira  Darrell  began  to  build  tlut  —  many  yean 
ago  —  when  I  wae  a  boy.  I  heeid  >ay  it  was  to  be  Uka 
aboT-hoase  of  the  whole  cotqi^.  Been  alo|^>ed  tbeae 
tea  or  a  doten  yens." 

"  Whyt —  do  yoaknorT" 

"  No  one  kuova.  Squire  ww  s  laiyu,  I  b'leve,  — 
petbapa  be  put  it  into  Chancery.  Hy  wife's  giandbther 
waa  put  into  Chancery  jist  aa  he  waa  growing  ap,  and 
never  grew  afterwards, — never  got  out  o'  it;  nont  ever 
does.  There  'a  our  chnrchworden  cornea  to  me  with  a 
petition  to  sign  ag'in  the  Pope.  Saye  I, '  That  old  Pope 
is  alwaya  in  trouble, —  what  'a  he  bin  doin'  now  f '  Says 
he,  'SpnadingI  He  'a  argot  into  Parlyment,  and  ha  *s 
now  got  a  colledge,  and  we  pays  for  it.  I  does  n't  know 
how  to  stop  him. '  Saya  I, 'Put  the  Pope  into  Chancery, 
along  with  wife's  giaodfather,  and  he  '11  never  spread 
ag'in.'" 

The  driver  had  thus  just  disposed  of  the  Papaoy 
when  an  elderly  eervant,  ont  of  livery,  opened  the  door. 
Lionel  sprung  from  the  chaise,  and  paused  in  some  con- 
fusion; for  then,  for  the  first  time,  there  darted  across 
bim  the  idea  that  he  had  never  written  to  announce  his 
acceptance  of  Mr,  Darrell's  invitation;  that  he  ought  to 
hare  done  so;  that  he  might  not  be  expected.  Mean* 
while  the  aerrant  anrveyed  bim  with  some  surprise. 
"  Mr.  Darrell !  "  hesitated  Lionel,  inquiringly. 

"Ifot  at  borne,  air,"  replied  the  man,  as  if  Lionel's 
business  was  over,  and  he  had  only  to  re-enter  Me  chaise. 
The  boy  was  naturally  rather  bold  than  shy,  and  he 
said,  with  a  certain  assured  aii,  "My  name  is  Haugbton. 
I  come  bare  on  Mr.  Darrell's  invitation," 

The  servant's  face  changed  in  a  moment,  — he  bowed 
respectfully.  "  I  beg  pardon,  sir,  I  will  look  for  my 
master, — he  is  somewhere  on  the  grounds."    The  ser- 
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Tsnt  ttLen  appioached  the  flj,  took  out  ttie  knapeuk, 
mod  obnrving  Lionel  Itad  his  pune  in  Mb  hand,  aaid, 
"  Allow  ma  to  save  you  that  tioable,  eii.  DriTor,  round 
to  the  Btable-janL"  Stepping  back  into  the  booee,  ttw 
oemut  threv  opea  a  door  to  the  left,  on  entranoe,  and 
advanced  a  cbait:  "  If  yoQ  will  wait  hen  a  n 
I  will  see  for  m;  maotor." 
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CHAPTER  n. 

0^  Dwrall,— Md  StiO'd  Ufa. 

Thb  Toom  in  vhich  Lionel  hot  found  himMlf  vh 
siDgolailj  quaint.  An  (tntiquarian  or  uchitect  would 
have  discovend  &t  a  gUnoe  that,  at  aome  period,  it  had 
foimed  port  of  the  entoauce-hall ;  and  when,  in  Eliia- 
hetJi'i  or  Jamea  the  Fint's  day,  the  lefiuament  in  man* 
nera  began  to  peaefarate  from  baronial  msnaiong  to  the 
homes  of  tile  gentry,  and  the  entrance-hall  ceased  to  be 
the  oommon  refectory  of  the  owner  and  his  dependanta, 
thia  apartment  had  been  screened  off  by  perforated  panels, 
which,  for  the  sake  of  warmth  and  comfort,  had  been 
filled  up  into  solid  wainscot  by  a  auooeeding  generation. 
Thus,  one  side  of  the  room  waa  richly  carved  wiUi 
geometrical  deaigna  and  aiabeaqoe  pilasten,  while  the 
other  three  sides  were  in  small  nimple  panels ,  with  a  deep, 
fantsstic  frioEe  in  plaster,  depicting  a  deer-chase  in  relief, 
and  running  between  woodwork  and  ceiling.  The  oeil- 
ing  iteelf  waa  relieved  by  long  pendants,  without  any 
appaient  meaning,  and  by  the  cteat  of  the  Darrells,  —  a 
heron,  wreathed  toond  with  the  family  motto,  "  Ardua 
petit  Ardea. "  It  was  a  dining~room,  as  was  shown  by 
the  chancter  of  the  furniture.  But  there  was  no  attempt 
on  the  part  of  ttie  present  owner,  and  there  had  dearly 
been  none  <m  the  part  of  his  predeoeesoi,  to  suit  the 
fumitnre  to  the  room.  The  furniture,  indeed,  waa  of 
the  heavy,  graceless  taste  of  George  the  Tint,— oum- 
Innis  ohaiia  in  walnnt'tree,  with  a  worm-eaten  mosaio 
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of  the  henm  on  their  homely  backs,  and  &  foded  bine 
worat«d  on  their  seats ;  a.  marvelloiisljr  ugljr  aideboaid  to 
match,  and  on  it  a  coaple  of  black  ah^^reen  caaea,  the 
lida  of  which  ware  flung  open,  and  discoverad  the  pistol- 
shaped  handlea  of  silver  kuiTes.'  Themantlepiece  roached 
to  tiie  ceiling,  in  panelled  compartments,  with  heraldic 
ahielda,  and  BuppHjrted  by  nide,  stone  Oaiyatides.  On 
the  walls  were  sereral  pictures,  —  family  portraits,  for 
the  namea  were  inscribed  on  the  frames.  They  varied 
in  date  from  the  reign  of  Elixabeth  to  that  of  George  I. 
A  strong  family  likeness  pervaded  them  all, —  hi^ 
features,  dark  hair,  grave  aspects;  aare,  indeed,  oaa,  a 
Sir  Ralph  Haughton  Darrell,  tn  a  dress  that  qx>ke  him 
of  the  holiday  date  of  Charles  II. ,  —  all  knots,  la49e,  utd 
ribbons, — evidently  the  beau  of  the  race;  and  he  had 
blue  eyes,  a  blond  peruke,  a  careless  profligate  amile; 
and  looked  altogether  as  devil-me-care,  rakehelly,  hand- 
aome,  good-for-uaught,  aa  ever  swore  at  a  dnwer,  beat 
a  watchmui,  charmed  a  lady,  terrified  a  hnsband,  and 
hummed  a  song  as  he  pinked  hia  man. 

Lionel  was  still  gasing  upon  the  efiBgies  of  this  airy 
cavalier,  when  the  door  behind  him  (^>ened  very  noise- 
lessly, and  a  man  of  imposing  presence  stood  on  the 
threshold, — stood  so  still,  and  the  carved  mouldings  of 
the  doorway  so  shadowed,  and,  as  it  were,  cased  round 
hia  figure,  that  Lionel,  on  turning  quickly,  might  have 
mistaken  him  for  a  portrait  brougbt  into  bold  nlief, 
from  its  frame,  by  a  sudden  fall  of  light.  We  hear  it, 
indeed,  familiarly  said  that  such  an  one  is  like  an  old 
picture.  Never  could  it  be  more  appositely  said  than 
of  the  face  on  which  the  young  visitor  gazed,  much  star- 
tled and  somewhat  awed.  Not  auch  as  inferior  limneis 
had  painted  in  the  poitraito  tiiere,  thongh  it  had  some' 
thing  in  common  with  those  family  lineaments,  but  nieh 
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u  might  bAve  IcMked  txanqoil  pover  out  of  the  cums 
of  Titian. 

Tfa«  man  stepped  forward,  and  tiie  illnsioa  paaeed. 
**I  thank  yon,"  he  wdd,  holding  out  hie  huid,  "for 
taking  me  at  mj  void,  and  answering  nte  thna  in  per- 
Bon,"  He  paiued  a  moment,  eorveying  Lionel's  eonn- 
tenance  with  a  keen  bat  not  unkindly  eye,  and  added 
eoftly,  "Very  like  your  fathor." 

At  tiieae  words  Lionel  involuntarily  preaaed  the  hand 
which  be  had  taken.  That  hand  did  not  return  the 
[OQSBure.  It  lay  an  instant  in  Lionel's  warm  clasp, — ^ 
not  repelling,  not  responding,  —  and  was  t^en  very 
gently  withdrawn. 

"  Did  yon  come  from  London  1  " 

"No,  sir;  I  foond  your  letter  yesterday  at  Hampton 
Court  I  had  been  staying  some  days  in  that  neighbor- 
hood. 1  oame  on  this  morning,  —  1  was  afraid  too  nn- 
ceiemoniously ;  your  kind  welcome  reassures  me  there." 

The  words  were  well  ohoseii  and  frankly  said.  Prob- 
ably they  pleased  the  host;  for  the  expresnion  of  his 
countenance  was,  on  the  whole,  propitious;  but  he 
merely  inclined  Ms  head  with  a  kind  of  lofty  indiffar- 
ence,  tiien,  glancing  at  his  watch,  he  rang  the  bell. 
The  servant  entered  promptly.  "  Let  dinner  be  aerred 
within  sn  hour." 

"Pray,  sir,"  said  Lionel,  "do  not  change  your  hours 
otx  my  aeooont." 

Hr.  Danell's  Ivow  slightly  oonbacted.  Lionel's  tact 
was  in  &nlt  there ;  but  the  great  man  answered  quietly, 
"  All  hoars  are  the  same  to  me ;  and  it  were  strange  if 
a  boat  could  be  deranged  by  consideration  to  his  guest, 
— on  the  first  day  too.  Are  you  tired  f  Would  you 
like  to  go  to  your  room,  or  look  out  for  half  an  hourt 
The  sky  is  clearing." 
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"  I  shoold  BO  like  to  look  oat,  sir. " 

"  This  way  then. " 

Mr.  Darrell,  oroBBiiig  the  hall,  thiew  opea  s  dooi 
opposite  to  that  by  which  Lionel  entered,  and  the  lake 
(we  will  80  call  it)  lay  befora  them,  separated  from  the 
house  only  by  a  shelving  gndoal  dediTi^,  on  whieh 
weie  a  few  beds  of  flowers,  —  sot  the  most  in  vogue 
nowadays,  —  and  disposed  in  mmbling,  old-fashioned 
parterres.  At  one  angle,  a  quaint  sad  dilapidated  sun- 
dial; at  the  other, along  bowling-alley,  terminated  by 
one  of  those  summer-houses  which  the  Dutch  taste,  fol- 
lowing Uie  EeTolution  of  1688,  bronght  into  fashion, 
Mr.  Danetl  passed  down  tbis  alley  (no  bowLa  tiiere  now) , 
and,  observing  that  Lionel  looked  curiously  towards  the 
summer-house,  of  which  the  doors  stood  open,  entend  it. 
A  lofty  room  with  coved  ceiling,  painted  with  BtHnan 
trophies  of  helms  and  fasces,  alt«niated  witli  crossed  fifes 
and  fiddles,  painted  also. 

"  Amsterdam  manners,"  said  He.  Darrell,  slightly 
shrugging  his  shoulders.  "Here  a  former  laoe  beud 
mosic,  sung  glees,  and  smoked  from  clay  pipes.  That 
age  soon  passed,  onsuited  to  English  energies,  which  are 
not  to  be  united  with  Holland  phlegm  I  But  the  view 
from  the  window,  —  look  out  there.  I  wonder  whether 
men  in  wigs  and  women  in  hoops  eitjoyed  that.  It  is  » 
mercy  they  did  not  clip  those  banks  Into  a  straight  canal !  " 

The  view  was  indeed  lovely,  —  the  water  looked  so 
blue  and  so  large  uid  so  limpid,  woods  and  curving 
banks-  reflected  deep  on  ite  peaceful  bosom. 

"  How  Vance  would  e&joy  tbisi  "  cried  Lionel.  "  It 
would  C4Hue  into  a  picture  even  better  thui  the  Thames. " 

"Vance, — who  is  Vance)" 

"The  artist— a  great  friend  of  mine.  Surely,  mx, 
you  have  heard  of  him,  or  seen  his  picturesi " 
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*  HimaoU  and  hia  piatntM  ue  nnoa  my  timie.    Dkjtb 
tnad  down  day  a  for  ths  reeluae,  sad  he  focgeta  tiiat  oeleb- 
ritiea  rise  with  their  soiu  to  wans  with  theii  mooiu— 
'  Trnditor  diet  die, 
NovMqne  pergunt  intorin  laxm.' " 

"  All  anna  do  not  aet;  all  moons  do  not  waaal  "  cried 
Xfionel,  with  blnnt  enthnaisam.  "  Wh«n  Hoiaoe  apeaka 
elaewheieof  the  Julianatar,  hecomparasittoamoon,^ 
'titter  t^n«>  mtnoraa,'  —  and  auraly  Fame  ia  not  ammg 
the  oibe  which  'petyunt  interire,' — hasten  on  to 
petiahl" 

. "  I  am  f^ad  to  aee  that  you  retain  jonr  leoollection  of 
Hoiace,"  aaid  Ui.  Darrell,  frigidly,  and  without  eon- 
tianiag  the  allaaion  to  colebritiea ;  "  the  most  channin^ 
of  all  poata  to  a  man  of  my  yean,  and  "  (he  veiy  dryly 
added)  "  ths  moat  useful  for  popular  qnotatum  to  men  at 
any  ago." 

Then  aannteriag  forth  careleaaly,  ha  descended  the 
aloping  tuif,  came  to  the  water-aide,  and  threw  himaeU 
at  length  on  the  giasa,— ths  wild  thyme  which  h» 
eruahed  sent  op  ita  hmiaed  fmgiaace.  There,  resting 
hia  face  on  his  hand,  Darrell  gazed  along  the  water  in 
abatraeted  cdlenca.  Lionel  fslt  that  ha  was  forgotten; 
hut  he  was  not  hurt  By  this  time  a  strong  and  admir- 
ii^[  intaiest  for  his  cousin  had  sprang  np-  within  hia 
breast,  —  he  would  havs  found  it  difficult  to  explain 
why,  Bnt  whosoever  at  that  momsnt  could  have  seen 
Qnj  Darrell's  musing  countenanoer  or  whosoever,  a  few 
minutes  befors,  could  have  heard  the  very  sound  of  hia 
voice,  —  Bwestly,  dsarly  full;  each  slow  enunciation 
una&ctedly,  mallovly  distiitet;  nuking  muaical'  the 
homeliest,  roughest  word,  would  have  underatood  and 
shared  the  interest  which  Lionel  could  not  ezpiaio. 
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Then  are  living  hamui  taaea  which,  indepeadentlj  of 
mere  physioftl  beauty,  (diana  and  enthrall  its  more  than 
the  nwet  perfect  lineamestB  whioh  Greek  sculptor  ever 
lent  to  a  marble  face;  there  ue  key-notes  in  the  thrill- 
ing human  voice,  simply  uttered,  which  can  haunt  the 
heart,  rouse  iba  peseione,  lull  rampant  multitudes, 
shake  into  dust  the  thrones  of  guarded  kings,  and  effeot 
more  wonders  than  ever  yet  have  been  wrought  by  tiM 
moat  artful  chorus  or  the  deftest  quill. 

In  a  few  miuutea  the  swans  from  the  further  end  ot 
the  water  oame  sailing  swiftly  towards  the  bank  tm 
whioh  Darrell  reclined.  He  had  evidently  made  ftieoda 
with  them,  and  ttiey  rested  their  white  breasts  dose  on 
the  margin,  seeking  to  olaim  his  notice  with  a  low  hiss- 
ing salutation,  which,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  they  ahanga  for 
something  less  sibilant  in  that  fomous  song  with  which 
they  depart  this  life. 

Dartell  looked  up.  "  They  come  to  be  fed,"  said  ho, 
—  "smooth  emblems  of  the  great  social  nnion.  Affec- 
tion is  t^e  ofispring  of  utility.  I  am  useful  to  them,  — 
they  love  me."  He  rose,  uncovered,  and  bowed  to  the 
birds  in  mock  coortecy,  "  Friends,  I  have  no  bread  to 
give  you." 

LioKEL. — "Let  me  run  in  foi  some:  I  would  be 
useful  too." 

Mb.  DARBBLiM—*'BivBl[— useful  to  my  swans  t" 

Lionel  (tenderly).  —"Ot  to  you,  sir." 

He  felt  as  if  he  had  said  too  much,  and  without  wait- 
ing for  permission,  ran  indoora  to  find  some  one  whom 
he  could  ask  for  the  bread. 

'  Sonleaa,  childless,  hopeless, objectlesel"  said  Darnll 
munnuringly  to  himself,  and  sunk  i^ain  into  reveiy. 

By  the  time  Lionel  returned  with  the  bread,  another 
patted  friend  had  joined  the  master.     A  tame  doe  had 
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Caught  sight  of  him  from  her  covert  far  awftj,  came  in 
light  bounds  to  his  side,  and  was  pushing  her  deMcate 
nostril  into  his  drooping  hand.  At  the  sound  of  Lionel's 
hurried  step,  she  took  flight,  trotted  off  a  few  paces,  then 
turned,  looking  wistfully. 

"  I  did  not  know  yon  had  deer  here." 

"Deerl  —  in  this  little  paddock!  —  of  course  not;  only 
ttiat  doe.  Fairthom  introduced  het  here.  By  the  1^," 
continued  Darrell,  who  was  now  throwing  the  bread  to 
the  swans,  and  had  resumed  his  careless  unmeditativo 
manner,  *  you  were  not  aware  that  I  have  a  brother  her- 
mit, —  a  companion  besides  the  swans  and  the  doe.  Dick 
Fairthom  is  a  year  or  two  younger  than  myself,  —  the 
son  of  my  father's  bailifi'.  He  was  the  cleverest  boy  at 
his  grammar-school.  Unluckily  he  took  to  the  flute, 
and  unfitted  himself  for  the  present  century.  He  con- 
descends, however,  to  act  as  my  secntaiy, —  a  fair  clas- 
sical scholar ;  plays  chess ;  is  useful  to  me ,  —  I  am  useful 
to  him.  We  have  on  affection  for  each  other.  I  never 
forgive  any  one  who  laughs  at  him.  The  half-hour  bell, 
and  you  will  meet  him  at  dinner.  Bh&U  we  come  in  and 
diessl" 

They  entered  tiie  house,  —  the  same  man-servant  was 
in  attendance  in  the  hall.  "  Show  Mr.  Haughton  to  his 
room."  Darrell  inclined  his  head,  —  I  use  that  phrase, 
for  the  gesture  was  neither  bow  nor  nod,  —  turned  down 
a  narrow  passage  and  disappeared. 

Led  ap  an  uneven  staircase  of  oak,  block  as  ebony, 
with  huge  balustrades,  and  newel-posts  supporting 
clumsy  bolls,  Lionel  was  conducted  t6  a  small  cham- 
ber, modernized  a  centuiy  ago  by  a  faded  Chinese  paper, 
and  a  mahogany  bedstead,  which  took  np  three  fonrths 
of  the  space,  and  was  crested  with  dingy  plumes,  that 
gave  it  the  cheerful  look  of  a  hearse;  and  Uiero  the  atr 
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tendant  said, "  Have  yon  the  ke;  of  joui  knapeaok,  cart 
Shall  I  put  out  youi  thinge  to  drees  1 "  Diesa!  Then 
for  the  fiiBt  time  the  boy  lemembered  that  he  had  hioa^t 
with  him  DO  eTening  dress, -r  nay,  eveoing  dress,  prop- 
erly so  called,  he  possessed  not  at  all  in  any  oomer  of 
the  world.  It  had  nevet  yet  entered  into  his  modes  of 
existence.  Call  to  mind  when  you  were  a  boy  of  seven- 
teen , "  betwixt  two  (^es  hovering  like  a  star,"  and  imagine 
Iiiouel's  sensations.  He  felt  his  cheek  bum  as  If  he  had 
been  detected  in  a  crime.  "I  have  no  dress  things," 
he  said  piteously;*  only  a  change  of  linen,  and  this," 
glancing  at  the  summer  jacket.  The  servant  was  evi- 
dently a  most  gentlemanlike  man,  —  hie  native  sphere 
that  of  ;gioom  of  tiie  chambers.  "  I  will  mention  it  to 
Mr.  Datrell ;  and  if  you  will  favor  me  with  your  address 
in  London,  I  will  send  to  tel^raph  for  what  you  want 
against  to-morrow." 

"  Many  thanks,"  answered  Lionel,  recovering  his  pteft- 
ence  of  mind;  "  I  will  speak  to  Mr,  Darrell  myself." 

"  There  is  the  hot  water,  sir^  that  la  the  bell.  I  have 
the  honor  to  be  placed  at  your  commands. "  The  door 
closed,  and  Lionel  unlocked  his  knapsack;  other  trou* 
sen,  other  waistcoat  had  he,  —  those  worn  at  the  fair, 
and  once  white.  Alas!  they  had  not  since  then  passed 
to  the  care  of  the  laundress.  Other  shoes,  —  double- 
soled  for  walking.  There  was  no  help  for  it  but  to  ap- 
pear at  dinner,  attired  as  he  hod  been  before,  in  his  light 
pedestrian  jacket,  morning  waistcoat  flowered  with 
sprigs,  and  a  fawn-colored  nether  man.  Could  it  sig- 
nify much,  —  only  two  meat  Could  the  grave  Mr. 
Darrell  regard  snch  trifles  t  —  Tee,  if  (iiey  intimated 
want  of  du0  respect. 

"  Dunim  t  sed  fit  levins  Patienlia 
Quic4iuid  coirigere  est  ne&s." 
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On  deBcending  the  stain,  the  game  high-brad  domeetio 
was  in  vaiting  to  show  him  into  the  library.  Mr.  Dar- 
nil  was  there  already,  in  the  simple  but  puaotiliouB 
ooeturoe  of  a  gentleman  who  retains  in  seduBion  the 
habits  cuBt«mary  in  the  world.  At  the  first  glance 
Lionel  thought  he  saw  a  slight  cloud  of  displeasure  on 
his  host's  brow.  He  went  up  to  Mr.  Danell  ingenu- 
oosly,  and  apoli^ied  for  the  deficiencies  of  his  itinerant 
wardrobe.  "  Say  the  truth,"  said  his  host;  "  yon  thought 
you  wen  coming  to  an  old  chorl,  with  whom  oeremony 
was  misplaoed. " 

'  Indeed  no! "  exclaimed  Lionel.  *  Bat — hntl  hare 
BO  lately  left  school." 

"  Yom  mother  might  bare  thought  tor  yoa." 

"  I  did  not  stay  to  consult  her,  indeed,  sir;  1  hope  you 
are  not  offended. " 

"  No,  bnt  let  nw  not  offend  yon  if  I  take  advant^e  of 
my  yeoiB  and  onr  lelationship  to  remark  tiat  a  young 
man  sfaottld  be  canfnl  not  to  let  himself  down  below  Oie 
standard  of  hia  own  rank.  If  a  king  oonld  bear  to  hear 
that  he  was  only  a  ceremonial,  a  private  gentleman  may 
remember  that  there  is  bat  a  oerMnonial  between  him- 
self and' — his  hatter  I" 

Lionel  felt  the  color  mount  his  brow;  bat  Dsrrell 
presaing  the  distasteful  theme  no  faithei,  and  seemingly 
forgetting  its  purport,  tamed  his  lemarks  caielotsly 
towards  the  weather.  "  It  will  be  fair  to-monow ; 
there  is  no  mist  on  the  hill  yonder.  Since  yon  have  a 
painter  for  a  friend,  perhaps  you  yoarself  are  a  draogfats- 
man.  There  are  some  landseape-effscts  here  which  Fair- 
thorn  shall  point  out  to  yon." 

"I  fear,  Mr.  Darrell,"  said  Lionel,  looking  down, 
*  diat  to-monow  I  most  leave  you." 

"So  Boonl  Well,  I  suppose  the  place  must  be  very 
dnUt" 
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"Not  that — notdiat;  faut  I  have  oflbnded  yon,  and  1 
▼onld  not  lepeat  tbe  offence.  I  have  not  ttke  'oeiemoniftl ' 
neoeasuy  to  mark  ma  as  a  gentleman,  —  either  hen  or  at 
home. " 

"  So!  Bohl  ftanknesa  and  ready  wit  command  cere- 
monials," returned  Darrell,  and  for  the  first  time  hia 
lip  wore  a  smile.  "  Let  me  present  to  you  Mr.  Faii- 
thom,"  as  the  door,  opening,  diowed  a  shambling,  awk- 
ward figure,  with  loose ,  black  knee-breeches  and  budded 
shoes.  The  figore  made  a  atrai^  sidelong  bow;  and 
hnirying  in  a  lateral  course,  like  a  crab  suddenly 
ftlarmed,  towards  a  dim  recess  protected  by  a  loi^  table, 
sunk  behind  a  curtain-fold,  and  seemed  to  ranish  as  a 
crab  does  amidat  the  shingles. 

"  Three  minutea  yet  to  dinner,  and  two  before  the 
letter-carrier  goes,"  said  the  host,  glancing  at  his  watch. 
"  M>.  Fairthom ,  will  yon  write  a  note  for  me  t "  There 
was  a  mutter  from  behiod  the  curtain.  Dairell  walked 
to  the  place,  and  whispered  a  few  words,  returned  to  the 
hearth,  rang  the  bell.  "  Another  letter  for  the  post, 
Mills:  Mr.  Fairthom  is  sealing  it.  You  are  looking  at 
my  book-ahelres,  Lionel.  As  1  understand  that'  your 
master  spoke  highly  of  you,  I  prasume  that  yuu  are  fond 
of  leading." 

"  I  think  so,  but  I  am  not  sure,"  answered  Lionel, 
whom  his  cousin's  conciliatory  words  had  restored  to 
esM  and  good-humor. 

"  You  mean,  perhaps,  that  you  like  reading,  if  you 
may  chooee  yoor  own  books." 

'  Or  rather,  if  I  may  choose  my  own  time  to  read 
them,  and  that  would  not  be  on  bright  summer  days." 

"Without  saoriflcing  bright  summei  days,  one  finds 
one  has  made  little  progress  when  bhe  long  winl«r  nights 
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'  T«8,  nr.  Bat  must  the  ncrific«  be  pud  in  bookal 
I  fuLoy  I  learned  u  mnch  in  the  pla^gioimd  as  I  did  in 
the  schoolroom;  and  for  the  last  few  months,  in  much 
my  own  master,  reading  haid,  in  the  forenoon,  it  is  trae, 
for  many  hours  at  a  stretch;  and  yet  again  for  a  few 
hours  at  evening,  but  rambling  also  through  the  stnete; 
or  listening  to  a  few  friends  whom  I  have  contrired  to 
make,  — I  think,  if  I  can  boast  of  any  progress  at  all, 
the  books  have  the  smaller  share  in  it" 

'  You  would,  then,  prefer  an  active  life  to  a  studious 
one." 

"Oh,  yes,  —  yes." 

"Dinner  is  served,"  said  the  decorous  Mr.  Kills, 
throwing  open  the  door. 
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OHAPTEE  m. 

In  onr  ha/ppf  ttnatty  tn*if  man's  haatiB  ii  bla  cMtb.  Btt  bi>» 
tmt  MoDtl;  be  loitify  it,  Care  eaten,  m  anrelj  m  ahe  did  in 
Honce's  time,  throagh  the  p^ticce  of  ft  Roman's  liUa.  Nor, 
whether  ceiliogfi  be  fretted  with  gold  and  iTorj',  or  whether  only 
colored  with  whitewash,  does  it  matter  to  Care  an;  mote  than 
H  doee  to  a  hoaae-fly.  Bat  artrj  tree,  be  it  cedar  or  blackthorn, 
can  harbor  its  sln^ng-Mrd ;  and  few  ue  the  homes  in  which, 
from  nooks  least  raipected,  there  starts  not  a  mnaic.  Is  ft  quite 
tme  that  "  roh  aviiun  dtharsqne  cantna  somnnm  redncent "  ! 
Wonld  not  even  Damocles  hinuelf  have  forgotten  the  sword,  if 
the  Intfr-plajer  had  chanced  on  the  noteH  that  Inll  1 

The  dinner  woa  umple  enough,  but  well  diesaed  and 
well  served.  One  footman,  in  plain  lively ,  aviated  Mr. 
Mills.  Danell  ate  sparingly,  and  diank  only  wat«r, 
which  wt)B  placed  by  his  side  iced,  with  a  single  glass 
of  wine  at  the  close  of  the  repast,  which  he  diauk  oa 
bending  his  bead  to  Lionel  with  a  certain  knightly 
grace,  and  the  prefatoiy  words  of  "  Welcome  here  to  » 
HaughtMi."  Mr.  Fairthom  was  less  abetomions,— 
tasted  of  ever;  dish,  after  examining  it  long  through 
a  pair  of  tortoise-ehell  epeotacles,  and  drank  leisutely 
through  a  bottle  of  port,  holding  up  every  glass  to  tlie 
light.  Dairell  talked  with  his  usmil  oold  but  not  un- 
courteous  indifference.  A  remark  of  Lionel's  on  tbe 
portraits  in  the  room  tamed  the  conversation  chiefly 
upon  pictures,  and  the  host  showed  himself  thoroughly 
accomplished  in  the  attributes  of  the  rarious  schools  and 
mastors.  Lionel,  who  was  very  fond  of  the  art,  and 
indeed  painted  well  for  a  youthful  amateur,  listAned 
with  great  delight. 
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"Snielyi  sir,"  said  be,  etmck  mnoh  wiA  a  .fsij 
mbtle  observation  npoD  the  causes  iriij  tim  Italian 
inaat«T8  admit  of  copyists  with  greater  facility  tbaa 
tiie  Flemish, — '"surely,  sir,  7011  youiseU  moat  hara 
praetiBed  the  art  of  paintingt " 

"Not  I;  but  I  instructed  myself  as  a  jiidge  of  pio- 
tores,  because  at  one  time  I  was  a  collector." 

Fairthom,  speaking  for  the  first  timer  "The  rarest 
collection,  —  such  Albert  Dnient  each  Holbeins!  and 
ttiat  head  by  Leonardo  da  Vincil "  He  stopped;  looked 
extrcmely  frightened;  belped  himself  to  the  port,  toni- 
ing  his  back  upon  his  host,  to  hold,  as  osnal,  the  glass 
to  the  light. 

"  Are  they  here,  «ir  T "  asked  Lionel. 

Danell'a  face  darkened,  and  he  made  no  answer;  bat 
hia  head  sank  on  his  breaBt,  and  he  seemed  suddenly 
absorbed  in  gloomy  thought.  Lionel  felt  that  he  had 
touched  a  wrong  chord,  and  glanced  timidly  towards 
Fairthom;  but  that  gentleman  cautiously  held  up  his 
finger,  and  then  rapidly  put  it  to  his  lip,  and  aa  rapidly 
drew  it  away.  After  that  signal,  the  boy  did  not  dare 
to  break  the  silence,  which  now  lasted  uninterruptedly 
till  Darrell  rose,  and  with  the  formal  and  Buperfluous 
qneatian,  "  Any  more  wine  t "  led  the  way  back  to  the 
libniy.  There  he  ensconced  himself  in  an  easy-chair, 
and  saying,  "Will  you  find  a  book  for  yourself, 
Lionel^"  took  a  volume  at  random  from  the  nearest 
shelf,  and  soon  seemed  absorbed  in  its  contents.  The 
room,  made  irregular  by  bey-windowa,  and  shelves  that 
projectod  as  in  public  libraries,  abounded  with  nook  and 
recess.  To  one  of  these  Fairthom  sidled  himself,  aod 
became  invisible.  Lionel  looked  round  the  shelves. 
No  belles  lettret  of  our  immediate  generation  were 
found  there, — none  of  those  authors  most  in  request 
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in  aueaUting  libraries  and  liteiaiy  inBtitntes.  The 
shelves  discloeed  no  poets,  no  esBkyists,  no  novelists, 
more  ncsnt  than  ths  Johnsonian  age.  ITeithei  in  the 
lawyer's  librsi?  were  to  be  found  any  law-books, — 
no,  nor  the  pamphlets  and  parliamentai;  volumes  that 
should  have  spoken  of  the  once  eager  politician.  But 
there  were  frapeib  copies  of  the  ancient  clasBica.  French 
and  Italian  authors  were  not  wanting,  nor  such  of  the 
English  as  have  withstood  the  test  of  time.  The  la^er 
portion  of  the  shelves  seemed,  however,  devoted  to  phil- 
osophical works.  Here  alone  was  novelty  admitted,  — 
the  newest  essays  on  seience,  or  the  best  editi<Mis  of  old 
works  thereon.  Lionel  at  length  made  hisdioice,  —  a 
volume  of  the  "  Faerie  Queen. "  Gofiee  was  served ;  at 
a  later  hoar  tea.  The  olook  steock  ten.  Dairell  laid 
down  his  boolc. 

"Mr.  Fairthom,  —  the  flute!  " 

From  the  recess  a  mutter;  and  presently  —  the  musi- 
cian remaining  still  hidden — there  name  forth  the 
sweetest  note, — so  dulcet,  so  plaintivel  Lionel's  ear 
was  ravished.  The  music  suited  well  with  the  en- 
chanted page,  through  which  his  fancy  hod  been  wan- 
dering dream-like,  —  the  flute  with  the  "  Faerie  Queen. " 
As  the  air  flowed  liquid  on,  Lionel's  eyes  filled  with 
tears.  He  did  not  observe  that  Darrell  was  intently 
watching  him.  When  the  music  stopped,  he  turned 
aside  to  wipe  the  teara  from  his  eyes.  Somehow  or 
other,  whai  with  the  poem,  what  with  the  flut«,  his 
thoughts  had  wandered  far,  far  henoe  to  the  green  honks 
and  Uue  waves  of  the  Thames,  — to  Sophy's  charming 
&ee,  to  her  partii^  childish  gifti  And  where  was  she 
now  1  WhiUier  passing  away,  after  so  brief  a  holiday, 
into  Qm  shadows  of  forlorn  lifel 

Damll's  hell-like  voice  smote  his  ear. 
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"  Spenser  I    You  love  him  I    Do  70U  write  poetry  I  " 

"  No  Bir;  I  only  feel  it  I  " 

"  Do  neither  1 "  said  the  host,  abruptly.  Then,  turn- 
ing away,  he  lighted  his  candle,  moimured  a  quick  good- 
night, and  disappeared  through  a  side-doot  which  led  to 
bis  own  nmms, 

Lionel  looked  round  for  Fairthom,  who  now  emerged 
ab  angulo,  —  from  hie  nook. 

"  Oh,  Hr.  Fairthom,  how  you  haye  anohanted  me  I 
I  never  believed  the  flute  could  have  been  capable  of 
ttuch  effect!  " 

Mr.  Fairthom's  grotesque  face  lighted  up.  He  took 
off  his  spectacles,  as  if  the  bett«r  to  contemplate  the  face 
of  hia  enlt^iat.  "  80  you  were  pleased,  —  really  I "  he 
nid,  chuckling  a  stiuige,  grim  chuckle,  deep  in  hia 
inmost  self. 

"Pleoaedl  it  is  a  oold  wordl  Who  would  not  ba 
nwre  than  pleased  1" 

"  You  ahonld  hear  me  in  the  open  air." 

"Let me  do  so,  —  to-morrow." 

"Hy  dear  young  sir,  with  all  mj  heart.  Histf  — 
gasing  ronnd  as  if  haunted,  —  "I  like  you.  I  wish 
A»m  to  like  yon.  Answer  all  his  qoestions  as  if  you 
did  not  care  how  he  turned  you  inside  out.  Never  ask 
him  a  question,  as  if  you  sought  to  know  what  he  did 
not  himself  confide.  80  there  is  something,  you  think, 
in  a  flnto,  after  all  I  There  are  people  who  prefer  the 
fiddle." 

"Then  they  never  heard  your  flute,  Mr.  Fairthoni.'' 
The  musician  again  emitted  his  discordant  chuckle,  and, 
nodding  his  head  nervously  and  ccrrdially,  shambled 
sway  without  lighting  a  candle,  and  waa  engolfed  in 
the  shadows  <d  vnaa  mysterious  oomec. 
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CHAPTBE  IV. 

Th0  Old  World  and  the  New. 

It  was  long  befoie  Lionel  could  sleep.  What  vith  the 
strange  house  and  the  straDge  master,  what  with  the 
magic  fiute  and  the  masioiao's  adraonitoiy  caution, 
what  with  tendei  and  r^^tful  Teminisceocea  of  Sophy, 
his  brain  hod  enough  to  work  on.  When  he  slept  at 
last,  his  slumber  was  deep  and  heavy,  and  he  did  not 
wake  till  gently  shaken  by  the  vell-bred  ana  of  Mr. 
Mills.  '  I  humbly  beg  paidon,  —  nine  o'clock,  sir,  and 
the  breakfast-bell  going  to  ring."  Lionel's  toilet  waa 
aoon  hurried  over;  Mr.  Darrell  and  Fairtiuun  were 
talking  together  as  he  entered  tha  bieakfast-room, — 
the  some  room  as  that  in  ^hicb  they  bad  dined. 

"  Good  morning,  Lionel,"  said  the  host.  "  No  leave- 
taking  to-day,  as  you  threatened.  I  find  you  hsve  nude 
an  appointment  with  Mr.  Fairthorn,  and  I  dull  plaoe 
you  under  his  can.  You  may  like  to  look  over  the 
old  house,  and  make  yourself  " — Dairell  paused — "At 
bome,"  jerked  out  Mr.  Fairthom,  filling  up  the  hiatua. 
Darrell  turned  his  eye  towards  the  speaker,  who  evi- 
dently became  much  frightened,  and,  after  looking  in 
vain  for  a  comer,  sidled  away  to  the  window,  and  poked 
himself  behind  the  curtain.  "  Mr.  Fsiitham,  in  the 
o^wcity  of  my  secretary,  has  leanied  to  find  me  tbougbfa, 
and  put  them  in  his  own  words,"  said  Darrell,  with  • 
coldness  almost  icy.  He  then  seated  himself  at  the 
breakfast-table;  Lionel  followed  his  example,  and  Mr. 
Fairthom,  courageously  emerging,  also  took  e  chair  and 
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&  roU.  "Ton  are  a  true  diTioer,  Mr.  Durell,"  aaid 
Lionet;  "it  is  a  glorious  day." 

"  But  there  will  be  showen  later.  The  fish  an  at 
play  OQ  the  sucfaoe  of  the  lake,"  Danell  added,  with  a 
softened  glance  towaids  Fairthom,  who  was  loolung  the 
picture  of  niaety.  "  Aiter  twelve,  it  will  be  juat  the 
weathei  for  trout  to  riae ;  and  if  you  fish,  Mr.  Fairtbom 
will  lend  you  a  lod.  He  is  a  worthy  snocassor  of  Iiaak 
Walton,  and  lovea  a  companion  as  Lcaak.  did,  but  moTe 
laiely  geto  one." 

"  Are  there  tiout  in  your  lake,  drl " 

"The  lakel  You  mnat  not  dream  of  invading  that 
•acred  water.  The  inhabitants  of  rivulets  and  brooks 
not  within  my  boundary  are  beyond  the  pale  ot  Fawley 
civilization,  to  be  snared  and  slaughtered  like  Caffcee, 
red  men,  or  any  other  savages,  for  whom  we  bait  with 
a  missionary,  and  wh(Hn  we  impale  on  a  bayonet.  But 
I  leganl  my  lake  aa  a  politic  community,  under  the  pn>- 
teotioD  of  the  law,  and  leavs  its  denizeoB  to  devour  each 
other,  as  Europeana,  fishes,  and  other  cold-blooded  crea- 
tures wisely  do,  in  order  to  check  the  oveqrowth  of 
populaticoi.  To  fatten  one  pike  it  takes  a  great  many 
minnows.  Naturally  I  support  the  vested  rights  ot 
pike.     I  have  been  a  lawyer." 

It  would  be  in  vain  to  describe  the  manner  in  whi(A 
Mi.  Darrell  vented  tins  or  simiUr  remarks  of  mocking 
irony,  or  saroastie  spleen.  It  was  not  bitter  nor  sneer- 
ing, but  in  hie  usual  msllifluous,  level  tone  and  paasion- 
less  tranquillity. 

The  breakfast  was  just  over  aa  a  groom  passed  in  front 
ot  the  windows  wiUi  a  led  hoiae.  "  I  am  going  to  leave 
you,  Lionel,"  said  the  host,  "  to  make — friends  witit 
Ur.  Fairthom,  and  I  tiius  oompleto,  according  to  my 
own  original  intention,  the  sentence  whioh  he  diverted 
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astny."  He  passed  sctdm  the  hall  to  the  open  honse- 
door,  and  stood  by  the  horse  sticking  ite  neck,  and  giv 
isg  some  directions  to  the  groom.  Lionel  and  Fairthom 
followed  to  the  throshold,  and  the  beauty  of  the  horse 
provoked  the  boy's  admiration:  it  was  a  dark  mnzsled 
brown,  of  that  fine  old-foahioned  breed  of  English  road- 
ster, which  is  now  so  seldom  seen ;  showy,  how-necked, 
Itnig-tailed,  stumbling,  reedy  hybrids,  bom  of  bad  barbs, 
ill-mated,  having  mainly  supplied  their  plaoe.  This 
was,  indeed,  a  hone  of  great  power,  immense  girtii  of 
loin,  high  shoulder,  Inoad  hoof;  andeuch  a  head  I  —  the 
ear,  iba  frontal ,  the  nostril !  You  seldom  see  a  human 
pbyeiognomy  h^  so  intelligent,  half  so  expressive  of 
that  high  spirit  and  sweet  generous  temper  which, 
when  united,  constitute  the  ideal  of  thorough-breed- 
ing, whether  in  horse  or  man.  The  £nglieh  rider  wsa 
in  harmony  with  the  Euglieh  steed.  Danell  at  tiiia 
moment  was  resting  his  arm  lightly  on  the  animal'a 
shoulder,  and  his  head  still  uncovered.  It  has  been 
said  before  that  he  was  of  impoeing  presence;  the  strik- 
ing attribute  of  hie  person,  indeed,  was  that  of  unoon- 
scioua  grandeur;  yet,  though  above  the  ordinary  height, 
he  was  not  very  toll,  —  five  feet  eleven  at  the  utmost,  — 
and  far  from  beii^  very  erect.  On  the  contrary,  there 
waa  that  habitual  bend  in  his  proud  neck  which  men 
who  meditate  much,  and  live  alone,  almost  invariably 
contract.  But  there  was,  to  use  an  expression  commMk 
witik  our  older  writers,  that  "  great  air "  about  him 
which  filled  the  eye,  and  gave  him  the  dignity  of  ele- 
vated stature,  the  commanding  aspect  that  aocompaniea 
the  upright  carriage.  His  figure  was  inclined  to  be 
slender,  though  broad  of  shoulder  and  deep  of  chest; 
it  waa  the  figure  of  a  young  man,  and  probably  little 
changed  from  what  it  might  have  been  at  flve-and- 
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twenty.  A  certain  yonthfulnesa  still  lingered  eren  od 
the  countenance,  —  strange,  for  sorrow  ia  supposed  to 
expedite  the  work  of  age;  end  Derrell  had  known 
sorrow  of  a  kind  most  adapted  to  harrow  his  pecnliai 
nature,  aa  great  in  ite  degree  aa  ever  left  man's  heart 
in  ruins.  No  gra;  was  visible  in  ^  dark  brown  hair, 
that,  worn  short  behind,  still  retained  in  front  tiie  large 
Jove-like  curl.  No  wrinkle,  save  at  the  comer  of  the 
eyea,  marred  the  pale  bronse  of  the  firm  cheek;  &e  fore-; 
head  waa  amooth  aa  marble,  and  aa  raaaaive.  It  was  that 
forehead  which  chiefly  eontxibut«d  to  the  anpetb  expres- 
sion of  his  whole  aspect.  It  waa  high  to  a  ta,\ilt;  the 
perceptive  organs,  over  a  dark,  strongly -marked,  arched 
eyebrow,  powerfully  developed,  as  they  are  with  most 
eminent  lawyers;  it  did  not  want  for  breadth  at  the 
temples,  —  yet,  on  the  whole,  it  bespoke  more  of  intel- 
lectual vigor  and  dauntlees  will  than  of  serene  philoso- 
phy or  all-embracing  benevolence.  It  was  the  forehead 
of  a  man  formed  to  command  and  awe  the  passions  and 
intellect  of  others  by  the  strength  of  paaaiona  in  him- 
self, rather  concentaed  than  chastised,  and  by  an  intel- 
lect forceful  from  the  weight  of  ite  mass  rather  than  the 
niceness  of  ita  balance.  The  other  features  harmonised 
with  that  brow;  they  were  of  the  noblest  order  of 
aquiline,  at  once  high  and  delicate.  The  lip  had  a 
rare  combination  of  exquisite  refinement  and  inflexible 
resolve.  The  eye,  in  repose,  was  cold,  bright,  nnre- 
vealing,  with  a  certain  absent,  musing,  aelf-abeorbed 
expression,  that  often  made  the  man's  words  appear  as 
if  spoken  mechanically,  and  asaisted  towards  that  seem- 
ing of  listless  indifference  to  those  whom  heeddreesed, 
by  which  be  wounded  vanity,  wittiout,  perh^M,  any 
malice  prepense.  But  it  was  an  eye  in  which  the 
pupil  could   suddenly  expand,  the   hue  chai^  from 
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gn;  to  dark,  aad  the  oold  still  brightnesa  flaah  into 
vivid  file.  It  could  not  luve  occnned  to  any  one, 
flvea  to  the  most  oommtMiplace  wonuu,  to  have  described 
DoErell's  as  a  handsome  face ;  the  ezpraBBion  would  have 
seemed  trivial  and  deiogatory;  the  words  that  would 
have  ocouired  to  all,  would  have  been  somewhat  to 
this  effect,— "What  a  magnificent  coanteuance I  What 
a  noble  beadi"  Yet  an  experienced  physiognonust 
mi^t  have  noted  that  the  same  lineaments  which  be- 
spoke a  virtue  bespoke  also  its  neighboring  vice;  that 
with  so  much  will  there  went  stubborn  obetinai^i  that 
with  that  power  of  grasp  t^ere  would  be  the  tenacity 
in  adherence  which  narrows,  in  astringing,  the  intellect; 
that  a  prejudice  once  conceived,  a  pasei<m  once  oher- 
ished,  would  resist  all  rational  argument  for  relinquish- 
ment. When  men  of  this  mould  do  relinquish  pr^udice 
or  passion,  it  is  hy  their  own  impulse,  tiieii  own  sure 
conviction  that  what  they  hold  is  worthless :  then  they 
do  not  yield  it  graciously;  they  fling  it  from  Uiem  in 
scorn,  but  not  a  scorn  that  consoles.  That  which  they 
titus  wrenoh  away  had  grown  a  living  part  of  them- 
selves; their  own  flesh  bleeds,  —  the  wound  seldom  or 
never  heals.  Such  men  rarely  fail  in  the  aohievement 
of  what  they  oovet,  if  the  gods  are  neutral;  but,  ada- 
mant against  the  world,  they  ore  vulnerable  through 
their  afl'ectious.  Their  love  ia  intense,  but  undemon- 
strative; their  hatred  implacable,  but  unievengefuL 
Too  proud  to  revenge,  too  galled  to  pardon. 

There  stood  Guy  I>arrell,  to  whom  the  bar  had  des- 
tined its  highest  honors,  to  whom  the  senate  had 
accorded  its  most  rapturous  cheers;  and  the  more  yon 
gaied  on  him  as  he  there  stood,  the  more  perplexed 
became  the  enigma,  how  with  a  career  sought  wi& 
■uch  energy,  advanced  with  such  success,  the  nan  had 
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■hiapUy  saWdMl  into  »  lisUeH  reoluae,  and  the  cueei 
had  heea  voluDtarilj  reeigiied  for  a  home  without  aeigh- 
hoTS,  a  hearth  witiioat  ohildien. 

"  I  had  no  idea,"  taid  Lionel,  aa  Danell  rode  slowly 
a.'wa.j.  Boon  lost  from  eight  amidst  ibo  thick  foliage  of. 
sununei  tnea,  —  "I  hod  no  idea  that  m;  couain  waa ao 
young I " 

"  Ob,  yes,"  aaid  Mi.  Faiithom;  *  he  is  only  a  year 
older  tlian  I  ami" 

"Older  than  you  I"  exclaimed  Lionel,  staring  in 
blunt  amaze  at  the  elderly-looking  personage  beaide 
himi  "yet  tme,  he  told  me  so  hima^." 

"  And  I  am  fif^-one  last  birthday." 

"  Hr.  Dairell  ^-twot    Incredible  I " 

"  I  don't  kooT  why  we  should  ever  grow  old,  the  life 
we  lead,"  obaerved  Mr.  Fairthom,  readjusting  hie  apeo- 
tades.  "Time  atands  eo  still t  Fiahiug,  too,  is  very 
conducive  to  longevity.  If  you  will  follow  me,  we 
will  get  the  rods;  and  the  flute, — you  are  quite  sure 
you  would  like  the  flute  t  TesF  thank  you,  my  dear 
young  sir.  And  yet  there  are  folks  who  prefer  the 
fiddlel" 

*"'  Is  not  the  sun  a  little  too  bright  for  the  fly  at  pres- 
ent; and  will  you  not,  in  the  meanwhile,  ahow  me  over 
the  house  T " 

"Very  welt;  not  that  this  honn  haa  much  worth  lee- 
ing.  The  other  indeed  would  have  had  a  music-rooml 
But,  after  all,  nothing  like  the  open  air  for  the  flute. 
This  way." 

I  spore  thee,  gentle  reader,  the  minute  inventory  <rf 
Fawley  Manor  House.  It  had  nothing  bat  its  antiquity 
to  recommend  it.  It  had  a  great  many  rooms,  all,  ex- 
cept those  used  as  the  dining-room  and  library,  very 
small  and  very  low,— innumerable  closets,  nooks;  nn- 
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expected  cavities,  aa  if  made  on  purpose  for  the  TeneiA* 
Ue  game  of  hide-and-seek.  Save  s  stately  old  kitchen, 
the  offices  were  sadly  defective  even  for  Mr.  Darrell's 
domestic  establishment,  which  consisted  hut  of  two  men 
and  four  maids  (the  stablemen  not  lodging  in  the  housed 
Drawing-room,  properly  speakii^,  that  primitive  man- 
sion had  none.  At  some  remote  period  a  sort  of  gallery 
under  the  gaUe  roofe  (above  the  first  floor),  stretching 
from  end  to  end  of  the  house,  might  have  served  for  the 
reception  of  guests  on  grand  occasions;  for  fragments  of 
mouldering  tapestry  still,  hare  and  there,  clung  to  ttie 
walls;  and  a  high  chinmey-pieoe,  whereon,  in  plaster 
relief,  was  commemorated  the  memorable  fishing-party 
of  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  retained  patches  of  color  and 
gilding,  vhich  must,  when  fresh,  have  made  the  Egyp* 
tian  queen  atill  more  appallingly  hideooa,  and  the  fish 
at  the  end  of  Antony's  hook  still  less  resembling  any 
oreature  known  to  ichthyologists. 

The  library  had  been  arranged  into  shelves  from  floor 
to  roof  by  Mr.  Darrell's  father,  and  subeequently,  for 
the  mere  purpose  of  holding  as  many  volumes  as  poem* 
ble,  brought  out  into  projecting  wings  (college-like)  hj 
Darroll  himself,  without  any  pretension  to  medinval 
character.  With  this  room  communicated  a  small  read- 
ing-closet, which  the  host  reserved  to  himself;  and  this, 
by  a  circular  stair  cut  into  the  massive  wall,  ascended 
first  into  Mr.  Darrell's  sleeping-chamber,  and  thence 
into  a  gable  recess  that  adjoined  the  gallery,  and  which 
the  host  had  fitted  up  far  the  purpose  of  scientific  ex- 
periments in  chemistry,  or  other  brsnohes  of  practical 
philoBophy.  Theae  mors  private  rooms  Lionel  was  not 
permitted  to  enter. 

Altogether  the  house  was  one  of  those  cmel  tenements 
which  it  woald  be  a  sin  to  pull  down,  or  even  mate- 
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rially  to  alter,  but  vhioh  it  iroold  be  an  hourly  inocai- 
TBoience  for  a  modem  family  to  inhabit.  It  was  out 
of  all  chaiactei  with  Mi.  Dairell's  fonnei  poeitioB  in 
life,  01  with  the  faituae  whiidi  Lionel  vaguely  Buppoaed 
him  to  poesees,  and  consideiahly  underrated.  Like  Sir 
Nicholaa  Bacon,  the  man  had  grown  too  l&ige  for  his 
habitation. 

"  I  don't  wonder,"  said  Lionel,  aa,  their  wanderii^ 
over,  he  and  Fairthom  found  themselTes  in  the  library, 
'  that  Mr.  Darrell  began  to  build  a  new  house.  But  it 
would  have  been  a  great  pity  to  pull  down  this  tor  it." 

"  Pull  down  thisi  Don't  hint  at  such  an  idea  to  Mr. 
Darrell.  He  would  aa  soon  have  pulled  down  the  Brit- 
ish Monarchy!     Kay,  I  suspect,  sooner. " 

"  But  the  new  building  must  surely  have  swallowed 
np  the  old  one  I " 

"Oh,  no;  Mr.  Daml)  had  a  plan  by  which  he  would 
have  Midoeed  this  separately  in  a  kind  of  court,  with  an 
open  screen-work  or  cloister;  and  it  was  hia  intention  to 
appropriate  it  entirely  to  medinval  antiquities,  of  which 
he  has  a  wonderful  collection.  He  had  a  notion  of  illos- 
trating  every  earlier  reign  in  which  his  anoestors  flout- 
idied,  —  different  apartments  in  oorreeposdence  with 
different  dates.  It  would  have  been  a  chronicle  of 
national  manners." 

"But,  if  it  be  not  an  impertinent  question,  where  is 
tiiis  collection  t    In  Loudon  1 " 

"  Hush!  hush!  I  will  give  you  a  peep  of  some  of  the 
treasoies,  only  don't  betray  me." 

Fairthom  here,  with  singular  rapidity,  considering 
that  he  never  moved  in  a  straightforward  direction, 
ondulated  into  the  open  air  in  front  of  tJie  house,  de- 
scribed a  rhomboid  towards  a  side-buttress  in  the  new 
building,  near  to  which  was  a  postem-door;  unlocked 
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tiutt  door  from  a  ke^  in  Mb  pocket,  and,  motioning 
Lionel  to  follow  him,  entered  within  the  ribe  of  the 
stony  skeleton.  Lionel  followed  in  a  sort  of  snper- 
natunl  awe,  and  beheld  with  more  sabetantial  alarm 
Mi.  Faiithom  winding  up  on  incliBed  plank  which  he 
embraced  with  both  arma,  and  by  which  he  ultimately 
ascended  to  a  timber  joist  in'  what  should  hare  been 
an  upper  floor,  only  flooring  there  was  none.  Perched 
there,  Fairthoro  glared  down  on  Lionel  through  his 
spectacles.  "Dangerous,"  he  said  whisperingly ;  "but 
one  gets  uaed  to  ersrythingi  If  you  feel  afraid,  don't 
venture  I " 

Lionel,  animated  by  that  doubt  of  his  courage,  ^oang 
up  the  plank,  balancing  himself,  schoolboy  fashion,  with 
outstretched  arms,  and  gained  the  side  of  his  guide. 

"  Don't  tonch  me,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Fairthom,  shrink- 
ing, "  or  we  shall  both  be  over.  Now  observe  and  imi- 
tate." Dropping  himself  then  carefully  sod  gradually, 
till  he  dropped  on  the  timber  joist  as  if  it  were  a  veloci- 
pede, his  long  legs  dangling  down,  he,  with  thigh  and 
hand,  impelled  himself  onward  till  he  gained  the  ridge 
of  a  wall,  on  which  he  delivered  his  person,  and  wiped 
his  spectacles. 

Lionel  was  not  long  before  he  stood  in  the  same  place. 
"  Here  we  are,"  said  Fairthom. 

"X  don't  see  the  collection,"  answered  Lionel,  first 
peering  down  athwart  the  joists  upon  the  ru^ed  ground 
ovenpiead  with  stones  and  rubbish,  then  glancing  up 
through  similar  interstices  above  to  the  gaunt  laftera. 

"Here  are  some,  —  most  precious,"  answered  Fair- 
thom, tapping  behind  him.  "  Walled  up,  except  wlure 
these  boikrda,  cased  in  iron,  are  nailed  across,  with  a 
little  door  just  big  enough  to  creep  through;  but  that 
is  locked,  —  Chubb's  loc^,  and  Mr.  DarreU  keeps  the 
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k«yl  —  troasurea  for  a  palaool  So,  yoa  can't  peep 
through  here, — not  a  chink;  but  oome  on  a  little 
further,  —  mind  yoor  footing." 

Skirting  the  wall,  and  still  on  the  perilous  ridge, 
Fairthom  crept  on,  formed  an  angle,  and,  stopping 
short,  clapped  his  eye  to  the  crevice  of  some  planks 
nailed  rudely  across  a  yawning  aperture.  Lionel  found 
anotbsr  cievice  for  himself,  and  saw,  piled  up  in  ad- 
mired disorder,  pictures,  with  their  backs  tnmed  to  a 
desolate  wall,  rare  cahinets,  and  articles  of  cnrions  fur- 
niture, chests,  boxes,  crates, — heaped  pellmell.  This 
receptacle  had  been  roughly  floored  in  deal,  in  order  to 
support  its  misoellaneoua  contents,  and  was  lighted  from 
a  large  window  (not  visible  in  front  of  the  house) ,  glazed 
in  dull  rou^  glass,  with  ventilators. 

"  Thaee  are  the  heavy  tJungs,  and  least  costly  things, 
tiiat  no  one  oould  well  rob.  The  pictures  hen  are 
merely  curious  aa  early  specimens,  intended  for  .the 
old  house,  all  spoiling  ami  rotting;  Mr.  Darrell  wiahea 
them  to  do  80,  I  believe  I  What  he  wiahea  must  be 
done!  my  dear  young  air,— a  piodigioua  mind:  it  is  of 
granite! " 

"  I  cannot  undeistand  it,"  said  Lionel,  aghast  "The 
last  man  I  should  havs  thought  c^rioionsly  whimsieal." 

"  Whimsical  I  Bless  my  soul  1  don't  say  such  a  word, 
—  don't,  [way  1  or  the  roof  will  fall  down  upon  us!  Come 
away.  Yoa  have  seen  all  you  can  see.  You  must  go 
first  DOW, —  mind  that  loose  stone  therel" 

Nothing  further  was  said  till  tiiey  were  out  of  the 
building;  and  Lionel  felt  like  a  knight  of  old  who  hid 
been  led  into  aapulchi&l  halla  by  a  wiiazd. 
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CHAPTEB   V. 

The  sciudH  of  empire  an  briefly  cbnmicled  In  family  recordi 
brongbt  down  to  tbe  pi«ee&t  day,  ibowjng  that  the  race  of  men 
ii  indeed  "Hke  kave*  on  tteee,  now  green  in  yonth,  now  wither- 
ing on  tbegroBud."  Yet  to  the  branch  the  mo«t  bsM  win  green 
leavearetnni.Mlongati  theMpcannmonntto  tbebianch&om 
the  root ;  bnt  the  bianch  which  has  ceaaed  to  take  life  from  the 
loot— hang  it  high,  hang  it  low  —  ia  a  prey  to  the  wind  and  the 


It  WW  mid-daj'.  The  boy  and  his  new  frimd  vera 
■tanding  apart,  as  becomes  Bilent  angleis,  on  tlie  banka 
of  a  nanov,  brawling  rivnlet,  numing  through  green 
pastuiea,  ball  a  mile  from  the  house.  The  sk;  was 
overcast,  as  Danell  had  predicted,  but  the  lain  did  not 
yet  fall.  The  two  anf^ere  were  not  long  before  they 
had  filled  a  basket  wi&  small  trout. 

Then  Lionel,  who  was  by  no  means  fond  of  fishing, 
laid  his  rod  on  the  bank,  and  strolled  scroas  the  long 
gross  to  bis  companion. 

"  It  will  rain  soon,"  said  he.  "  Let  me  take  advan- 
tage of  the  present  time,  and  hear  the  flute,  wbile  we 
can  yet  enjoy  (he  open  air.  No,  not  by  the  margin,  or 
you  will  be  always  looking  after  the  tront.  On  the 
rising-ground,  see  that  old  thom-tiee,  —  let  us  go  and 
sit  under  it.  The  new  building  looks  well  from  it. 
What  a  pile  it  would  have  been  I  I  may  not  ask  yon, 
I  suppose,  why  it  is  left  uncompleted.  Perhaps  it  would 
have  oost  too  much,  or  would  hsTB  been  disproportionate 
to  the  estate." 

"  To  the  present  estate  it  would  have  been  dispropor- 
tioned,  but  not  to  ihe  estate  Mr.  Darrell  intended  to 
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■dd  to  it.  Afi  to  coet,  yon  don't  knov  him.  H«  would 
never  have  nndertBlceti  what  he  could  not  afford  to  com- 
plete; and  what  he  onco  undertook,  no  thoughts  of  the 
coat  woTild  have  scared  him  from  finishing.  Pradigious 
mind,— granite!  And  so  richi " added  Wrttiotn,  with 
an  air  of  great  pride.  "I  ought  to  knowj  I  write  all 
hie  letters  on  money  natiera.  How  much  do  yon  think 
he  has,  without  coiinting  land  t " 

"X  cannot  guess." 

"  Nearly  half  a  million ;  in  two  years  It  will  be  more 
than  half  a  million.  And  he  had  not  three  hundred 
a  year  when  he  began  life;  for  Fawley  was  sadly 
mortgaged." 

"  Ib  it  possible  I  Could  any  lawyer  make  half  a 
million  at  the  bart" 

'  If  any  man  could,  Hr.  Darrell  would.  When  he 
sets  his  mind  on  a  thing,  — the  thing  is  done;  no  help 
for  it.  Bat  his  fortune  was  not  all  made  at  the  bar, 
though  a  great  part  of  it  was.  An  old  East  Indian 
bachelor  of  the  same  name,  hut  who  had  never  been 
heard  of  hereaboute  till  he  wrote  from  Calcutta  to  Mr. 
Barrell  (inquiring  if  they  were  any  relations,  —  and 
Mr.  Darrell  referred  him  to  the  Colloge-at-Arma,  which 
proved  that  they  came  from  the  same  stock  agea  ago) ,  — 
left  him  all  his  money.  Mr.  Darrell  was  not  dependent 
on  hie  profeeaion  when  he  stood  np  in  Parliament  And 
since  we  have  been  here,  such  savings  I  Kot  tiiat  Mr. 
Darrell  is  avaricious,  but  how  can  he  spend  money  in 
this  place  t  Yon  should  have  seen  the  eatabliahment  we 
kept  in  Carlton  Gardens.  Such  a  cook  too, — a  Frenc^ 
gentleman;  looked  like  a  marquesa.  Those  were  happy 
days,  and  proud  oneat  It  ia  true  that  I  order  the  dinner 
here,  but  it  can't  be  the  same  thing.  Do  yon  like  fillet 
of  veal  t  — we  have  one  to-dav." 
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'We  used  to  have  a  fillet  of  vwl  at  aohool  an 
Sondaya.     I  thought  it  good  then." 

"  It  makes  a  nice  miiice,"  said  Mi.  Faiithoni,  witk 
a  seaBu&I  moTement  of  hia  lipo.  "  One  mnxt  Hank,  of 
dinnei  when  me  lives  in  ttte  oonntof,  —  so  little  eUe  to 
think  of!  Not  that  Mi.  Danell  doea,  bat  than  he  is — 
gtanitel" 

"Still,"  aaid  Lionel,  amiling,  "  I  do  not  get  my 
snswei.  Why  was  the  house  uncompleted!  and  why 
did  Mr,  Dftnell  ntiie  from  pablio  lifet" 

"  He  took  both  into  hia  head;  and  when  a  thing  once 
geta  theie,  it  is  do  use  asking  vhy.  But,"  added  Fair- 
thom,  and  hia  innocent,  ngly  bee  changed  into  an  ex- 
prosaion  of  earnest  aodness,  —  "but  no  doubt  he  had  his 
leasons.  He  has  reaeons  for  all  he  does,  only  Uiey  lie 
far,  far  away  from  what  appeals  on  the  auifaoe,  — far  as 
Gnht  rivnlet  liee  from  its  eouicel  My  dear  young  air. 
Mi.  Danell  haa  known  griefs  on  which  it  does  not  be- 
come you  and  me  to  talk.  He  never  teJks  of  them.  The 
least  I  can  do  for  my  benefactor  ia  not  to  piy  into  his 
secrets,  nor  babble  them  out.  And  he  is  bo  kind,  ao 
good,  —  never  gets  into  a  paeaion;  bat  it  is  so  awful  to 
wound  him,  —  it  gives  Mm  such  pain;  that's  why  ha 
frightens  me, — frightens  me  horribly;  asd  so  he  will 
you  when  you  oome  to  know  him.  Prodigioos  mind  I  — 
granite;  overgrown  with  sensitive  plante.  Yea,  a  little 
mnaio  will  do  us  both  good. " 

Mr.  Fairthora  screwed  hie  flute, — an  exceedingly 
handsome  one.  He  pointed  out  its  beauties  te  Lionel, 
—  a  present  from  Mi.  Danell  last  Christmas,  —  and  Uien 
he  began.  Strange  thing,  art!  especially  music.  Oat 
of  an  art,  a  man  may  be  so  trivial  you  would  mistake 
him  for  an  imbecile, -—at  beet  a  grown  infant.  Pat  hint 
into  his  art,  and  bow  high  he  aoaia  above  you  I    How 
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qnietly  be  enterB  into  a  faeaT«iL  of  vhich  he  haa  become 
sdeuiien,aad,  uiJookiag  the  gatee  with  hla  golden  key, 
tdmits  7011  to  follow,  an  humble,  nveraitt  viiitor. 

In  his  art  Fairthom  wba  oertainlj  a  msBter,  and  the 
air  he  now  played  was  exquisitely  soft  and  plaintive;  it 
accorded  with  the  clouded  yet  quiet  sky,  with  the  lone 
but  Bum]{Der  landscape,  with  Litmel's  melaaobolic  hut 
not  afflicted  bain  of  thought.  The  boy  could  only 
munnur,  "  Baautif  ul ! "  when  the  musician  ceased. 

"  It  ia  an  old  air,"  said  Fairthom ;  "  I  don't  think  it 
is  known.  I  found  its  scale  aciawled  down  in  a  copy  of 
the  Eikco  Basilike,  with  the  name  of  Joannea  Da-rrell, 
Sq.  Avrat,  written  under  it.  That,  by  the  dat«,  was 
Sir  John  Damll,  the  cavalier  who  fought  fox  Charles  I. , 
father  of  the  graceleee  Sir  Ralph,  who  flourished  under 
Charles  II.  Both  3ieir  poitnits  are  in  the  dining- 
room." 

"  Tell  me  something  of  the  family ;  I  know  so  little 
about  it, — not  even  how  the  Haughtons  and  Danella 
seem  to  have  been  so  long  connooted.  I  see  by  the  por- 
tnite  that  the  Haughtcm  name  was  borne  by  former 
Danells,  then  apparently  dropped;  now  it  is  borne  agun 
by  my  cousin. " 

"  He  bears  it  only  aa  a  Christian  name.  Your  grand- 
father was  his  Bpoosor.  But  he  is  nevertheless  the  heed. 
of  your  family." 

"  So  he  aaya.     How  I  " 

Fairthom  gathered  himself  up,  hia  knees  to  his  chin, 
and  began  in  the  tone  of  a  guide  who  has  got  hie  lesson 
by  heart,  though  it  was  not  long  before  be  warmed  into 
his  subject. 

"The  Darrella  are  supposed  to  have  got  their  name 
from  a  knight  in  the  reign  of  Edward  III. ,  who  held 
the  liste  in  a  joust  victoriously  against  all  comers,  and 
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WH  called,  or  called  himaeU,  John  the  Dare-all;  or,  in 
old  spelling,  the  Der-ollI  They  vere  amongst  the  most 
powerful  families  in  t^e  country;  tbeir  alli&ncea  vere 
with  the  highest  honaea,  —  Montfichete,  Kevilles,  Mov- 
bnje;  they  descend  through  sach  marriBges  from  the 
blood  of  Plantogenet  kings.  You'll  find  their  names 
in  chronicles  in  the  early  French  wars.  TJnluckily 
they  attached  themaelvee  to  the  fortunes  of  Earl  War- 
wick, the  king-nutker,  to  whose  blood  they  were  allied; 
their  representative  was  killed  in  the  fiitol  field  of  Bar- 
net;  their  eetatea  were  of  course  confiscated;  the  sole 
son  and  heir  of  that  Ill-fated  politician  passed  into  the 
Low  Countries,  where  he  served  as  a  soldier.  His  son 
nnd  grandson  followed  the  same  calling  under  foreign 
banners.  Bat  they  must  have  kept  up  tiM  love  of  the 
old  land;  for  in  the  latter  part  of  the  raign  of  Henry 
VTII.,  the  last  male  Darrell  returned  to  England  with 
some  hroad  gold  pieces,  saved  by  himself  or  his  exiled 
fathen,  bought  some  land  in  this  county,  in  which  the 
ancestral  possessions  had  once  been  large,  and  huilt  the 
preeent  house,  of  a  size  suited  to  the  altered  fortunes  of 
a  race  that,  in  a  fonner  age,  had  manned  castles  with 
retainers.  The  baptismal  name  of  the  soldier  who  thus 
partially  refounded  the  old  line  in  England  was  that 
now  borne  by  your  cousin,  Guy, — a  name  always  fe- 
vered by  fortune  in  the  family  annals;  for  in  EHm- 
beth's  time,  from  the  rank  of  small  gentry,  to  which 
Uieir  fortune  alone  lifted  them  since  their  return  to 
tOieir  native  land,  the  Danells  rose  once  more  into 
wealth  and  eminence  under  a  handsome  young  Sir  Guy, 
—  we  have  his  picture  in  black  flowered  velvet, — who 
married  the  heiress  of  the  Hanghtons,  a  family  that  had 
grown  rich  under  the  Tudors,  and  in  high  favor  with 
the  Maiden-Queen.     This  Sir  Guy  was  befrteoded  hj 
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Eaaex,  and  knighted  hy  Elizabetli  henelf.  Their  old 
house  WBfi  then  abandoned  for  the  larger  aangion  of 
the  Haughtons,  which  had  also  Uie  advantage  of  being 
nearer  to  the  Court.  The  renewed  proBperil^  of  the 
SarrelU  was  of  dkort  duration.  The  Ciril  Wars  came 
on,  and  Sir  John  D&irell  took  the  losing  aide.  He 
escaped  to  Fiance  with  his  only  son.  He  is  said  to 
have  been  an  accomplished,  melancholy  man;  and  m; 
belief  is,  that  he  composed  that  air  which  you  justly 
admire  for  its  noumful  sweetness.  He  tnmed  Boman 
Catholic,  and  died  in  s  ctmrent.  But  the  son,  Balpfa, 
was  tnou^t  up  in  Trance  with  Charles  II.  and  other 
gay  xoisteien.  On  the  return  of  the  Stuart,  Balph  ran 
off  with  the  daughter  of  the  Boundhead  to  whom  his 
estates  had  been  given,  and,  after  getting  ib«m  back, 
left  his  wife  in  the  country,  and  made  love  to  o&ei 
msa's  wives  in  town.  Shooking  profligate!  no  fruit 
oould  thrive  upon  such  a  branch.  He  squandered  all 
he  could  squander,  and  would  have  left  hie  children 
beggars,  but  that  he  was  providentially  slain  in  a  tavern 
brawl  for  boasting  of  a  lady's  favors  to  her  husband'a 
face.  The  husband  suddenly  stabbed  Mm,  —  no  fait 
duello;  for  Sir  Balph  was  invincible  with  the  small- 
sword. Still  the  family  fortune  was  much  dilapidated, 
yet  still  the  Dsrrells  lived  in  the  fine  house  of  the 
Haughtons,  and  left  Fawley  to  the  owls.  But  Sir 
Balph'e  son,  in  hie  old  age,  married  a  second  time,  a 
young  lady  of  high  rank, — an  earl's  daughter.  He 
must  have  been  very  much  in  love  with  her,  despite 
his  age ;  for  to  win  her  consent  or  her  father's  he  agreed 
to  settle  all  the  Haughton  estates  on  her  uid  the  chil- 
dren she  might  bear  to  him.  The  smaller  Darrell  prop- 
erty had  already  been  entailed  on  his  son  by  his  first 
Bkarriage.     This  is  how  the  family  came  to  split.     Old 
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DaineU  had  cbildren  hy  hie  eeoond  wife;  the  eldest  of 
ttioee  children  took  the  Haughtou  £&me,  and  inherited 
Uie  Haughton  property.  The  eon  b;  the  first  martiege 
had  noUiing  but  Fawley,  and  the  scantj  domain  roond 
it.  Yon  descend  from  the  second  marriage,  Mr.  Dar- 
rell  from  the  first.  You  undeistaDd  nov,  m;  dear 
young  sir ! " 

"  Yes,  a  little ;  but  I  should  vei;  much  like  to  know 
where  those  fine  Haughtou  estates  are  nowt" 

"  Where  they  are  nowl  I  can't  say.  They  were 
once  in  Middlesex,  Probably  much  of  the  land,  as  it 
was  sold  piecemeal,  fell  into  small  allotments,  con- 
stantly changing  hands.  Bat  the  last  relics  of  the 
prop^y  were,  I  know,  bought  on  speeulation  by  Cox 
the  distiller;  for,  when  we  wen  in  Loudon,  by  Mr. 
Darrell's  desire  I  went  to  look  after  them,  uid  inquire 
if  they  could  be  repurchased.  And  I  found  tliat  so 
rapid  in  a  few  years  has  been  the  proeperity  of  this 
great  commercial  country,  that  if  one  did  buy  them 
back,  one  would  buy  twelve  villas,  several  streets,  two 
squaws,  and  a  paiag<mt  But  as  that  symptom  of  na- 
tional advancement,  though  a  proud  thought  in  itself, 
may  not  have  any  pleasing  interesl;  for  you,  I  return  to 
the  Danells.  From  the  time  in  which  the  Haugbton 
estate  had  parted  from  them,  they  settled  back  in  tLeir 
old  house  of  Fawley.  But  they  could  nevef  again  hold 
up  iheir  heads  with  the  noblemen  and  great  squires  in 
die  count;.  As  much  as  they  could  do  to  tire  at  all 
upon  the  little  patrimony;  still  the  ruuiniscenos  of 
what  they  had  been  made  them  maintain  it  jealously, 
and  entail  it  rigidly.  The  eldest  sou  would  never  have 
thought  of  any  profession  or  boainesa;  the  younger  eons 
generally  became  soldiers,  and  being  always  a  venture- 
liome  race,  and  having  nothing  particular  to  make  thetn 
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nine  theii  exietence,  were  no  lees  generallf  killed 
off  betimes.  The  luuily  became  thoroughly  obacure; 
slipped  out  of  place  in  the  oouuty;  aeldom  rose  to  be 
even  jurtices  of  the  peace ;  neTet  coutriTed  to  aaxry 
heiieesfls  again,  but  only  the  daughten  of  aome  neigh- 
boring poTBoa  or  squiie  as  poor  as  themselvea,  but 
always  of  gentle  blood.  Oh,  they  ireie  as  pnmd  aa 
Spaoiaida  in  that  cespectl  So,  from  father  to  son,  each 
generation  grew  obscurer  aad  poorer;  for,  entail  the 
estate  as  they  might,  still  some  settlemeats  oa  it  were 
neceeaary,  and  no  aettlemoite  were  ever  brought  into 
it;  and  thus  entails  wen  cut  off  to  admit,  eobib  new 
mortgage,  till  the  rent-roll  was  somewhat  leoB  than  £300 
a  year  when  Hr.  DarreU'e  father  came  into  possession. 
Yet  somehow  or  otiier  he  got  to  college,  where  no  Dar- 
tell  had  been  einoe  the  time  of  the  glorious  Bevolution, 
and  was  a  learned  man  and  an  antiquary,  — A  oseat 
AirnQDAST  I  Yon  may  have  read  his  works.  I  know 
there  is  one  copy  of  them  in  the  British  Huaeum,  and 
there  ie  another  here,  bat  that  copy  Mi.  Danell  keeps 
under  lock  and  key." 

"  I  am  ashamed  to  say  I  don't  even  know  the  titles  of 
those  works." 

"There  were  'Popular  Ballads  on  the  Wan  of  (he 
Boees; '  'Darrelliana,'  coueisting  of  traditional  and  other 
memorials  of  the  Dairell  family;  'Inquiry  into  the 
Origin  of  Legeuds  oonoected  with  Dragons;'  'Hoiirs 
amongst  Monumental  Brasses '  and  other  ingenious  lucu- 
brations above  the  taste  of  the  vulgar;  aome  of  them 
were  even  read  at  the  Boyal  Society  of  Antiquaries. 
They  cost  nmcli  to  print  and  publish.  But  I  have 
heard  my  father,  who  was  his  bailiff,  say  ^t  he  woa  a 
pleasant  man,  and  wee  fond  of  reciting  old  scrapa  of 
poetay,  which  he  did  with  great  energy;  indeed,  Mr. 


.coy  Google 


148  WHAT  WILL  HB  DO  WTTH  IT  7 

Durell  declares  that  it  was  the  noticing,  in  hln  father's 
animated  and  felicitous  elocution,  the  effects  that  Toioe, 
look,  and  dellTeiy  con  give  to  wotds,  which  made  Mr. 
Darrell  himself  the  fine  speakei  he  is.  But  I  can  only 
recollect  the  ftntiquaiy  as  a  very  majestic  gentleman, 
with  a  long  pigtail, — awful,  rather^  not  so  much  so  as 
his  son,  hut  still  awful,  —  and  so  sad-loolcing;  you 
would  not  haye  reooTered  your  spirits  for  a  week  if  you 
had  Been  him,  especially  when  the  old  house  wanted 
repairs,  and  he  was  thinking  how  he  could  pay  for 
tiieml" 
"Was  Mr,  Darrell,  the  present  one,  on  only  chUdl" 
*  Tea,  and  much  with  his  father,  whom  he  lored  most 
dearly,  and  to  tiiis  day  he  eighe  if  he  has  to  mention  hia 
father's  name  I  He  has  old  Mr.  Darroll's  portrait  orer 
the  ohimneypiece  in  his  own  reading-room ;  and  he  had 
it  in  his  own  library  in  Carlton  Gardens.  Our  Mr. 
Darrell's  mother  was  very  pretty,  eren  as  I  remember 
her;  she  died  when  he  was  about  ten  years  old.  And 
she  too  was  a  relation  of  yours,  — a  Hanghton  hy  blood; 
but  perhaps  you  will  be  ashamed  of  her,  wbcm  I  say  she 
was  a  goremess  iu  a  rich  mercantile  family.  She  had 
been  left  an  orphan.  I  believe  old  Mr.  Darrell  (not 
that  be  was  old  then)  married  her  hecanse  iba  fiaugh- 
tcxaa  could  or  would  do  nothing  for  her,  and  because  she 
was  much  snubbed  and  put  upon,  as  I  am  told  gov- 
ernesses usually  are ,  —  married  her  because,  poor  as  he 
was,  he  was  still  the  head  of  both  families,  and  bomd 
to  do  what  he  could  for  decayed  scionsi  The  fint  gor- 
emeas  a  Darrell  ever  married,  but  no  true  Darrell  would 
have  called  that  a  misallianet,  since  she  was  still  a 
Haughton,and  'Fors  non  mut«t  genus,'  —  Chance  does 
not  change  raoe." 

"  But  how  comes  it  that  the  Hanghtone — my  gmd- 
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fithet  Hanghton,  I  aappoM — wonld  do  nothing  t/a  his 
own  kinnronumT" 

'  It  ma  not  your  graud&tlieT,  Bobsrt  Hanghtcoi,  vho 
w«a  a  geneioofl  man,  — he  was  then  a  mere  foongater, 
biding  himaelf  for  debt, — bat  70UT  great-grandfather, 
who  wiu  a  hard  man,  and  on  the  turf.  He  nerei  had 
money  to  gire,  — only  money  for  betting.  He  left  the 
Haoghton  eetatee  sadly  dipped.  But  when  Bobert  nie- 
ceeded,  he  came  forward,  was  godfather  to  our  Mr.  Dar- 
rell,  insiated  on  eharing  the  expoDae  of  sending  him  to 
Eton,  where  he  became  greatly  distinguiahed;  thence  to 
Oxford,  where  he  increased  hia  reputation;  and  would 
piofaAbly  haYB  done  more  for  him,  only  Ur.  Darrell, 
once  his  foot  on  the  ladder,  wanted  no  help  to  ollmb  to 
the  top." 

*  Then  my  grandfather,  Eobert,  still  had  the  Hangh- 
ton  estateat  Their  last  relics  had  not  been  yet  trana. 
mated  by  Mr.  Gox  into  squares  and  a  paragon ! " 

'No;  the  grand  old  mansion,  though  much  dilapi- 
dated, with  its  park,  though  stripped  of  salable  timber, 
was  still  left  with  a  rental  from  fums  that  etill  apper- 
tained to  the  residence,  which  w'onld  hare  sufficed  a 
prudent  man  for  the  luxuries  of  life,  and  allowed  a 
Tsserve  fund  to  clear  off  the  mortgages  gradually.  Ab- 
stinence and  self-denial  for  one  or  two  generations  would 
have  made  a  property,  daily  rising  in  value  as  the  me- 
tropolis advanced  to  its  outskirts,  a  princely  estate  for 
a  third.  But  Bobert  Haughton,  though  not  on  the 
turf,  had  a  grand  way  of  living;  and  while  Guy  Darrell 
went  into  the  law  to  make  a  small  patrimony  a  large 
fortune,  your  faUier,  my  dear  young  eir,  was  put  into  the 
Guards  to  reduce  a  large  patrimony,  —  into  Mr.  Cox's 
dietillery." 

Iiuxiel  colored,  but  remained  silent. 
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Fuithom,  who  was  as  uncotucioofi,  in  his  ttat  of 
narrator,  that  he  was  giving  pain  as  an  entomologist  in 
hia  zest  for  collecting,  when  he  pins  a  live  moth  into 
his  cabinet,  lesumed:  "Your  father  and  Guy  Danell 
wen  wann  friends  as  boys  and  youths.  Guy  was  the 
elder  of  the  two,  and  Charlie  Haughton  (I  beg  your 
pardon,  he  was  always  called  Charlie)  looked  up  to 
him  as  to  an  elder  l»other.  Many  's  the  scrape  Guy 
got  him  out  of;  and  many  a  pound,  I  believe,  wboa 
Guy  had  some  funds  of  his  own,  did  Guy  lend  to 
Charlio." 

"I  am  very  sony  to  hear  ibat,"  said  Lionel,  sharply. 

Fairthom  looked  frightened,  "  I  'm  afraid  I  bare 
made  a  blander.     Don't  tell  Mr.  Darrell." 

"Certainly  not;  I  promise.  But  how  came  my 
father  to  need  this  aid,  and  how  came  they  at  last  to 
quarrel  t " 

"  Your  father  Charlie  became  a  gay  young  man  about 
town,  and  very  much  the  fashion.  He  was  like  you  in 
penon,  only  his  forehead  was  lower,  and  hb  eye  not 
so  steady,  Mr.  Darrell  studied  the  law  in  Chambers. 
When  Bobert  Haughton  died,  what  with  his  debts, 
what  with  his  father's,  and  what  with  Charlie's  post- 
obitA  and  I  0  U's,  there  seemed  small  chance  indeed 
of  saving  the  estate  to  tba  Haughtons.  But  then  Mr, 
Darrell  looked  cloee  into  matters,  and  with  such  skill 
did  he  settie  them  that  he  removed  the  fear  of  fon- 
dosnte;  and  what  with  increasing  the  rental  hers  and 
ttiere,  and  replacing  old  mortgages  by  new  at  less  in- 
terest, he  contrived  to  extract  from  the  property  an 
income  of  nine  hundred  pounds  a  year  to  Charlie  (thres 
times  the  income  Danell  had  inherited  himself) ,  where 
before  it  had  seemed  that  the  debts  were  more  than  the 
assets.     Foreseeing  how  much  the  land  would  rise  in 
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Tsloe,  be  then  esEnesUy  implond  Chariie  (who  on- 
Itiokil;  had  the  estate  in  fee-simple,  as  Mr.  Danell  has 
t^,  to  sell  if  he  pleaaed)  to  lire  on  his  income,  and 
in  a  faw  jeats  a  part  of  the  property  might  be  aold  lor 
building  purposes,  on  terms  that  would  save  all  the  Mat, 
with  the  old  house  in  which  Darrella  and  Hau^tona 
both  had  once  leared  generations.  Charlie  promised, 
I  know,  and  I  've  no  doubt,  my  dear  young  sir,  quite 
elaoarely, — but  all  men  are  not  granitel  He  took  to 
gambling;  inclined  debts  of  h<mor;  sold  the  farms,  one 
hy  one;  resorted  to  usnieis,  and  one  night,  after  playing 
six  hoars  at  piquet,  nothing  waa  left  for  him  but  to  sell 
all -that  remained  to  Mr.  Goz  the  diBtiller,  unknown  to 
Mr.  Danell,  who  was  then  married  himself,  working 
hard,  and  living  quite  out  of  news  of  the  fashionable 
world.  Then  Charlie  Hanghton  sold  out  i^  the  Guards, 
spent  what  he  got  for  his  commission,  went  into  the 
Line;,  and  finally,  in  a  country  town,  in  which  I  don't 
think  he  was  quatteied,  bnt,  having  gone  there  on 
some  sporting  speculation,  was  nnwillinglj  detained, 
married — " 

"My  motherl"  said  Lionel,  haughtily;  "and  the 
best  of  women  she  is.     What  then  I " 

"  Nothing,  my  dear  young  air,  — notiiing,  except  that 
Mr.  Darrell  never  forgave  it.  Ha  has  his  pr^udices : 
this  marrisge  shocked  one  of  them." 

"Prejudice  against  my  poor  motherl  I  always  sup- 
posed sol  I  wonder  why!  The  most  simple-hearted, 
inofiensive,  affectionate  woman." 

"  I  have  not  a  doubt  of  it;  but  it  ia  beginning  to  lain. 
Let  US  go  home.  I  ehould  like  some  luncheon;  it 
breaks  the  day." 

"  Tell  me  first  why  Mr.  Darrell  has  a  prejudice  against 
my  mother.     I  don't  think  Uiat  he  haa  even  seen  her. 


.coy  Google 


162  WHAT  WILL  HE  DO  WITH  IT  f 

UDancoantable  caprice.  Sbodrad  him,  too,  —  what  s 
wordt    Tell  me,  —  I  beg,  I  insist." 

"  But  you  know,"  said  Fairtfaoni,  half  piteously,  half 
snappishly,  "that  Hn.  Haughton  was  the  daughter  of 
a  UnendiBper,  and  har  fathec'a  money  got  Charlie  oat 
of  the  county  jail;  and  Mi.  Danell  said, '  Sold  even 
your  namel '  My  ^ther  heaid  him  aay  it  in  ttte  ball 
at  Fawley.  Mr.  Damll  was  there  during  a  long  vaca- 
tioa,  and  your  father  came  to  see  him.  Your  fsither 
find  up,  and  they  never  saw  each  other,  I  believe, 
again." 

Iiionel  remained  etill  as  if  thunder-etricken.  Some' 
thing  in  hie  mother's  language  and  manner  had  at  times 
made  him  Buspeot  that  abe  was  not  so  well  bom  as  his 
father.  But  it  was  not  the  disooveiy  that  she  was  a 
tradeeman's  daughter  that  galled  him ;  it  was  the  thought 
that  his  father  was  bought  for  the  altar  out  of  the  county 
jailt  It  was  thoee  cutting  words,  "Sold  sren  your 
name."  His  face,  before  very  OTimsam,  became  livid; 
his  head  snlik  on  his  breast.  He  walked  towards  the 
old  gloomy  house,  by  Pkirthom's  side,  as  one  who,  for 
the  first  time  in  life,  feels  on  his  heart  tiie  leaden 
weight  of  an  hereditary  shame. 
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CHAPTEB  VI. 

Showing  how  ilntal  it  u  in  >  mmn  who  doM  not  can  tea  bb  hOMT 
to  heget  children. 

When  Lionel  saw  Hi.  Fsirthom  devoting  his  intelleo- 
tnal  being  to  the  contents  of  a  cold  chicken-pie,  he 
rilentlf  stepped  ont  of  the  room,  and  slunk  away  into 
a  thick  copee  at  the  ferthest  end  of  the  paddock.  He 
l(»iged  to  be  alone.  The  rain  descended,  not  heavily, 
but  in  penetrating  drizzle ;  he  did  not  feel  it,  ot  lathei 
he  felt  glad  that  there  was  no  gaudy  mocking  sunlight. 
He  sat  down  forlorn  in  the  hollows  of  a  glen  which 
the  copse  covered,  and  boned  his  bee  in  his  clasped 
hands. 

Lionel  Hanghton,  as  the  reader  may  have  noticed, 
was  no  premature  man,  — a  manly  boy,  bat  still  a  haln- 
tant  of  the  twilight,  dreamy  shadow-land  of  boyhood. 
Ifoble  elements  were  stirring  fitfully  within  him,  but 
their  agencies  were  crude  and  undeveloped.  Some- 
times, through  the  native  acuteness  of  his  intellect,  he 
apprehended  truths  quickly  and  truly  as  a  man;  then, 
again,  thiOQgh  the  warm  haze  of  undieciplined  tender- 
ness, or  the  raw  mista  of  that  sensitive  pride  in  which 
objects,  small  in  themselves,  loom  large  with  undetected 
outlines,  he  fell  back  into  the  passionate  dimness  of  a 
child's  reasoning.  He  was  intensely  ambitious;  Quix- 
otic in  the  point  of  honor;  dauntless  in  peril,  but 
morbidly  trembling  at  the  very  shadow  of  disgrace, 
as  a  foal,  destined  to  be  the  war-horse,  and  trample 
dowo  levelled  steel,  starts  in  ite  tranquil  pastures  at 
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the  rustling  of  a  leaf.  Glowingly  romantic,  but  not 
inclined  to  Tent  romance  in  literary  cieations,  his  feel~ 
ings  were  tha  more  high-wroi^ht  and  enthusiastic 
because  they  hod  no  outlet  in  poetic  channels.  Moet 
boys  of  great  ability  and  strong  paadon  write  verses,  — 
it  is  nature's  relief  to  brain  and  heart  at  the  critical 
tuming-oge.  Most  boys  thus  gifted  do  bo;  a  few  do 
not,  and  out  trf  those  lew  Fate  selects  the  great  men  of 
action,  —  those  large,  luminous  oboiacters  that  stamp 
poetry  on  the  world's  proeaic  auiface.  Lionel  had  in 
him  the  pith  and  substance  of  fortune's  grand  no- 
bodies, who  become  fame's  abrupt  somebodies  when 
the  chances  of  life  throw  suddenly  in  their  way  a  noble 
something,  to  be  ardently  coveted  and  boldly  won. 
But  I  repeat,  as  yet  he  was  a  boy,  —  so  he  sat  there, 
his  hands  before  his  face,  an  imreasomng  self-torturer. 
He  knew  now  why  thie  haughty  Darrell  had  written 
with  so  little  tendemesB  and  respect  to  hie  beloved 
mother.  Darrell  looked  on  her  as  the  cause  of  hia 
ignoble  kinsman's  "sale  of  namej"  nay,  most  proba- 
bly ascribed  to  hei  not  the  fcmd,  girlish  love  which 
levels  all  disparities  of  rank,  but  the  vulgar,  cold- 
blooded design  to  exchange  her  father's  bank-notes 
for  a  marriage  beyond  her  station.  And  he  was  the 
debtor  to  this  supercilious  creditor,  aa  hia  father  had 
been  before  bjni  I  His  father  I  —  till  then  he  had  been 
BO  proud  of  that  relationship.  Mrs.  Haughton  had  not 
been  happy  with  her  captain  j  his  confirmed  habits  of 
wild  dissipation  bad  embittered  her  union,  and  at  last 
worn  away  her  wifely  affections.  But  she  hod  tended 
and  nuiaed  him  in  his  last  illness  as  the  lover  of  her 
youth;  and  though  occasionally  she  hinted  at  hia  faults, 
she  ever  spoke  of  him  as  the  ornament  of  all  society,  — 
poor,    it  is  true,    harassed  by  unfeeling  creditors,    but 
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the  finest  of  fine  gentlemen.  Lionel  had  never  heard 
from  her  of  the  {mceatral  eetatoe  sold  for  a  gamblii^ 
debt;  never  from  her  of  the  county  jail  nor  Uie  mer- 
cenary misalliaTice.  In  boyhood,  before  ve  hare  any 
canae  to  be  prond  of  oniBelves,  we  are  bo  pioud  of  our 
fathen,  if  Te  have  a  decent  excuse  for  it.  Of  his  fathra 
could  Lionel  Haughbm  be  proud  now  I  And  Danell 
was  cognisant  of  his  paternal  disgrace,  — had  taunted 
his  father  in  yonder  old  hall ;  for  That  1  —  (iie  niami^e 
from  which  Lionet  sprang!  The  hands  grew  tighter 
and  tighter  before  that  burning  face.  He  did  not 
weep,  aa  he  had  done  in  Yance's  presence  at  a  tboi^ht 
much  less  galling.  Kot  that  tears  would  bare  misbO' 
come  him.  Shallow  judges  of  human  nature  are  they 
who  ttiink  that  tears  in  themselves  ever  misbecome 
bc^,  or  even  man.  Well  did  the  sternest  of  Roman 
writers  place  the  arch  distinction  of  humanity,  aloft 
from  all  meaner  of  heaven's  creatoies,  in  the  preroga- 
tive of  tears!  Sooner  mayest  thou  trust  tby  purse  to 
a  professional  pickpocket,  than  give  loyal  friendship  to 
the  man  who  boasts  of  eyes  to  which  the  heart  never 
mounts  in  dew!  Onlj,  when  man  weeps  he  should  be 
alone,  —  not  because  tears  are  weak,  but  because  they 
should  be  sacred.  Tears  are  akin  to  prayers.  Phari- 
sees parade  prayer;  impostors  parade  t«ars.  0  Fegasus, 
Pegasus,  —  softiy,  softly,  —  thou  hast  hurried  me  of! 
amidst  the  clouds :  drop  me  gently  down,  —  there,  by 
the  side  <^  the  moti(mless  boy  in  the  shadowy  glen. 
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CHAPTEE  Vn. 

UoimI  Haaghton,  tuning  hitherto  maeh  improved  hia  chum  of 
forduie,  dedde*  the  queatioD,  "  What  will  be  do  with  it  1 " 

"I  HATE  been  eeeking  you  everywhere,"  said  a  'wdl- 
known  voice;  and  a  hand  rested  lightly  on  Licotera 
shoulder.  The  boy  looked  up,  startled,  but  yet  heavily, 
and  saw  Guy  Danell,  the  ket  man  on  earth  he  oould 
have  desired  to  see.  "  Will  you  come  in  for  a  few 
minatea  T     You  are  wanted. " 

"What  for!  I  would  rather  stay  here.  Who  cui 
want  me  I " 

Darrell,  struck  by  the  words,  and  the  sullen  tone  in 
which  they  were  uttered,  surveyed  Lionel's  faoe  for  au 
instant^  and  replied  in  a  voice  involuntarily  more  kind 
f.Viar^  usual, — 

"  Some  one  very  commonplace,  but  ranee  the  Picts 
went  out  of  fashion,  very  necessary  to  mortals  the  most 
sublime.  I  ought  to  apologize  for  his  coming.  You 
threfU«ned  to  leave  me  yesterday  because  of  a  defect  in 
your  wardrobe.  Mr.  Fajrthom  wrote  to  my  tailor  to 
hasten  hither  and  repair  it.  He  is  here.  I  commend 
him  to  your  custom  1  Don't  despise  him  because  he 
makes  for  a  man  of  my  remote  gen«ation.  Tailtxs  are 
keen  observers,  and  do  not  grow  out  of  date  so  quickly 
sa  politicians." 

The  words  were  said  with  a  playful  good-humor  very 
uncommon  to  Mr.  Darrell.  The  intention  was  ob- 
viously kind  and  kinsmaulike.  Lionel  sprang  to  hia 
feet;  his  lip  curled,  his  eye  flashed,  snd  his  creit  roae. 
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"Ko,  air;  I  will  not  stoop  to  thisl  I  vill  not  be 
clothed  hy  jaat  tbaiAtf,  — younl  I  will  not  submit 
to  an  implied  taunt  apoD  m;  poor  mother'B  igntoanca 
of  the  manners  of  a  lank  to  which  she  was  not  homi 
Yon  said  we  might  not  like  each  other,  and  if  so,  we 
should  pott  forevei.  I  do  not  like  yon,  and  I  will 
gol  "  He  tuined  abruptl;,  and  walked  to  the  house, 
^magnanimous.  If  Mi.  Banell  had  not  been  the 
moat  singular  of  men,  he  might  well  hare  been  o&nded. 
As  it  wa^  though  none  len  accesnbls  to  soipriM,  ha 
was  surprised.  But  offended t  Judge  for  youiaelf,  "I 
declare,"  muttered  Guy  Dairell,  gazing  on  the  boy's 
receding  figure,  —  "I  declare  tliat  I  almost  feel  as  if 
I  could  once  again  be  capable  of  an  emotion!  I  hope  I 
am  not  going  to  like  tiiat  boy  t  The  old  Dsnell  blood 
in  hia  veina  sorely.  I  might  hare  spoken  as  he  did  at 
his  age,  but  I  must  hare  had  some  better  reason  for  it. 
What  did  I  say  to  justify  such  an  exploeioii]  Quid 
feci? — uftt  lapnu?  Ooos,  no  doubt,  to  pack  up  his 
knapsack,  and  take  tiia  road  to  ruini  Shall  I  let 
biro  gol  Better  for  me,  if  I  am  really  in  danger  of 
liking  him;  and  so  be  at  his  meroy  to  sting  —  whatl 
my  heartl  I  defy  him;  it  is  dead.  'So;  he  shall 
not  go  thus.  I  am  the  head  of  our  joint  houses. 
Hooeeel  I  wish  he  had  a  house,  poor  boyi  And  his 
grandfather  loved  me.  Let  him  gol  I  will  beg  his 
paidon  first;  and  he  may  dine  in  his  drawers,  if  that 
will  settle  the  mattorl " 

Thus,  no  less  magnanimous  than  liionel,  did  this  mis- 
anthropical man  foUow  his  nngradous  cousin.  "Hal" 
exied  Darrell,  suddenly,  as,  approaching  the  threshold, 
he  saw  Hr.  Fairthoni  at  the  dining-room  window  oo- 
copied  in  nibbing  a  pen  upon  an  ivory  thumb«tall, — 
"I  have  hit  iti     That  abcmiinable  7aiztiu«n  has  been 
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dieddiiifr  iia  priokleel  How  could  I  trurt  fleah  and 
blood  to  auoh  a  lamblet  I  'U  know  wliat  it  was,  thia 
instant  I  "  Vain  menace!  2To  sooner  did  Mr,  Vairtliom 
oatch  glimpee  of  Darrell's  conntenance  within  ten  yaida 
of  the  porch,  than,  hie  conscience  taking  alann,  he 
toshed  inoontiiieiit  from  the  window,  the  apartmaat,  — 
and,  ere  Darrell  ooold  fling  open  the  door,  was  lost  in 
xnne  lair— "  nnllis  penetrabilis  aatris  "  —  in  tha^  apooga- 
like  and  cavemooB  abode,  wherewith  benignant  Piovi- 
deoce  had  suited  the  locality  to  the  creatue. 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

Nttw  imbioglio  in  that  ever-recnmiig,  nerer-to-bfrMttled 
qneetdon,  "WhU  wUIIm  do  with  Itl" 

With  a  diaappointed  gl*'^  '"^  "  Ixiffled  shrug  of  the 
shoulder,  Mr.  Darrell  turned  from  the  dining-room,  and 
passed  tip  the  etaiis  to  Lionel's  chambei;  opened  the 
door  quickly,  and,  extending  his  hand,  said,  in  that 
tone  which  had  disarmed  the  wrath  of  ambitiauB  fac- 
tions, and  even  (if  &me  lie  not)  once  seduced  from  the 
hostile  TreaBurjr-ltencb  a  placeman's  vote,  "  I  must  have 
hurt  yonr  feelings,  and  I  come  to  beg  your  pardon  I " 

But  before  this  time  Lionel's  proud  heart,  in  which 
ungrateful  anger  could  not  long  find  room,  had  smitten 
him  for  BO  ill  a  return  te  well-meant  and  not  indelicate 
kindness.  And,  his  wounded  ^otism  appeased  by  its 
very  outburst^  he  had  called  to  mind  Fairthom's  allu- 
sions to  Darrell's  secret  griefs,  — griefs  that  must  have 
been  indeed  etormy  bo  to  have  revulsed  the  currents  of 
a  life.  And,  despite  those  griefs,  the  great  man  had 
spoken  playfully  to  him, — playfully,  in  order  to  make 
light  of  obligations.  So,  when  Guy  Darrell  now  ex- 
t^ided  that  hand,  and  stooped  to  that  apology,  Lionel 
was  &irly  overcome.  Tears,  before  refused,  now  found 
irresistible  way.  The  hand  he  could  not  take,  but, 
yielding  to  his  yearning  impulse,  he  threw  his  arms 
birly  round  his  host's  neck,  leaned  his  young  cheek 
npon  tttat  granite  breast,  and  sobbed  out  inooheient 
words  of  passionate  repentance,  — honest,  venerating 
affection.     Darrell's  face  ohanged,  looking  for  a  moment 
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wondzoiu  soft,  —  and  then,  bb  by  an  effort  of  saprame 
aelf-control,  it  became  seveTely  placid.  He  did  not  ro- 
tom  that  embrace,  but  certainly  he  in  no  way  repelled 
it;  nor  did  he  trust  himself  to  speak  till  the  boy  had 
exhausted  the  force  of  his  first  feelings,  and  had  turned 
to  diy  his  tears. 

Then  he  Boid,  with  a  soothing  sweetness:  "Lionel 
Haoghton,  yoa  have  ttie  heart  of  a  gentleman  that  can 
never  listen  to  a  frank  apology  for  uitintentional  wronf^ 
bat  what  it  springs  forth  to  take  the  blame  to  itaelf,  and 
return  apology  tenfold.  Enough  1  A  mistake,  no  doubt, 
on  both  sides.  More  time  must  elapee  before  either  c»n 
truly  say  that  he  does  not  like  the  other.  Meanwhile, " 
added  Darrell,  with  almost  a  laugh,  —  and  that  conclud- 
ing query  showed  that  even  on  trifles  the  man  was 
bent  upon  either  forcing  or  stealing  his  own  will  upon 
otheia,  —  "  meanwhile,  must  I  send  away  the  tailor  t  " 

I  need  not  repeat  Lionel's  answer. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Dmall:  mTattty  In Ui  part  llf«.     Wlut  has  he  d<MW  with  iti 

SoHB  days  paMed,  each  day  Taiying  litUe  from  the 
other.  It  was  the  habit  of  Dorrell,  if  he  went  late  to 
rest,  to  rise  earlj.  He  never  allowed  himself  more  than 
five  home'  aleep.  A  man  greater  than  Guy  Danell  — 
Sit  Walter  Baleigh  —  carved  from  the  solid  day  i:n 
larger  a  slice  for  Morpheas.  And  it  waa  this  habit,  per- 
haps, yet  more  than  tempeiance  in  diet,  which  preserved 
to  Darrell  his  remsxkable  youthfulness  of  aspect  and 
frame,  so  that  at  fifty-two  he  looked,  and  really  was, 
yoongei  than  many  a  strong  man  of  Uiirty-five.  For 
certain  it  is  that  on  entering  middle  life,  he  who  would 
keep  bis  brain  clear,  his  step  elastic,  bis  muscles  &om 
fleshiness,  his  nerres  from  tremor,  ~in  a  word,  retain 
his  youth  in  spite  of  the  r^^ister,  —  should  beware  of 
long  Blnmbers.  Ifothing  (^ee  like  laziness.  The  hoars 
before  Inxakfast  Darrell  devoted  first  to  exercise,  what- 
ever the  weather,  — next  to  his  calm,  scientific  poisuits. 
At  ten  o'clock  ponctually  he  rode  out  alone,  and  seldom 
returned  Ull  late  in  the  afternoon.  Then  he  woald 
stroll  forth  with  Li<aiel  into  devious  woodlands,  or 
loange  with  him  along  the  margin  of  the  lake,  or  lie 
down  on  the  tedded  grass;  call  the  boy's  attention  to 
the  insect  popaloce,  which  E^rts  out  its  happy  life  in 
tJte  Bununer  months,  and  treat  of  the  ways  and  habits 
of  each  varying  species,  with  a  quaint  learning,  half 
humorous,  half  grave.  He  was  a  minute  observer,  and 
an  aocompli^ed  naturalist.     His  range  of  knowledge 
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was,  indeed,  amazingly  large  for  a  man  who  has  had  to 
pass  his  beat  years  in  a  dry  and  absorbing  study :  necea- 
saiily  not  so  profound  in  each  section  as  that  of  a  apftcial 
professor,  but  if  the  science  was  often  on  the  surface,  th« 
thoughts  he  deduced  from  what  he  knew  were  as  often 
original  and  deep.  A  maxim  of  Ma,  which  he  dropped 
out  one  day  to  Lionel  in  his  careless  manner  but  pointed 
diction,  may,  perhaps,  illustrate  his  own  practice  and 
its  results :  "  Never  think  it  enough  to  have  solved  the 
problem  started  by  another  mind,  till  you  have  deduced 
from  it  a  corollary  of  your  own." 

After  dinner,  which  was  not  over  till  past  eight 
o'clock,  they  always  adjourned  to  the  library, — Fair- 
thorn  Tanjahiug  into  a  recess,  Darrell  and  Lionel  each 
with  his  several  book;  then  an  air  on  the  flute,  and 
each  to  his  own  room  before  eleven.  Ko  life  couM 
be  more  methodical,  yet  to  Lionel  it  had  an  animat- 
ing charm ;  for  hb  interest  in  his  host  daily  increased, 
and  varied  his  thoughts  with  perpetual  occupation. 
Darrell,  on  the  contrary,  while  more  kind  and  cordial, 
more  cautiously  on  his  guard  not  to  wound  his  young 
guest's  susceptibilities  than  he  had  been  before  tlie 
quarrel  and  its  reconciliation,  did  not  aeem  to  feel  for 
Lionel  the  active  interest  which  Lionel  felt  for  him. 
He  did  not,  as  most  clever  men  are  apt  to  do  in 
their  intercourse  with  youth,  attempt  to  drew  him  out, 
plomb  his  intellect  or  guide  his  tastee.  If  he  was  at 
times  instructive,  it  was  because  talk  fell  on  snbjects  on 
which  it  pleased  himself  to  touoh,  and  in  which  he  oould 
not  speak  without  involuntarily  instructing.  Kot  did  he 
ever  allure  the  boy  to  talk  of  his  school-days,  of  his 
friends,  of  his  predilections,  his  hopes,  his  future.  Id 
short,  had  you  observed  them'  together,  you  would  have 
never  supposed  they  were  connections,  — -  that  one  could 
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•ikd  ooglit  to  jnfinenoB  uid  direct  the  career  of  the  other. 
You  would  have  said  the  host  certainly  liked  the  gaeat,  - 
aa  any  m&n  would  like  a  promiaiiig,  wuin-hearted, 
high-epirited,  gnoeful  boy,  xmder  hie  own  roof  for  a 
short  time,  bat  who  felt  that  that  boy  was  Qothing  to 
him,  —  would  eooa  poae  from,  hia  eye ;  form  friends, 
pujeuita,  urns  wiUi  which  he  could  ba  in  no  way  com- 
mingled, foi  whioh  he  should  be  whoUy  irresponsible  ■ 
There  was  also  this  peculiarity  in  Dairell's  oonTersa- 
tionj  if  he  never  spoke  of  his  guest's  past  and  future, 
neither  did  he  ever  do  more  than  adrrat  in  the  most 
general  terms  to  his  own.  Of  that  grand  stage  on 
which  he  had  been  so  brilliant  an  actor,  he  imparted 
no  reminiscences;  of  tboee  great  men,  the  leaders  of 
hie  age,  with  whom  he  had  mingled  familiarly,  h« 
told  no  anecdotes.  Equally  nlent  was  he  as  to  the 
earlier  steps  in  bis  career,  —  the  modes  by  which  he 
had  studied;  the  acoidente  of  which  he  had  seized  ad- 
vmtt^  —  silent  there  as  upon  the  eausee  he  had 
gained,  or  the  debates  be  bad  adorned.  iKever  could 
yon  have  sappoaed  tJiat  thie  man,  atiU  in  the  prime 
of  public  life,  had  been  the  theme  of  jouroola  and  the 
boast  of  party.  Keithei  did  he  ever,  ae  men  who  talk 
easily  at  their  own  heartha  are  prone  to  do,  speak  of 
projecta  in  the  future,  even  tbongb  tJie  projects  be  no 
vaster  than  the  planting  of  a  tree,  or  the  alteration  of 
a  parterre,  —  projecta  with  which  rural  life  so  copiously 
and  so  innocantly  teems.  The  past  seemed  as  if  it 
had  left  to  him  no  memory,  tiie  future  as  if  it  stored 
for  him  no  dea\re.  But  did  the  past  leave  no  memory  t 
Why  then,  at  intervals,  would  the  book  slide  from  hie 
eye,  the  head  sink  upon  the  breast,  and  a  shade  of 
mmttetable  dejection  darken  over  the  grand  beauty  at 
that  strong,   stem   countenance!    Still,   that  dejection 
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wu  not  morbidly  fed  and  eneoniaged;  for  he  would 
fling  it  from  Mni  with  a  qaick,  impotient  gesture  of  the 
bead;  leanme  the  book  resolutely,  or  change  it  for  an- 
other which  induced  fieeh  trains  of  thought;  or  look 
over  Lionel's  shoulder,  and  make  some  subtle  comment 
on  his  choice;  or  call  on  Fairthom  for  the  flute,  — and 
in  a  few  minutes  the  face  was  seveiely  serene  again. 
And  be  it  here  eaid,  that  it  is  mily  in  the  poetry  of 
young  gentlemen,  or  the  proae  of  lady  novelists,  that 
a  man  in  good  health  and  of  sound  intellect  wears  the 
Uvery  of  unyarying  gloom.  However  great  his  causes 
of  sorrow,  he  does  not  forever  parade  its  ostentatious 
mourning,  nor  follow  the  hearae  of  his  hopes  with  the 
long  face  of  an  undertaker.  He  will  still  have  hia 
gleams  of  cheerfulness,  his  moments  of  good-humor. 
The  old  smile  will  sometimes  light  the  eye,  and  awake 
the  old  playfulness  of  the  lip.  But  what  a  great  and 
critical  sorrow  does  leave  behind  ia  often  far  worse  than 
the  sorrow  iteelf  has  been  I  It  is  a  change  in  the  inner 
man,  which  strands  him,  as  Guy  Darrell  seemed  stranded, 
upon  the  shoal  of  the  present;  which  the  more  he 
strive  manfully  to  bear  his  burden,  warns  him  the 
more  from  dwelling  on  the  past;  and  the  more  im- 
presdvely  it  enforce  the  lesson  of  the  vanity  of  human 
wishes,  strikes  the  more  from  his  reckoning  iUumve 
hopes  in  the  future.  Thus,  out  of  our  tiireefold  exist- 
ence, two  parts  are  annihilated,  —  the  what  has  been. 
the  what  shall  be.  We  fold  oar  arms,  stand  upon  the 
petty  and  steep  cr^stone,  which  alone  looms  out  of  the 
measurelese  sea,  and  say  to  ourselves,  looking  neither 
backward  nor  beyond,  "  Let  us  bear  what  is ; "  and  so 
for  the  moment  the  eye  can  lighten  and  the  lip  can 
smile. 

Lionel  conM  no  longer  glean  from  Mr.  Fairthom  any 
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tbtLj  hiata  npon  ths  famUj  ncoida.  That  gentlenun  had 
sTidently  been  reprinunded  for  indlMretion,  or  wuned 
■gainst  its  repetition,  aod  he  hecun«  as  raaerred  and 
mum  aa  if  h«  had  joat  emerged  from  tiie  cave  of  Tnv 
phonina.  Indeed  ha  ■hnuwd  troBting  hiioMlf  again 
alone  to  Lionel,  and,  affectiiig  a  long  arrear  of  corre- 
apoadeaoe  on  behalf  of  hia  employer,  left  the  lad  daring 
tha  forenoons  to  solitary  angling,  or  aodal  inteicouraa 
-witii  the  BWana  and  the  tame  doe.  But  from  soma 
myatic  ooncealnieDt  within  dotaa  voald  often  float  fat 
into  the  open  air  Uie  melodiea  of  that  magic  flate ;  and 
the  bo;  would  glide  back,  along  the  dark-ivd  mournful 
valla  of  the  old  houae^  or  the  fntile  pomp  of  pilaat^ed 
BTcadw  in  the  uncompleted  new  one,  to  lieten  to  the 
aouod:  listening,  A«,  bliMfnl  boy,  forgot  the  preaent;  Aa 
■edied  the  unchallenged  royalty  of  hia  years.  For  him 
so  rebela  in  the  paat  oonapiied  with  poison  to  the  wine- 
oup,  murder  to  the  alaep.  Ko  deserts  in  the  fntnie, 
arreating  tiie  march  of  ambition,  said,  "  Heta  an  aanda 
fur  a  pilgrtm;  not  fielda  tat  a  conquercn." 
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Thus  neady  &  Veek  had  gone,  and  Lionel  began  to  feel 
perplexed  as  to  the  duration  oi  his  visit.  Bfaould  he  be 
the  first  to  suggest  departure  t  Mi.  Damll  rescued  him 
from  that  embsnassment.  On  the  seventh  day,  lioael 
met  his  host  in  s  lane  near  the  house,  retuiuing  from  his 
habitual  ride.  The  boy  walked  home  by  the  side  of  Hht 
horaeman,  patting  the  steed,  admiring  its  shape,  sod 
praiaing  the  beauty  of  anotiier  saddle-hone,  smsller  and 
slighter,  which  he  had  seen  in  the  paddock  exeicisad  by 
a  groom;  "Do  you  ever  ride  that  chestnut t  I  think 
it  even  hsodsomer  than  this." 

"Half  OUT  preferences  are  due  to  the  vanity  they 
flatter.  Few  con  ride  this  horee,  —  any  one,  perhaps, 
that." 

"  There  speaks  the  Dai«4ll  I  "  said  Lionel,  laughing. 

The  host  did  not  look  displeased, 

"Where  no  difficulty,  there  no  pleasure,"  said  he  in 
his  curt,  laconic  diction.  "I  was  in  Spain  two  years 
ago.  I  hod  not  au  English  horse  there,  so  I  bought  that 
Andalusion  jennet.  What  has  served  him  at  need,  no 
preux  ohevtUicr  would  leave  to  the  chance  of  ill-usage. 
So  the  jennet  came  with  me  to  England.  You  have  not 
been  much  accustomed  to  ride,  I  suppose  t " 

"  ITot  much ;  but  my  dear  mother  thought  I  ought  to 
learn.  She  pinched  for  a  whole  year  to  have  m«  t«ught 
at  a  riding-achool  during  one  school  vacation." 


.coy  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HB  DO  WITH  IT  I  167 

"  Your  mother's  lelatioos  tm,  I  believe,  well  off.  Do 
they  auffer  her  to  pinch  t " 

"  I  do  not  know  that  "l"*  tmn-  -  nlations  livinf ;  ij^ 
never  speaks  of  them." 

"  Indeedl  "  This  vas  the  first  qaestton  on  home  mtt- 
tets  tbat  Damll  had  stbt  directly  addressed  to  LiooeL 
He  there  dropped  the  subject,  and  aid,  aft«i  a  ihut 
pauae,  "  I  was  not  aware  that  you  are  a  horsemut,  or  I 
would  have  asked  you  to  accompany  me;  Till  you  do  lo 
to-morrow,  and  mount  the  jennet  f    '  ' 

"Oh,  thank  you;  I  should  like  it  so  much." 

Dturell  turned  abruptly  away  from  the  br^^t,  grato- 
fnl  eyes.  "  I  am  only  eorry, "  he  added,  looking  aside, 
"  that  our  excureione  can  be  but  few.  On  Friday  next 
I  shall  anbuiit  to  you  a  proposition ;  if  you  accept  it,  we 
shall  part  on  Saturday,  —  liking  each  other,  I  hope : 
speaking  for  myself  the  expniment  has  not  failed;  and 
on  yours! " 

"  On  mine !  —  oh,  Mr.  I>arTell,  if  I  dared  but  tell  you 
what  recollectionB  of  yourself  tha  experiment  will  b» 
queath  to  mel  " 

"  Do  not  tell  me,  if  they  imply  a  compliment, "  aosweiwd 
Darrell,  with  the  low,  silvery  laugh  which  so  melodiously 
expressed  indifference,  and  repelled  affection.  He  entered 
the  stable-yard;  dismounted;  and  on  returning  to  Lionel, 
the  sound  of  the  flute  stole  forth,  as  if  from  the  eaves  of 
the  gabled  roof.  "  Could  the  pipe  of  Horace's  Faunua 
be  sweeter  than  that  flute  t  "  said  Darrell. 

"  '  Utonnqoe  dnki,  Tyudare,  fistnl^ 
Valles.' 

What  a  loTsly  ode  that  isl  What  knowledge  of  town 
lifel  What  susceptibility  to  &»  rural!  Of  all  the 
Latins,  Horace  is  the  only  one  with  whom   I   could 
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viah  to  ham  spent  a  veek.  Bat  not  I  could  not 
have  disctused  the  brief  span  of  hiunan  life  wiUi  locks 
Bteaped  in  Molobathraa  balm,  and  wreathed  with  that 
Billy  myrtle.  Hoiacs  and  I  wonld  have  qnairBlled  over 
the  firat  heady  bowl  of  M»niric.  We  uoTer  can  qnaml 
nOwl  Keased  aabject  and  poet-lanieate  of  Qaeen 
PioMrpise,  and,  I  dare  swear,  the  moat  gentlomanlika 
poet  she  evQi  received  at  courts  henceforth  his  taak  i> 
to  nncoil  the  aspe  fiom  the  brows  of  AJecto,  and  anest 
the  ambitiooa  Orion  from  the  chase  after  Tiaionaty 
lions." 
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Bbtmiag  tlat  tf  a  good  face  Ii  a  lettm  of  noonunendtffca, 
a  good  heart  ia  a  lettar  <4  cradit. 

Chb  next  day  thej  rode  forth,  hoet  aad  guest,  and  that 
Tide  pioved  an  eventful  crifflB  in  the  fortune  of  Lionel 
Haughton.  Hitherto  I  have  elahorately  dwelt  on  the 
tact  that,  whatever  the  regaid  Danell  might  feel  for 
him,  it  was  a  legaid  apart  from  that  interest  which  ac- 
cepts a  reaponeibility,  and  links  to  itself  a  fate.  Aod 
even  if,  at  momenta,  the  powerful  and  wealthy  man  had 
felt  that  interest,  he  had  thrust  it  from  him.  That  be 
meant  to  be  generous  was  indeed  certain,  and  this  he  had 
typically  shown  in  a  very  trite  matters-fact  way.  The 
tailor,  wboee  vMt  had  led  to  euch  pertoihation,  had 
received  inatructionB  heyond  the  mete  supply  of  the 
raiment  for  which  he  had  been  summoned ;  and  a  laige 
potent  portmanteau,  containing  all  that  mi^t  crautitute 
tiie  liberal  outfit  of  a  young  man  in  the  rank  of  a  gentle- 
man, had  arrived  at  Fawky,  and  amaced  and  moved 
Litmel,  whom  Danell  had  by  this  time  thoroughly 
reconciled  to  the  aooeptuiee  of  benefits.  The  gift 
denoted  this,  "  In  recognising  you  as  kinsman,  T  shall 
henceforth  provide  for  you  as  gentleman. "  Darrell  indeed 
Meditated  applying  for  an  appointment  in  one  of  the 
pnUic  offices,  the  setUement  of  a  tiberal  allowance,  asd 
a  paitii^;  shake  of  the  band,  which  should  imply,  "  I 
have  now  behaved  as  becomes  me ;  the  rest  belongs  to 
yon.  We  may  never  meet  again.  There  is  no  reescoi 
why  t^iis  good-by  may  not  be  forever." 
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Bat  in  the  course  of  that  ride,  Darrell's  intAiitioDa 
chuij^.  Wherefora  1  Yon  will  never  guesa !  Ifothing 
so  remote  as  the  dlBtonoe  between  cause  and  effect,  and 
the  cause  for  the  effect  here  was  ~  poor  little  Sophy. 

The  da;  vas  fresh,  with  a  lovely  breeze,  as  the  two 
ridetfl  iwle  briskly  over  the  turf  of  rolling  common-lands, 
with  the  feaUieiy  boughs  of  neighboring  woodlands  tossed 
joyously  to  and  fro  by  the  sportive  summer  wind.  Tbe 
exhilaiatii^  exercise  and  air  raised  Lionel's  spirits,  and 
released  bis  tongue  from  all  tnunmels;  and  when  a  boy 
is  in  high  spirito,  ten  to  one  but  be  growa  a  f  laolc  ^otisty 
feels  the  teeming  life  of  his  individi^^,  and  talks  abotd 
himaelf.  Quite  unoonsciously  Lionel  rattled  out  gay  an- 
ecdotes of  bis  school-dayB;  his  qiiansl  with  a  demonia- 
cal usher;  how  he  ran  away;  what  befell  him;  how  the 
doctor  went  after,  and  brought  him  back;  how  splen- 
didly tiie  doctor  behaved,  —  neitiier  fiogged  nor  expelled 
him,  bat  after  patient  listening,  while  he  rebuked  the 
pupil,  dismissed  the  usher,  to  ths  joy  of  the  whole 
academy ;  how  he  fought  the  head  boy  in  tha  school  for 
caUing  the  doctor  a  sneak;  how,  licked  twice,  he  yet 
fought  that  head  boy  a  thitd  time,  and  licked  biTn ;  how, 
when  head  boy  himself,  he  had  roused  the  whole  eohool 
into  a  dvil  war,  dividing  the  boyi  into  Cavaliere  and 
Boundheads;  how  clay  was  rolled  out  into  cannon-halls 
and  pistol-shot,  sticks  shaped  into  swords;  the  play- 
gioond  disturfed  to  oonstmot  fortifications;  how  a 
slovenly,  stout  boy  enacted  Cromwell;  how  he  hinuelf 
was  elevated  into  Prince  Rupert;  and  hqw,  revetsijig 
all  history,  and  infamously  degrading  Cromwell,  Bupert 
would  not  consent  to  be  beaten;  and  CromweU  at  the 
last,  disabled  1^  an  untoward  blow  acroas  the  knuckles, 
ignominiously  yielded  himself  prisoner,  was  tried  by  a 
court-martial,   and  sentenced  to  be  shoti     To  all  this 
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mbUsh  did  Daitell  iodine  hia  patient  ear,  — not  en- 
cooragin^  not  intetrnptin^  but  eometimoB  stifling  a  sigh 
at  the  Bonnd  of  Lionel's  marrf  Uugh,  oi  tiie  aght  of  his 
fux  hce,  with  he^htened  glov  on  its  cheska,  and  hit 
long  eilkj  hair,  w(«thy  the  name  of  loT&Jocke,  blown  by 
the  wind  from  the  open  loyal  features  which  might  weU 
have  graced  the  portrait  of  some  youthful  cavaliei.  On 
bounded  the  Spanish  jenne^  on  rattled  the  boy  hdei. 
He  had  left  si^iool  now,  in  his  headlong  talk ;  he  was 
describing  his  fitat  friendship  with  Frank  Yanoe,  as  a 
lodger  at  his  mother's^  -bow  example  fixed  hint,  and  be 
took  to  sketch-woik  and  painting;  how  kindly  Vanoe 
gave  him  leaecxis;  how  at  one  time  he  wished  to  he  a 
painter;  how  mnch  the  mere  idea  of  such  a  thing  vexed 
his  mothet,  and  how  little  she  was  moved  whMi  he  told 
her  that  Titian  was  of  a  veiy  ancient  iamily,  and  that 
Francis  I.,  arahetype  of  gentiemen,  visited  Leonardo  da 
'Vinci's  eick-bed ;  and  that  Heniy  Till,  had  said  to  a 
pert  lord  who  had  annbbed  Holbein,  "  I  can  make  a  lord 
any  day,  bat  I  cannot  make  &  Holbein;"  bow  Uta. 
Hanghton  still  confounded  all  painteia  in  the  general 
image  of  the  painter  and  plumber  who  had  cheated  her 
SO  shamefully  in  the  renewed  window-sashes  and  re- 
decorated walls,  which  time  and  the  four  children  of  an 
Irish  family  had  made  necessary  to  the  letting  of  the 
first  floor.  And  these  playful  allustons  to  the  mater- 
nal ideas  were  still  not  irreverant,  but  ctrntrived  so  as 
rather  to  prepoeaess  Darrsll  in  Mrs.  Haughton's  favor, 
by  bringing  ont  traits  of  a  simple,  natoral  mother,  too 
prond,  perhaps,  of  her  only  son,  not  caring  what  she 
did,  how  she  worked,  so  ibat  he  might  not  lose  caste 
as  a  bom  Hanghton.  Danell  nnderstood,  and  nodded 
hia  head  approvingly.  "  Certainly, "  he  said,  speaking 
almost  for  the  first  time,  "  Fame  confers  a  rank  abova 
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thftt  (d  gentlemsn  and  of  kinge;  aad  as  soon  as  she 
iBsnes  her  patent  of  nobility,  H  matters  not  a  stiaw 
whether  the  recipient  be  the  eon  of  a  Bourbon  or  of  a 
taUoT-chmdler.  But  if  Fame  withhold  her  patent,  —  if 
a  well-born  man  paint  aldermen,  and  be  not  famous  (and 
I  daresay  you  would  have  been  neither  a  Titian  nor  a 
Holbein),  why,  he  might  as  well  be  a  painter  and 
plumber,  and  has  a  better  chance,  even  of  bread  and 
cheese,  by  standing  to  his  post  as  gentlemau.  Mrs. 
Haughton  was  right,  and  I  respect  her." 

"  Quite  right.  If  I  lived  to  the  age  of  Uethnaelah,  I 
oould  not  paint  a  head  like  Frank  Vance." 

"  And  even  he  w  not  famone  yet  Never  heard  <rf 
bim." 

"  He  will  be  famous,  — I  am  sure  of  it;  and  if  yon 
lived  in  London,  yon  would  hear  of  him  even  now. 
Oh,  sirl  anch  a  portrait  as  he  painted  the  other  day! 
But  I  must  tell  you  all  about  it."  And  therewith 
Lionel  plnnged  at  once,  medias  ret,  into  the  brief 
broken  epic  of  little  Sophy,  and  the  eccentric,  infirm, 
BelisariuB,  for  whose  sake  she  first  toiled  and  then 
begged;  with  what  artless  eloquence  he  brought  out 
the  colore  of  the  whole  story,  — now  its  humor,  now  its 
pathoe;  witii  what  beautifying  sympathy  he  adorned  the 
image  of  the  little  vagrant  girl,  with  her  mien  of  gentle- 
Winnaii  and  her  simplicity  of  child;  the  river-excuTsion 
to  Hampton  Court;  her  still  delight;  how  annoyed  he 
felt  when  Vance  seemed  ashamed  of  her  before  those 
fine  people;  tiie  orchard  scene  in  which  he  had  read 
Darrell's  letter,  that,  for  the  time,  drove  her  from  t^e 
foremost  place  in  his  thoughts;  the  return  home,  the 
parting,  iMr  wistful  look  hock,  the  visit  to  the  Cobbler's 
next  day,  —  even  her  fanwell  gift,  the  nursery  poem, 
with  the  lines  written  on  the  fly-leaf;  he  had  them  by 
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b«aTtt  Dutell,  Gie  grand  advocate,  felt  he  could  not 
hsTfl  produced  on  a  jory,  witli  those  elemeste,  the  effect 
▼hicfa  that  boy^iarrator  produced  on  his  granite  self. 

"  And,  oh,  Bill "  cried  Lionel,  cheeking  his  horee,  and 
even  arreBtii^;  Darrell's  with  bold  right  hand,  — "oh," 
■aid  he,  as  he  brought  his  nuHrt  and  pleading  «jm  in 
full  battery  upon  the  abaJcen  fort  to  which  he  hod  mined 
his  way, — "oh,  siit  you  aie  «o  wiae  and  rich  and 
kind,  do  teecoe  that  poor  child  from  the  penary  and 
hardships  ot  aoch  a  life!  If  yon  could  bat  have  seen 
and  heard  her!  She  could  never  have  been  bom  to  it! 
You  look  away,  — I  offend  you  I  I  have  no  right  to 
tax  your  benevolence  for  others;  bnt,  instead  dF  shower^ 
ing  favon  upon  me,  so  little  would  suffice  for  herl  —  if 
ebfb  were  hot  above  positive  want,  with  ^t  old  man 
(she  would  not  bs  hai^y  wittiont  him),  safe  in  such  a 
cottage  as  you  give  to  youi  own  peasantst  I  am  a  man, 
or  shall  be  one  aoon ;  I  can  wrestle  with  the  world,  and 
fone  my  way  eomebow;  but  that  delicate  child,  «  vilhigft 
diow,  or  a  be^ar  on  the  high-roadt  —  no  mother,  no 
brother,  no  one  bat  tiiat  broken-down  cripple,  leaning 
npon  her  aim  as  his  crutch.  I  cannot  bear  to  think  <rf 
it.  I  am  sure  I  shall  meet  her  again  somewhere;  and 
when  I  do^  may  I  not  write  to  you,  and  will  you  not 
oome  to  h«  helpt  Do  speak — do  say  'Yea,'  Mr. 
DwtwU." 

The  rich  man's  breast  heaved  slightly;  he  closed  his 
eyee,  but  for  a  moment.  There  was  a  diort  and  sharp 
struggle  with  his  better  ael^  and  the  better  seU 
wnqoered. 

"  Let  go  my  leins,  —  see,  my  horse  puts  down  his 
ears;  he  may  do  yon  a  mischief.  Now  cantar  on, — 
you  diall  be  satisfied.  Give  me  a  moment  to — to  on- 
button  my  ooat;  it  is  too  tight  for  me." 
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CHAPTER  XIL 


"  LiONBL  Haughios,  "  asid  Q-a;  Datrell,  regainkig  his 
joong  couein's  side,  and  speaking  in  a  &na  and  meMtmd 
voice,  "  I  have  to  th&nk  you  foi  one  very  happy  nunute; 
the  sight  <^  a  heart  ao  fresh  in  the  Ijinpid  purity  <A  good- 
ness is  a  luxui;  yon  cannot  compiehend  till  yon  have 
come  to  my  age;  journeyed,  like  me,  from  I>an  to  Beei^ 
ahebo,  and  found  all  bamn.  Heed  me:  if  you  had  been 
half-a-dozen  yean  oldei,  and  thie  ohild  for  whom  you 
pl^  had  been  a  faif  young  woman,  petbapa  just  as 
iouooutt,  just  aa  channiog,  more  in  pwil,  — my  benevo- 
lenoe  would  have  loin  as  dormant  as  a  stone.  A  yonng 
man's  foolish  sentiment  for  a  pretly  girL  Aa  jrour  true 
friend,  I  should  have  shru^ed  my.shouldera  and  aaid, 
■  Beware ! '  Had  I  been  your  father,  I  should  have 
taken  alsnn,  and  frowned.  I  should  have  seen  the 
sickly  romance,  whidi  ends  in  dnpes  or  deceivera.  But 
at  youi  age,  yon,  hearty,  genial,  and  open-hearted  boy,  — 
you,  caught  but  by  the  chivalrous  compaeaion  foe  hap- 
less female  childhood,  — oh  that  you  were  my  son!  oh 
that  my  dear  father's  blood  were  ia  those  knightly  veisa  I 
I  had  a  aon  wee!  God  took  him;"  the  strong  man's 
lips  quivered,  — he  hurried  on.  "  I  felt  there  was  man- 
hood in  you,  when  you  wrol«  to  fling  my  churlish  favors 
in  my  teeth ;  when  you  would  have  left  my  roof-tree  in 
a  burst  of  paasion  which  might  be  fooUab,  but  was  noUer 
than  the  wiadom  of  calculating  aubmiaaion,  —  manhood, 


.coy  Google 


WHAT   WILL  HE   DO   WITH   FE  ?  175 

but  onl;  pethaps  man's  pride  as  man ;  man's  heart  not 
Imb  cold  than  winter.  To-day  you  have  shown  me  eome- 
thing  far  better  than  pride:  that  nature  which  consti- 
tutea  the  heroic  temperament  is  oranpleted  by  two  attri- 
butes, —  unfiinching  purpose,  disinterested  humanity.  I 
know  not  yet  if  you  have  the  first;  you  reveal  to  me  the 
second.  Yes!  I  acoept  the  duties  you  propose  te  me;  I 
will  do  more  than  leave  to  yon  the  chance  of  discovering 
this  poor  child.  I  will  direct  my  solicitor  to  take  the 
right  steps  to  do  so.  I  will  see  that  she  is  safe  from 
the  ills  you  fear  for  her,  Lionel  I  more  still,  I  am  im> 
patient  till  I  writ^  to  Mrs.  Haughten.  I  did  her  wrong. 
Remember,  I  have  never  seen  her.  I  leeanted  in  ber 
the  cause  of  my  quarrel  with  your  btber,  who  was  once 
dear  te  me.  "F-nnngb  of  that.  I  disliked  the  tone  of 
her  letters  te  me.  I  diediked  it  in  the  mother  of  a  boy 
who  had  Darrell  blood;  other  reasons  too,  — let  them 
pass.  But  in  providing  for  your  education,  I  certainly 
thought  her  relations  provided  for  her  support.  She 
never  asked  me  for  help  there;  and,  judging  of  her 
hastily,  I  thot^bt  she  would  not  have  scrupled  te  do  so, 
if  my  help  ^re  bad  not  been  forestalled.  You  have 
made  me  understand  her  bettor ;  and  at  all  events,  three 
fourths  of  what  we  are  in  boyhood  most  of  us  owe  to 
OUT  mothers!  Ton  are  frank,  fearle«i,  affectionate, — a 
gentleman.     I  respect  tbe  mother  who  has  such  a  eon. " 

Certainly  praise  was  rare  upon  Darrell'e  lips,  but  when 
be  did  praise,  he  knew  how  to  do  it  I  And  no  man  will 
ever  command  others  who  has  not  by  nature  that  gifti 
It  cannot  be  learned.  Art  and  experience  can  only  re- 
fine ite  expression. 
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CHAPTER  Xm. 

Be  who  ieea  liii  Wt  in  hb  own  chDd,  cwrle*  his  ojb  orer  hopM 
sod  poaMwioiu  lying  tax  beyoud  his  gravenone,  viewing  Ui  life, 
even,  haie,  m  a  period  bat  olcaed  with  a  oonmia.  He  who  bsm 
hli  heir  in  another  rnau'i  child,  mm  the  full  itog  at  the  end  of 
tbeH 


Liombl's  departnra  was  isdeflnitel;  postponed;  nothii^ 
more  wm  said  of  it.  Meanwhile  DsneU'e  maimeT  towards 
him  underwent  a  marked  change.  The  pnTlons  indif- 
ference the  rich  kinsmaa  had  hitherto  shown  as  to  the 
bo7'B  past  life,  and  the  peculiarities  of  his  intellect  and 
character,  wholly  Tamslied.  He  songht  now,  on  the 
contiaiy,  to  plumb  thorot^hly  the  more  hidden  depths 
which  luilc  in  the  natare  of  every  human  being,  and 
which,  in  Lionel,  were  the  more  difficult  to  discern  from 
the  Tivacitjr  and  candoi  which  ooTered  with  so  smooth 
and  charming  a  sur&ce  a  pride  tnmiilouBly  sensitive, 
and  an  ambition  that  startled  himself  in  the  hoars  when 
solitude  and  Tererie  reflect  upon  the  risions  of  yonth  the 
giant  ontline  of  its  own  hopes. 

Darrell  was  not  dissatisfied  with  the  lesults  of  his 
surrey;  yet  often,  when  perhaps  most  pleased,  s  shade 
would  pass  over  his  countenance;  and  had  a  woman 
who  loved  him  been  by  to  listen,  she  would  have 
heard  the  short,  slight  sigh  which  came  and  went  too 
quickly  for  the  duller  sense  of  man's  friendship  to 
recognize  it  as  the  sound  of  sorrow. 

In  Darrell  himself,  thus  insensibly  altered,  Lionel 
daily  discovered  more  to  charm  his  interest  and  deepen 
his  affection.     In  ttiis  man's  nature  Avn  wen.  indeed. 
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■och  wondrous  undeicurrenta  of  Bweetnesa,  w  suddenly 
gushing  forth,  so  suddenly  vanishing  againi  And  ex- 
quisite in  him  were  the  traits  of  that  sympathetio  tact 
which  the  woild  calls  fine  hreeding,  bat  which  comee 
only  from  a  heart  at  once  chivalrous  and  tender,  the 
more  bewitching  in  Darrell  from  their  contrast  with  a 
manner  usually  cold,  and  a  bearing  so  stamped  with 
masculine,  aeU-willed,  haughty  power.  Thus  days  went 
on  as  if  Lionel  bad  become  a  very  child  of  the  honse. 
But  his  sojourn  was  in  truth  drawing  near  to  a  close  not 
leas  abrupt  and  unexpected  than  the  turn  in  his  host's 
humors  to  which  he  owed  the  delay  of  his  departure. 

One  bright  afternoon,  as  Darrell  was  standing  at  the 
window  of  his  private  study,  Fairthom,  who  had  cr<!pt 
in  on  some  matter  of  bnsiness,  looked  at  his  countenance 
long  and  wistfully,  and  then,  shambling  up  to  his  side, 
put  one  hand  on  his  shoulder  with  a  light  timid  touch, 
and,  pointing  with  the  other  to  Lionel,  who  waa  lying 
on  the  grass  in  front  of  the  casement  reading  the  "  Faerie 
.  Queen,"  said,  "  Why  do  you  take  him  to  your  heart  if 
he  does  not  comfort  itT" 

Darrell  winced,  and  answered  gently,  "I  did  not 
know  you  were  in  the  room.  Poor  Fairthom;  thank 
yon  1 " 

"Thank  me  t  —  what  fort  " 

"  For  a  kind  thought.     So,  then,  you  like  the  boy  t " 

"Mayn't  I  like  himl"  asked  Fairthom,  looking 
rather  frightened ;  "  surely  you  do  !  " 

"  Yea,  I  like  him  much;  I  am  trying  my  best  to  hve 
him.  But,  bi'.t —  "  Damtll  turned  quickly,  and  the  por- 
trait of  his  father  over  the  mantelpiece  came  full  upon 
his  sight;  an  impcci^ive,  a  haunting  face, — sweet  and 
gentle,  yet  with  thn  high  narrow  brow  and  aitilied  noa- 
tril  of  pride,  with  restless  melancholy  eyes,  anri  nn  ex- 
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pieeeion  that  Terealed  the  delicac;  of  intellect,  bat  not 
its  power.  There  was  something  forlorn,  but  imposing, 
in  the  whole  efGgy.  Afi  you  continued  to  look  at  the 
oountenanoe,  the  mournful  attraction  grev  upon  yon. 
Truly  a  touching  and  a  most  lovable  aspect.  DarreU's 
eyes  moistened. 

"  Yea,  my  father,  it  is  sol  "  he  said  softly.  "  All  my 
Bocrificea  were  in  vain.  The  race  is  not  to  be  rebuiltl 
No  grandchild  of  yours  will  succeed  me,  —  me,  the 
last  of  the  old  line!  Fairthom,  how  can  I  love  that 
boy  1  He  may  be  my  heir,  and  in  his  veins  not  a  drop 
of  my  father's  bloodi " 

"  But  be  has  the  blood  of  your  father's  ancestors ;  and 
why  must  you  think  of  himaa  yonr  heirt  —  you,  who, 
if  you  would  but  go  again  into  the  world,  might  yet  find 
a  ttir  wi—  " 

With  such  a  stamp  came  DarreH'e  foot  upon  the  floor 
that  the  holy  and  conjugal  mouoByllable  dropping  from 
Fairthom's  lips  was  aa  much  cut  in  two  as  if  a  shark 
had  snapped  it.  Unspeakably  frightened,  the  poor  man 
sidled  away,  thrust  himself  behind  a  tall  Teading~desk, 
and,  peering  aslant  from  that  covert,  whimpered  out, 
"  Don't,  don't  now,  don't  be  ao  awful;  I  did  not  mean 
to  offend,  but  I  'm  alwaya  eaying  something  I  did  not 
mean;  and  really  you  look  so  young  still "  (coaxingly), 
"and,  and — " 

Dairell ,  the  burst  of  rage  over,  had  sunk  upon  a  chair, 
bis  face  bowed  over  his  hands,  and  bis  breast  heaving  as 
if  with  suppressed  sobs. 

The  musician  forgot  bia  feat;  be  aprang  forward, 
almost  upsetting  the  tall  desk;  he  flung  himself  on  bia 
knees  at  DarreU's  feet,  and  exclaimed  in  broken  woida, 
"Maater,  master,  forgive  me!  Beast  that  I  was!  Do 
look  up, — do  smile  or  elee  beat  me,  kick  me." 
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Darrell'B  right  hand  slid  gently  from  his  boa,  and  fell 
into  Fairthom'a  clasp. 

"Hush,  hush,"  muttered  the  man  of  gnnite;  "on« 
moment,  and  it  will  be  over." 

One  momwtl  That  mif^t  be  hut  a  fignn  of  apeech; 
yet  before  Lionel  had  finisbed  half  the  oanto  that  was 
plunging  him  into  fairyland,  Danell  was  standing  by 
him  with  his  ordinary  tranquil  mien;  and  Fairthom'a 
flute,  from  behind  the  boughs  of  a  neighboring  lime- 
tiee,was  breathing  out  an  air  as. dulcet  as  if  careless 
Fauns  still  pipedin  Aicady, and  Orief  were  afardweller 
on  the  other  side  of  the  mountains,  of  whom  shepherds, 
reclining  under  summer  leaves,  speak  as  we  speak  of 
hydras  and  uDicoma,  and  things  in  fable. 

On,  on  swelled  the  mellow,  mellow,  witching  music; 
and  now  the  worn  man  with  his  secret  sorrow,  and  ths 
boy  with  hie  frank,  f;Iad  laugh,  are  passing  away,  side 
by  side  OTer  the  turf,  with  ite  starry  and  golden  wild- 
flowers,  under  the  boughs  in  yon  Druid  copse,  bom 
which  they  start  the  ringdore,  —  farther  and  farther, 
Btill  side  by  aide;  n:!w  out  of  sight,  as  if  the  dense 
green  of  the  summer  had  closed  around  them  like  waTSe. 
But  still  the  flute  souiiis  on,  and  still  they  hear  it, 
softer  and  softer  as  they  go.  Harkl  do  yon  not  hear 
it, — yont 
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CHAFTBS  XIV. 

Hmk  an  cenain  eventi  which  to  •ach  nan's  life  an  ai  comrti  to 
tha  Mitb,  aeeminKly  atrauge  and  nratic  ponenta  i  diatincc  from 
the  ardjntj  lights  which  guide  onr  comae  and  maik  ou  «ea- 
■oEu,  jet  true  to  their  own  laws,  patent  in  their  own  inflneacee. 
PhiloBoph;  ipecnlatee  on  their  effects,  eJid  diapntea  upon  their 
nMa ;  men  who  do  not  philoaopfaiM  regard  them  a*  apeeial  m«s- 
aengere  and  bodee  of  eiiL 

Thbx  came  out  of  the  little  park  into  n  by-lane;  a  vast 
tract  of  common  land,  yellow  with  faize,  and  undulated 
with  swell  and  hollow,  spieoding  in  front;  to  their  right 
the  dark  beechwooda,  still  beneath  the  weight  of  the 
July  noon.  Lionel  had  been  talking  about  the  "  Faerie 
Queen,"  knight-errantry,  the  eweet  impossible  dieam- 
life  that,  safe  from  Time,  glides  by  bower  and  hall, 
through  magic  forestB  and  by  witching  cavee,  in  the 
world  of  poet-books.  And  Darrell  listeued,  and  t^e 
flnte'notee  mingled  with  the  atmosphere  faint  and  far 
off,  like  Toicea  from  that  world  itaall 

Out,  than,  they  come,  this  broad  waste  land  before 
them;  and  Lionel  said  merrily, — 

"  But  this  is  the  very  scene!  Here  the  young  knight, 
leaving  his  father's  hall,  would  have  checked  his  de- 
ttrier,  glancing  wistfully  now  over  that  green  wild 
which  seems  so  boundless,  now  to  the  'umbrageous 
horror'  of  those  breathless  woodlands,  and  4<iestioned 
himself  which  way  to  take  for  a  venture." 

"  Yes,"  said  Darrell,  coming  out  from  his  long  reserre 
on  all  that  concerned  his  past  life,  —  "yes,  snd  the  gold 
of  the  goTse -blossoms  tempted  me;  and  I  took  the  waste 
land."    He  paused  a  moment,  and  renewed:  "  And  then, 
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irhsn  I  had  known  citiee  and  men,  and  snatched  Eonanoa 
from  dull  matter-of-fsot,  then  I  Tould  have  done  as  civil- 
iiation  doea  with  romance  itself,  —  I  wonld  have  eacloeed 
the  waste  land  for  my  own  aggiaaduement.  Look,"  he 
continued,  with  a  sweep  of  the  hand  round  the  width  <jS 
prospect,  "  all  that  you  see  to  the  verge  of  the  horiioo, 
some  fourteen  jeara  ago,  was  to  hare  been  thrown  into 
Uie  petty  paddock  we  hare  just  quitted,  and  serre  aa 
park  round  the  house  I  was  then  buildiug.  Vanity  of 
human  wishes  1  What  but  the  several  proportions  of 
their  eommon  folly  distinguishes  the  baffled  squire  from 
the  arrested  cottquerorT  Han's  characteristic  penbral 
organ  must  certainly  be  acqoisitireness. " 

"  Was  it  his  o^sn  of  acquisitiveness  that  moved 
Themistooles  to  boast  that '  he  could  make  a  small  state 
great'I" 

"  Well  remembered,  —  ingeniously  quoted,"  returned 
Dainll,with  the  polite  bend  of  his  stately  head.  "Yes, 
I  suspect  that  the  coveting  organ  had  much  to  do  with 
the  boast.  To  build  a  name  was  the  esiliest  dream  of 
Themistooles,  if  we  are  to  accept  the  anecdote  that  makes 
him  say,  '  The  trophies  of  Miltiades  would  not  suffer 
him'  to  sleep. '  To  build  a  name  and  to  create  a  fortune 
are  but  varying  applicatiooe  of  one  human  passion.  The 
desirs  of  something  we  have  not,  is  the  first  of  our  child* 
ish  remembrances;  it  matters  not  what  fotm  it  takes, 
what  olgect  it  longs  for;  still  it  is  to  acquire;  it  never 
deserts  ns  while  we  lire. " 

"  And  yet,  if  I  might,  I  should  like  to  ask  what  you 
now  denie  that  yon  do  not  possesst " 

"I,  —  nothing;  but  I  spoke  of  the  living)  I  am 
dead.  Only,"  added  Darrell,  with  his  silvery  Ungh, 
"  I  say,  as  poor  Ohesterfield  said  before  me,  *  it  is  a 
aaeret,  —  keep  it. ' " 
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Li<HMl  made  no  reply;  the  meluicholy  of  tb«  words 
saddened  him :  but  Damll's  maimeT  repalled  the  flxpres- 
aion  of  ejmpathy  or  of  interest;  and  the  bo;  fell  into 
conjecture, — what  had  killed  to  the  Torld  thia  nun'a 
intellectual  life} 

And  thus  silently  Uiey  continaed  to  wander  on,  till 
the  sound  of  the  flute  had  long  been  lost  to  theii  eara. 
Was  the  muaioian  playii^  still  t 

At  length  they  came  round  to  the  other  end  of  Fawley 
Tillage,  and  Darrell  again  became  animated. 

"Ferhapa,"  said  he,  letoming  to  the  subject  of  talk 
that  had  been  abruptly  suspended,  — "  perhaps  the  love 
of  power  ie  at  the  origin  of  each  reatleae  court^p  of 
fortune;  yet,  after  all,  who  has  power  with  less  idloy 
than  the  Tillage  thane  1  With  so  little  effort,  so  little 
thought,  the  man  in  the  manor-houae  can  make  men  in 
the  cottage  happier  here  below,  and  more  fit  for  a  here- 
after yonder.  In  leaving  the  world,  I  come  from  con- 
test and  pilgrinu^,  like  our  sires  the  Cruaadere,  to 
reign  at  home." 

As  he  spoke,  he  entered  one  of  the  cotUgea.  An 
old  paralytic  man  was  seated  t^  the  fiie,  hot  l^ugh 
the  July  sua  was  out  of  doors;  and  his  wife,  of  the 
some  age  and  almost  as  helpless,  waa  reading  to  him 
a  chapter  in  the  Old  Testament, — the  6Slh  ohaptet  in 
Qenesis,  containing  the  genealogy,  age,  and  deatii  of 
the  patriarchs  befora  the  Flood.  How  the  faces  of  the 
couple  brightened  when  Darrell  entered.  "  Master 
Guyt"  aaid  the  old  man,  tremulously  rising.  The 
world-weary  orator  and  lawyer  was  atill  Master  Ghqr 
to  him. 

"  Sit  down,  Matthew,  and  let.me  »ftd  you  a  chaptsr.* 
Darrell  took  the  Holy  Book,  and  read  tike  Sermon  on 
the  Mount.     Never  had  Lionel  heard  anything  like  thit 
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reading;  the  feeling  vhloh  bought  out  the  depth  of  the 
Be&ee,  the  tones,  sweeter  tbaa  the  flate,  vhicfa  clothed' 
the  dirine  woidfl  in  tnoaio.  Aa  Darrell  oeaeed,  aome 
beantj  seemed  gone  from  the  d^.  He  lingered  a  few 
minutes,  tftl Icing  Idndly  and  familiaiW,  and  then  turned 
into  another  cottage,  where  U;  a  sict  woman.  He  lis- 
tened to  her  ailments,  promised  to  send  her  some^ung 
to  do  her  good  bom  his  own  stores,  eheeied  up  her 
spirits,  aitd,  leaviDg  het  happy,  turned  to  Lionel  with 
a  glorioua  smile,  that  seemed  to  ask,  "  And  is  there  not 
power  in  thiat" 

But  it  was  the  sad  peculiarity  of  this  remaAable  man, 
that  all  his  moods  were  subject  to  npid  and  seemingly 
unaccountable  Taristions.  It  was  as  if  some  great  blow 
had  fallen  on  the  mainspring  of  his  organisation,  and 
left  its  original  harmony  broken  up  into  fiagmente, — ' 
each  impreaeive  in  itself,  but  running  one  into  the  other 
with  an  abrupt  discord,  as  a  harp  played  upon  by  the 
winds.  For,  after  thia  evident  effort  at  eelf-oonsolation 
'  or  eelf-support,  in  eoo^ng  or  strengthening  otbets,  sud- 
denly Darrell'a  bead  fell  again  upon  his  breast,  and  he 
walked  on,  up  the  village  lane,  heeding  no  longer  either 
the  open  doors  of  expectant  cottagen,  or  the  salutation  of 
humble  passers-hy.  "  And  I  could  have  been  so  happy 
here  I "  he  said  suddenly.  "  Can  I  not  be  so  yett  Ay, 
perhape,  when  I  am  thoroughly  old,  —  tied  to  tite  world 
but  by  the  thread  of  an  hour.  Old  men  do  seem  happy; 
behind  them,  all  memories  faint,  save  those  of  child- 
hood and  sprightly  youth;  before  them  the  narrow  ford, 
and  tiiB  son  dawning  up  through  the  clouds  on  the  other 
shore.  'T  is  the  critical  descent  into  age  in  which  man 
is  surely  most  troubled;  griefs  gone,  still  rankling;  nor, 
stiength  yet  in  his  limbs,  passion  yet  in  his  heart,  recon- 
ciled to  what  loom  nearest  in  the  prospect,  —  the  arm- 
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chair  and  the  jwlaied  head.  WeUI  life  ii  a  qnainl 
pDzEle.  Bite  the  meet  incongniona  join  into  each  othar, 
and  the  uhente  thus  gradually  becomes  Bf  mmetrical  and 
clear;  when,  lol  as  the  infant  claps  his  hands,  and 
cries, '  See,  seal  the  putele  ie  made  oati '  all  the  pieces 
are  swept  back  into  the  box,  —  black  box  with  the  gilded 
nails.  Ho!  Lionel,  lookup;  tiiere  is  our  village  church, 
and  here,  cloee  at  my  right,  the  chuichyardl  " 

Now,  while  Darrell  and  his  young  companion  wen 
directing  their  gaze  to  the  right  of  the  Tillage  lane, 
towatde  the  small  gray  church, — towards  tiie  sacred 
burial-ground  in  which,  here  and  &aie  amongst  hum- 
bler gmvee,  stood  the  monumental  stone  inscribed  to 
the  mamoiy  of  some  former  Danell,  for  whose  lemaius 
the  living  sod  had  been  preferred  to  the  family  vault; 
while  hotli  slowly  neared  the  funeral  spot,  and  leaned, 
silent  and  musing,  over  the  rail  that  fenced  it  from  the 
animals  turned  to  graze  on  the  sward  of  the  surrounding 
green,  —  a  foot-traveller,  a  stisnger  in  the  plaoe,  loi- 
tered on  the  threshold  of  the  small,  wayside  inn,  about 
fifty  yards  off  to  the  left  of  &ie  lane,  and  looked  hard  at 
the  still  fignres  of  tite  two  kinsmen. 

Turning  then  to  the  hostees,  who  was  standing  some- 
what within  the  tiireehold,  a  glass  of  brandy -and- water 
in  her  hand  (the  third  glan  that  sbanger  had  called  for 
during  bis  half-hour's  rest  in  the  hostelry),  quot(h  the 

"  The  taller  gentleman  yonder  Is  surely  your  squire, 
is  he  nott  but  who  is  the  shorter  and  younger  person  t " 

The  landlady  put  forth  her  head. 

"Oh I  that  is  a  relation  of  the  squire's  down  on  a 
visit,  sir.  I  heard  coachman  say  that  the  squire  'a 
token  to  him  hugely;  and  they  do  think  at  the  hall 
tbat  the  young  gentleinan  will  be  his  heir." 
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"Ahal  — indeed  — his  heirl  What  ii  ttw  bd*i 
nuuel    Whit  nlation  can  he  be  to  Mr.  DaneUf" 

"I  don't  knov  what  lel&tion  ex&ctly,  sir;  bat  he  ia 
one  of  the  Hanghtons,  smd  they  've  been  kin  to  the 
Fawley  folka  time  oat  of  mind." 

"H&nghtonT — aha!  Thank  yon,  ma'am.  Change, 
if  yon  please." 

The  stranger  tossed  dS  his  dnm,  and  atoetehed  hia 
hand  for  hia  change. 

"Be^  poidon,  air,  bat  thia  most  be  forring  mon^," 
■aid  the  landlady,  taming  a  fire-franc  pieee  on  her  palm 
with  Bospicions  cnrioeity. 

"Foieignl  Is  it  poesiblet"  The  stranger  dived 
again  into  his  pocket,  and  apparently  irith  some  diffi- 
cnlty  hunted  out  half-a-crom. 

"Sixpence  mora,  if  jou  please,  sir;  thne  btandiaa, 
and  bread-and-cheeae,  and  the  ale,  too,  aii." 

"  How  stapid  I  ami  I  thought  that  French  coin  was 
a  fiTB-shilling  piece.  I  fear  I  hare  no  English  money 
about  me  bat  this  half-crown;  and  I  can't  ask  yon  to 
troflt  me,  as  yoa  don't  know  me." 

"  Oh,  air,  'tis  all  one  if  you  know  the  aqniM.  Ton 
may  be  passing  this  way  again." 

"  I  shall  not  forget  my  debt  when  I  do,  yon  may  be 
euie,"  said  the  stranger;  and,  with  a  nod,  he  walked 
away  in  tiie  same  direction  as  Darrell  and  Lionel  had 
already  taken,  —  throngh  a  turnstile  by  a  pnblio  path 
that,  skirting  the  churchyard  and  the  neighboring  par- 
Bon^e,  led  along  a  cornfield  to  the  demesnes  of  Fawley. 

The  path  was  narrow,  the  com  rising  on  either  side, 
so  that  two  persons  could  not  well  walk  abieast.  Lionel 
vaa  Bome  paces  in  advance,  Darrell  walking  alow. 
The  stranger  followed  at  a  distance;  onoe  or  twice 
heqniok«nedhJspace,a8  if  resolred  to  overtake  Dwrell ; 
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tha&i'appueotly,  hu  mind  ausg&ve  him,  and  he  again 
fell  bock. 

Than  wae  something  fartive  and  siiditer  about  the 
man.  Little  oould  be  seen  of  Mb  faoe,  for  he  won  a 
Urge  hat  of  foreign  make,  slouched  deep  orei  his  hanr, 
and  his  Upa  and  jaw  ware  concealed  by  a  dark  and  full 
muatachB  and  beard.  As  much  of  the  general  outline 
of  t^  eountenanoe  aa  remained  diatinguishable  was, 
ne'vertbeless,  decidedly  handsoma;  but  a  complexion, 
naturally  lieb  in  color,  seamed  to  have  gained  the 
heated  look  which  oomes  with  the  darlier  habits  of 
intemperance,  before  it  fades  into  the  leaden  hues  of 
the  later. 

His  dress  bespoke  pretension  to  a  certain  rank;  but 
its  component  parts  were  strangely  iU-asnorted,  out  of 
date,  and  out  of  repair:  peail-colored  trouaera,  with 
silk  braida  down  theii  aides;  brodequina  to  matoh, — 
Parieian  fashion  three  years  back,  but  tbe  tiDUSBTB 
ahabby,  tbe  braiding  diacoloied,  the  brodequins  in 
holes.  The  coat— -once  a  black  erening-dreaa  coat — 
of  a  cut  a  year  or  two  anterior  to  that  of  the  trouaera; 
satin  facings, — cloth  napleas,  satin  stainad.  Over  all, 
a  sort  of  summer  trarelling-cloak,  or  rather  large  cape 
of  a  waterproof  silk,  once  the  extreme  mode  wiUi  the 
Lions  of  the  Chaus»4a  d'Antin  whenerer  they  ven- 
tured to  rove  to  Swiss  cantons  or  Qerman  spaa;  but 
which,  from  a  certain  dainty  effeminacy  in  its  shape 
and  texture,  required  the  minutest  el^ance  in  the 
general  costume  of  its  wearer  as  well  as  tbe  cleanliest 
purity  in  itself.  Worn  by  this  traveller,  and  well-nigh 
worn  out  too,  the  cape  becune  a  finery  mournful  as  a 
tottered  pennon  over  a  wreck. 

Tet  in  spite  of  this  dress,  however  unbecoming, 
ahabby,  obsolete,  a  second  glance  could  acarcely  fail  to 
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note  the  wvuer  aa  a  man  -mrndsifullj'  well  itmpti, — 
tell,  sleoider  in  the  w&iat,  l<mg  of  limb,  bat. with  a  gixtti 
of  chest  that  ihowed  immense  power ;  one  of  thoae  nn 
figOTCB  that  a  femala  eye  would  admire  fot  giaoe,  a 
ncraitdng  sergeant  for  athlstio  strength. 

But  atill  the  man's  whole  bearing  and  aspect,  even 
apart  from  &e  diamal  incoDgruities  of  hie  attire,  which 
gave  him  the  air  of  a  beggared  apendthrift,  maned  the 
favorable  effect  that  physical  oomelineaa  in  itself  pro- 
duces.    Difficult  to  describe  how,  difficult  to  saj  why, 

—  but  there  is  a  look  which  a  man  gets,  and  a  gait 
which  he  contracts  when  the  rest  of  mankind  out  him; 
and  this  man  bad  that  look  and  that  gait. 

"  So,  BO,"  muttered  the  stranger;  "  that  ho;  his  helrt 
— '  eo,  so.  How  can  I  get  to  speak  to  him  T  In  his  own 
'house  he  would  not  see  me:  it  must  be  as  now,  in  the 
open  air;  bat  how  catch  him  alone t  and  to  lurk  iii  t^e 
inn,  in  bis  own  village;  pethapn  for  a  day,' — ^ to  watch 
an  occasion;  impossible  I  Besides,  where  is  the  money 
for  itt  Courage,  couragel"  He  quickened  his  pace, 
pushed  back  bis  hat.  "Conngel  Why  not  nowt 
Now  or  neTorl" 

While  the  man  thus  mutteringly  soliloquized,  Litmel 
had  reached  the  gate  which  op^ked  into  the  grounds  of 
Fawley,  just  in  the  rear  of  the  litlle  ^ke.  Over  the  gate 
be  swung  himself  lightly,  and,  taming  back  to  Darrell, 
cried,  "  Here  is  the  doe  waiting  to  welcome  you." 

Just  as  Danell,  scarcely  heeding  the  exclamation, 
and  with  his  musing  eyes  on  the  gronnd,  approaolrad 
the  gate,  a  respectful  hand  opened  it  wide,  a  snbmiasiTe 
head  bowed  low,  a  voice  artificially  soft  faltered  fortti 
words,  iHroken  and  indistinot,  but  of  which  those  most 
audible  were ,  "  Pardon  me  —  something  to  communicate 

—  important  —  hear  me.  " 
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DbrsII  started,  yuA  aa  the  ttaTeller  &Imoat  toochsd 
him, — started,  nooiled,  as  one  on  vhoee  p^ih  rises  a 
wild  bsut.  His  bonded  head  became  erect,  haughty, 
indignant,  defying;  bnt  hia  cheek  was  pale,  and  his  lip 
quireied.  "Yoaheiel  You  in  England, — at  Fawlayl 
Tou  presume  to  aocost  mel    You,  sit,  you — " 

Lionel  just  caught  the  sound  of  the  Toioe  as  the  doe 
had  oome  timidly  up  to  him.  He  turned  lound  sharply, 
and  beheld  Danell's  stem,  imperious  countenance,  on 
which,  stem  and  imperious  though  it  was,  a  hssty 
glance  could  diaoover  at  once  a  BUipriee  that  almost 
hoideied  upon  fear.  Of  the  stranger  still  holding  the 
gate  he  saw  but  Um  bock,  and  his  Toice  he  did  not 
hear,  though  by  the  man's  gesture  he  was  evidently 
replying.  Lionel  paused  a  moment  irresolute;  but  as 
the  man  continued  to  speak,  he  saw  SarteH's  face  grow 
pater  and  paler,  and  in  the  impulse  of  a  vagus  alarm  he 
hastened  towards  him;  but  just  within  three  feet  of  the 
■pot,  Dariell  arrested  his  steps. 

"  Oo  home,  Lionel ;  this  peiwm  would  speak  to  me 
in  private."  Then,  in  a  lower  tone,  he  said  to  tlie 
stranger,  "  Cloee  the  gate,  sir;  you  are  stsndii^  upon 
tite  land  ol  my  fathers.  If  you  would  speak  with  me, 
this  way;"  and,  brushing  through  the  com,  Darrell 
strode  towards  a  patch  of  waste  land  that  adjoined  the 
field:  the  man  followed  him,  and  both  passed  from 
Lionel's  eyes.  The  doe  had  come  to  the  gate  to  greet 
her  master ;  she  now  rested  her  nostrils  on  the  bar,  with 
a  look  disappointed  and  plaintive. 

"  Gome,"  said  Lionel,  *  oome."  The  doe  would  not 
stir. 

So  the  boy  walked  on  alone,  not  much  occupied  with 
what  had  just  passed,  '  Doubtless,"  thought  he,  *  soma 
person  in  the  neighborhood  upon  oountry  b 
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He  skirted  the  lake,  and  seated  himself  on  a  garden 
lieneh  near  the  hooae.  What  did  he  there  think  of  1  — 
vho  knowat  Perhape  of  the  great  world;  perhape  of 
little  Sophy!  Time  fled  on:  the  sun  wa>  receding  in 
the  weat,  when  Darrell  hurried  past  him  without  speak- 
ing, and  entered  the  house. 

The  hoat  did  not  appear  at  dinner,  nor  all  that  even- 
ing. 'M.I.  Milla  made  an  excuae,  — Mi.  Darrell  did  not 
feel  very  well. 

Faittiiom  had  Lionel  all  to  himaelf,  and  baring 
wiUiin  the  last  few  days  le-indnlged  in  open  cordiality 
to  titt  yonng  gueat,  he  was  e^>ecially  commimicatiTe 
that  evening.  He  talked  mneh  on  Danell,  and  with 
all  the  affection  tiiat,  in  spite  of  hia  fear,  Uie  poor  flnte- 
player  felt  for  hia  nngncioua  pateon.  He  told  many 
aneedotea  of  the  atem  man'a  tender  kindness  to  all  that 
came  within  ite  aphere.  He  told  also  anecdotes,  more 
striking,  of  the  kind  man's  atemneaa  where  aoma 
olKtinate  prejndioe,  some  ruling  passion,  mode  him 
"granite." 

*  Lord,  my  dear  yonng  nr,"  said  Tairthom, '  be  his 
most  bitter  c^>en  enemy,  and  fall  down  in  t^e  mite,  the 
flnt  band  to  help  yon  would  be  Gay  Dsrrell's;  but  be 
his  professed  friend,  sod  letaty  him  to  the  worth  <^  a 
straw,  and  never  try  to  see  his  face  again  if  you  are 
wise,  —  the  most  forgiving  and  the  least  foigirii^  of 
human  beings.     Bat  —  " 

The  study  door  noiselessly  opened,  and  Darrell's  Ttnoa 
called  out,  — 

*  Fairtbom,  let  me  qieak  with  yos." 


.coy  Google 


WH4T  WILL  HI  DO  WHS  II  f 


CHAPTEB  XV. 

ETttT-  rtnat  hai  two  ridea,  tb*  ilwdjr  side  and  the  anni^.  Wbea 
two  men  ilwke  hands  and  part,  mark  which  of  the  two  takM 
the  mimy  tide ;  be  will  be  the  jvaaget  man  of  the  twa 

Thb  next  mDming,  neithw  Dursll  nor  Tairthom  ap- 
pealed at  Ineakfast;  bnt  as  aoan  aa  Zjionel  bad  concluded 
that  meal.  Mi.  Milla  infonned  him,  with  customary 
politeneee,  that  Mr.  Danell  vi^ed  to  apeak  with  him 
in  the  stody.  Study,  aoiooa  the  threshold  of  which 
Lionel  had  never  yet  set  footstep!  He  entered  It  now 
with  a  aentiment  of  mingled  curiosity  and  awe.  Nothing 
in  it  rwnarkable,  aare  tiie  portiait  of  the  host's  father 
over  the  mantelpiece.  Books  strewed  tables,  chairs,  and 
floors  in  the  disorder  loved  fay  habitual  studenta.  Near 
the  window  was  a  glaaa  bowl  containing  gold-fish,  and 
close  by,  in  its  oage,  a  aisging-bird.  Darrell  might 
exist  without  companionship  in  the  hnman  species,  bnt 
not  without  something  which  he  protected  and  cher- 
ished: a  bird,  —  even  a  fish, 

Darrell  looked  really  ill;  his  keen  eye  was  almost 
dim,  and  the  lines  in  his  face  oeemed  deeper.  Bnt 
he  spoke  with  his  nmial  oalm,  paasionleaa  raelot^  of 
voice. 

'  Yes,"  he  lud,  in  answer  to  Lionel's  really  anxious 
inquiiy;  *  I  am  iU.  Idle  peraons  like  me  give  way  to 
illness.  When  I  was  a  busy  man,  I  never  did;  and 
then  illness  gave  way  to  me.  My  general  plans  are 
thus,  if  not  actually  altered,  at  least  hurried  to  their 
consummation  sooner  than  I  expected.     Before  you  came 
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hue,  I  totd  jaa  to  oome  soon,  or  yon  mi^t  not  finil  me. 
I  Qwast  to  go  abroad  this  anmmer;  I  ahatl  now  riart  at 
once.  I  need  the  change  of  Boene  and  air.  Yon  will 
letum  to  London  to-day. " 

"  To-day  I    Yon  ■»  not  angry  with  me  t " 

"Ai^ryl  hof,  and  oousin,  —  no!"  resumed  Dannll, 
in  a  tone  of  imuaoal  tenderaees.  "Angiy,  —  fisi  Bnt 
since  the  parting  moat  be,  'tia  well  to  abridge  the  pain 
of  long  farewella.  Yon  moat  wiah,  too,  to  eee  youi 
moliier,  and  thank  her  for  rearing  yon  i^t  so  that  yon 
may  step  from  poTerty  into  ease  with  a  head  erect. 
Yon  will  give  to  Mn.  Haughton  this  letter;  for  yonr- 
•elf,  your  inclinatioua  seem  to  tend  towards  the  army. 
Bat  before  yon  decide  on  that  career,  I  ahoold  Uke  you 
to  see  sometbing  more  of  the  world.  Gall  to-morrow  <m 
Colonel  Morley,  in  Canon  Street:  this  ia  hie  address. 
He  will  receive  by  to-day's  poet  a  note  from  me,  leqaeat- 
inft  him  to  advise  yon.  Follow  his  counsels  in  what 
belongs  to  the  world.  He  ia  a  man  of  the  world — a 
distant  conneotimi  of  mine  —  who  will  be  kind  to  you 
for  my  aake.  Is  there  nme  to  sayt  Yea.  It  seems 
an  angracious  speeoh;  bat  I  ahonld  speak  it.  Consider 
younelf  snie  from  me  of  an  independent  inoome.  Never 
let  idle  sycophanta  lead  yoa  iivto  extravagance,  I7  toll- 
ing yoQ  that  yon  will  have  moie.  But  indu^  not  the 
expectation,  however  plausible,  that  you  will  be  ny 
heir." 

•Mr.  Dairell, — oh,  sir  —  " 

"Hush, — the  expectation  would  be  teaaonable ;  bnt  I 
am  a  strai^  being.  I  m%ht  marry  again,  —  have  heirs 
ofmyown.  Eh,dr,  — wbynott"  Danell  spc^e  these 
lait  words  almost  fiercely,  and  fixed  his  eyes  on  Lionel 
•a  be  repeated, "  Why  noti "  But  seeing  that  the  boy's 
1a»  evinced  no  smprise,  the  eKpressi(»i  of  his  own  re- 
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l>xed ,  uid  he  continued  calmly :  "  Enoogh ;  what  I  hare 
tfana  rudelj  said  waa  kindly  meant.  It  is  a  treaaon  to  a 
young  man  to  let  him  count  on  a  fortune  which  at  last 
is  left  away  from  him.  Kow,  Lionel,  go;  e^joy  your 
epring  of  life!  Go,  hopeful  and  light-hearted.  If  sor- 
row reach  yoa,  battle  with  it;  if  error  mialead  you,  oome 
fearlessly  to  me  for  coonsel.  Why,  boy,  what  is  this,  — 
tears t    Tut,  tut." 

'It  ie  your  goodness,"  faltered  Licmel.  "I  oaniiot 
help  it.  And  is  there  nothing  I  can  do  for  yoQ  in 
return  I " 

"  Yes,  much.  Keep  yonr  name  free  from  stain,  and 
your  heart  open  to  such  noble  emotions  as  awaken  tears 
like  Uiose.  Ah,  l^  the  by,  I  heazd  from  my  lawyer 
to-day  aboat  your  poor  little  protegie.  Not  found  yet, 
bat  he  seems  sanguine  of  quick  success.  You  shall 
know  the  moment  I  hear  more." 

"  You  will  write  to  me  then,  sir,  and  I  may  write  to 
yon  I" 

"  As  often  as  yon  please.     Always  direct  to  me  here." 

"  Shall  you  be  long  abroad! " 

Darrell's  brows  met.  "  I  don't  know,"  said  he, 
curtly.     ■  Adieu. " 

He  opened  the  door  as  he  spoke, 

Lionel  looked  at  him  wit^  wistful  yearning,  filial 
aflbction,  through  his  swimming  eyes.  "  Qod  bless 
yoa,  sir,"  he  murmai«d  simply,  and  passed  away. 

*  That  blessing  should  hare  oome  from  me  I "  said 
Danell  to  himself,  ss  he  tamed  back,  and  stood  on 
his  solitary  hearth.  "  Bat  they  on  whose  heads  I 
once  poured  a  blessing,  where  are  they, — where t  And 
that  man's  tale,  reviving  the  aodacious  faUe  which 
the  other,  and  I  verily  believe  the  less  guilty  knave 
of  the  two,  sought  to  palm  oa  me  years  agol     Stop; 
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let  me  veigh  veil  what  he  uid.     If  it  were  true  I  Oh, 
sbftme,  ahcune! " 

Folding  his  arms  tightly  on  hia  bnut,  Durell  paeed 
the  loom  with  Blow-meuund  itrides,  pondering  deeply. 
He  wu,  indeed,  seeking  to  snppren  feeling,  and  to  exer- 
dae  <aily  jndgmentj  and  his  reaaoning  proceae  eeemed  at 
length  fully  to  ntietj  him ;  fot  his  countenance  giadu- 
ally  deaied,  and  a  triumphant  smile  passed  acrosa  it. 
'  A  lie,  —  certainly  a  palpable  and  groBS  lie ;  lie  it  muat 
and  ahall  he.  Never  will  I  accept  it  aa  truth.  Father," 
looking  full  at  the  portrait  orer  the  mantel-ahelf,  — 
*  father,  fear  not;  never,  neverl " 


L. 
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CaitM,the  Umdii  ■  il^ud  ti 

chinki  And  cmmiM  if  von  como  too  i^mt  to  biu,  *nH  shttdA  bi> 

vsrj  tail  foi  fear,  if  70Q  cMch  It  bj  the  tip.  Be  has  not  hii  being 
in  good  locietj,  —  no  one  cages  him,  do  one  pett.  He  ii  an  idle 
ragnnt.  Bnt  when  he  itaala  thnragh  the  green  hatbage,  and 
laaka  mint(d«ated  in  tlie  son,  he  crowda  pwhapa  aa  much  k^oj- 
numt  Into  one  imnmer  hour  aa  a  pwrot,  howeTsr  pampered  and 
wndite,  ipieada  over  a  whole  drswing-ioom  life  ipent  in  aajing, 
"  How  d' je  do  1 "  and  "  Pietty  PolL" 

Ob  thfct  dull  and  wmbie  sammer  morning  in  which  Uie 
gmndfather  and  grandchild  departed  from  the  friendly 
roof  of  Ur.  Meile,  tbt;  doll  and  -very  eomhre  were  the 
thoughts  of  little  3ophy.  She  walked  slowly  behind 
the  gray  cripple  who  had  need  to  lean  so  heavily  on  hia 
staf^  and  her  eye  had  not  even  a  emile  for  the  golden 
bnttercnpe  that  glittered  <ui  dewy  meada  alongsids  the 
barren  road. 

ThoB  had  they  proceeded  apert  and  silent  till  they  had 
passed  the  second  milestone.  There,  Waife,  roiuing 
from  hia  own  rereriea,  which  were,  perhaps,  yet  more 
dreary  than  those  of  the  dejected  child,  halted  abraptly, 
paaeed  his  hand  once  or  twice  rapidly  otbt  his  forehead, 
and,  turning  round  to  Sophy,  looked  into  her  floe  with 
great  kindness  as  she  came  slowly  to  his  side. 

"  You  ore  sad,  little  one  1 "  said  he. 
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"Very  aad,  Grandy." 

"And  displeased  witQi  mel  Yea,  displeaaed  that  I 
have  taken  you  auddeoly  away  fnim  the  pretty  yomig 
gentleman  who  was  so  kind  to  yon,  without  encouraging 
the  chance  that  you  wete  to  meet  with  him  again," 

"It  was  not  like  you,  Grandy,"  answered  Sophy; 
iind  het  nnder-lip  slightly  pouted,  while  the  big  tears 
swelled  to  her  eye. 

"True,"  said  the  ragabond;  "anything  rraembling 
common-sense  is  not  like  me.  Bat  don't  you  think  that 
I  did  what  I  felt  was  heat  foi  you  T  Most  I  net  hare 
some  good  caoee  for  it,  whenever  I  have  the  hdart  do- 
liberately  to  vez  you  T " 

Sophy  took  his  hand  and  pTcsBed  it,  but  she  could  not 
trust  herself  to  speak ;  for  she  felt  that  at  such  effort  she 
would  have  burst  out  into  hearty  cryii^.  Then  Waife 
proceeded  to  utter  many  of  those  wise  sayings,  old  as  the 
hills,  and  as  high  above  our  sorrows  as  hills  are  &om  the 
valley  in  whidi  we  walk.  He  said  how  foolish  it  was 
to  unsettle  the  mind  by  preposterons  fandes  aad  impos- 
■ible  hopes.  The  pretty  young  genUeman  could  never 
be  anything  to  her,  nor  ahe  to  tbe  pretty  young  gentle- 
man. It  might  be  very  well  for  tiie  pretty  young  gentle- 
man to  promise  to  correspond  with  her,  but  as  soon  as 
he  returned  to  his  friends  be  would  have  other  things 
to  think  o^  and  she  would  soon  be  forgotton;  while  she, 
on  tha  contrary,  would  be  thinking  of  him  and  the 
Thamee  and  &b  butterflies,  and  find  haid  life  still  tnan 
irksome.  Of  all  this,  and  much  more,  in  the  genenl 
way  of  consolers  who  set  out  on  the  principle  that  griaf 
is  a  mattor  of  logic,  did  Gentleman  Waife  deliver  hin^ 
self  wilfa  a  vigor  of  ratiocination  which  admitted  (d  no 
reply,  and  conveyed  not  a  particle  of  comfort  And 
feelbg  tlu^  that  great  actor  —not  that  he  was  acting 
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theoi  — mddenly  stoppad,  clasped  th«  oluld  in  hia  mom, 
and  mnnnuied  in  brok«n  accenta,  "  But  if  I  eee  jron  thua 
curt  dom,  I  shall  hare  no  strength  left  to  hofaUe  on 
thzough  ttie  irorld;  and  tiw  sooner  I  U«  down,  and  the 
dost  ia  shoTBlled  om  me^  v'hj,  the  bottet  for  yon;  for 
it  fleeniB  that  Hoaven  sends  jou  friends,  and  I  tear  jon 
XFcon  taetn« 

And  then  Bophy  fairly  gare  vay  to  her  soba;  she 
twined  her  little  arms  mind  the  old  man's  neck  oonvnl- 
sively,  kissed  his  roi^h  face  with  imploring,  pathetic 
fuidiiea^  and  finoed  ont  through  her  teaia,  "  Don't  talk 
•ol  I  'vt  hem  nngratefnl  and  wicked,  I  don't  care  for 
any  (me  hnt  my  own  dear,  dear  Grandy." 

After  this  little  scene  titey  botOi  composed  themselres, 
aitd  fait  mnoh  lighter  of  heart.  They  pnrsued  their 
jonmey,  no  longer  apart,  bnt  side  by  side,  and  the  old 
man  leaning  though  very  lightly,  on  the  child's  arm. 
But  there  was  no  immediate  reaction  from  gloom  to 
gayety.  Waife  began  talking  in  softened  undertonee,  and 
vaguely,  of  his  own  past  afflictions ;  and  partial  as  was  the 
reference,  how  vast  did  the  old  man's  sorrows  seem  beside 
the  child's  r^rets ;  and  yet  he  commented  on  them  as  if 
rather  in  pdtying  her  state  than  grieving  for  his  own. 

"  Ah,  at  yonr  age,  my  darling,  I  had  not  your  troubles 
and  hardships.  I  had  not  to  trudge  these  dusty  roads 
on  foot  iritii  a  broken-down,  good-for-nothing  scatterling. 
I  tiod  rich  carpets,  and  slept  under  silken  curtains.  I 
UxA  the  air  in  gay  carriages,  —  I  such  a  scapegrace ;  and 
yon  little  child,  —  yon  so  good  I  All  gone,  all  melted 
away  from  me,  and  not  able  now  tc  be  sure  that  you  will 
have  a  crust  of  bread  this  day  week. " 

"  Oh,  yeel  I  diall  hare  bread,  and  you  too,  G-raody," 
cried  Bophy,  with  cheerful  voice.  "  It  was  you  who 
taught  me  to  pray  to  Ood,  and  eaid  that  in  all  yoor 
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tnmbUs  Qod  had  be«a  good  to  yon;  c&d  H«  haa  beta 
BO  good  to  m«  ainoe  I  prayed  to  Him;  tar  I  have  no 
dnadfol  Via.  Ciane  to  beat  me  now,  and  aay  thui^ 
more  hard  to  boar  than  beating,  —  and  you  have  taken 
me  to  yooreelf.  How  I  prayed  for  that.  And  I  take 
care  of  you,  too,  Orandy,  — dtm't  I!  I  prayed  fo(  that 
too ;  and  aa  to  carriages, "  added  Sophy,  with  anperb  air, 
"I  don't  care  if  I  am  never  in  a  carnage  as  long  aa  I  live; 
and  yon  know  I  havo  been  in  a  Yan.  which  is  biggsr 
than  a  carriage,  and  I  did  n't  like  that  at  olL  But  how 
came  people  to  behave  bo  ill  to  you,  Qrandy  I " 

"  I  never  said  people  behaved  ill  to  me,  Sophy. " 

"  Did  not  they  take  away  the  carpeta  and  silk  ctutains, 
and  all  the  fine  things  yoa  had  as  a  little  boy  t " 

"  I  don't  know, "  repl^  Waife,  with  a  pmzled  look, 
"  that  people  actually  took  tham  away,  —  but  they 
melt«d  away.  However,  I  had  much  sldll  to  be  thank- 
ful forj  —  I  was  so  strong,  and  had  such  high  spirits, 
Sophy,  and  found  people  not  behaving  ill  to  me;  quite 
the  contrary— 80  kind.  I  foand  no  Crane  (she  mon- 
ster), as  you  did,  my  little  angaL  Such  pro^Mcto  before 
me,  if  I  had  walked  sbaight  towards  them.  But  I  fol- 
lowed my  own  fancy,  which  led  me  ligzag;  and  now  that 
I  would  stisy  hack  into  the  high-road,  you  see  before  yon 
a  man  whom  a  jastiae  of  the  peace  could  send  to  the 
toaadmill  for  presuming  to  live  without  a  livelihood. " 

SopHT.  — "  Not  wiUioiit  a  livelihood!  — the  what  did   ■ 
you  call  itt  —  independent  inoome,   that  ia,  tiie  three 
pounds,  Gnndy  I " 

Waive  (admiringly}.  — "  Seuaible  child.  That  la 
true.  Yes,  Heaven  m  very  good  to  me  still.  Ahl 
what  signifies  fortune  I  How  hapj^  I  was  with  n^ 
dear  Lizzy,  and  yet  no  two  petaona  could  live  more 
from  band  to  mouth." 
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SoPHT  (lathei jealooidy). — "Lu^l" 

Waitb  (with  moistened  eyes,  and  looking  down).  — 
"  Hj  wife.  She  wu  only  Bpai«d  to  me  two  jexn,  — 
such  aannj  yeoist  And  Iii>w  grateful  I  ought  to  be 
that  she  did  not  lire  longer.  She  was  aaved  —  aoch— 
aach — such  shame  and  miseryt "     A  long  pause. 

Waife  Tesumed,  with  a  rush  from  mtmoTj,  as  if 
[dnokisg  himself  &om  the  claws  of  a  harpy,  "  What 's 
the  good  of  looking  backl  A  man's  gone  self  is  a 
dead  thing.  It  is  not  I  —  now  tramping  this  road,  vith 
you  to  leui  upon  —  whom  I  see,  when  I  would  turn  to 
look  behind  on  that  which  I  once  was,  —  it  is  another 
being,  defunct  and  buried ;  and  when  I  say  to  myself 
'  That  being  did  bo  and  so,'  it  ia  like  reading  an  epitaph 
on  a  tombetone.  So,  at  last,  eoUtary  and  h<^>eles8,  I 
came  hack  to  my  own  land;  and  I  found  you, — a 
blessing  greater  than  I  had  ever  dared  to  count  on. 
And  how  was  I  to  maintain  you,  and  take  yon  from 
that  long-noeed  alligator  called  Crane,  and  put  you  in 
womuily,  gentie  hands  t  for  I  never  thought  then  <rf 
subjecting  you  to  all  you  hare  eince  unde^ne  witli 
me.  I,  who  did  not  know  one  iisefnl  thing  in  life  t^ 
which  a  man  can  tnm  a  penny.  And,  then,  as  I  was 
all  alone  in  a  village  alehouse,  on  my  way  back  from 
—  it  does  not  signify  from  what,  or  from  whence,  but 
I  was  disappointed  and  despairing  —  Providence  mer- 
cifolly  threw  in  my  way  —  Mr.  Rugge,  and  ordained 
me  to  be  of  great  service  to  that  ruffian,  and  that 
raffian  of  great  use  to  me." 

SoFBT.  — "  Ah,  how  was  thati " 

Waivk.  —  "It  was  bir-time  in  the  village  wherein 
I  stopped,  and  Bugge's  principal  actor  was  taken  o& 
by  deiirum  tremeru,  which  is  Latin  for  a  disease 
common  to  men  who  eat  litUe  and  drink  mni^.     Biigge 
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came  into  tiie  alehouse  bemoaning  his  loea.  A  bright 
thought  atmck  me.  Once  in  my  daj  I  had  been  used  to 
actii^.  I  offered  to  tiy  mj  chance  on  Hr,  Bote's  stage; 
he  caught  at  me,  —  I  at  him.  I  succeeded;  we  came  to 
terms,  and  my  little  Sophy  was  tttus  taken  from  that 
ringleted  crocodile,  and  placed  wiUi  Christian  females 
who  wore  caps  and  read  their  Bihle.  Is  not  HeaTen 
good  to  ns,  Sophy,  and  to  me  too^  —  me,  such  a 
scampi" 

"And  yon  did  all  that,  —  sofEeied  all  that  tw  my 
sakel " 

"  Sufered,  —  but  I  liked  it.  And,  besides,  I  must 
hare  done  something;  and  there  were  reasons;  in 
short,  I  was  quite  happy,  —  no,  not  actually  happy,  but 
comfortaUe  and  merry.  Providence  gires  thick  hides 
to  anipiB'"  that  must  exist  in  cold  climates;  and  to 
the  man  whom  it  reeerres  for  soiTow,  Providence 
gires  a  coarse,  jovial  temper.  Then,  when  by  a  mercy 
I  was  saved  from  what  I  most  disliked  and  dreaded, 
and  never  would  have  thonght  of  but  that  I  fancied  it 
might  be  a  help  to  you,  — I  mean  the  Londcni  st^e,  — 
and  had  that  bad  accident  on  the  railway,  how  did  it 
end  T  Oh  I  in  saving  yon  "  (and  Waife  closed  his  eyes 
and  shuddered),  —  "in  saving  yoor  destiny  from  what 
might  be  much  worse  for  yon,  body  and  soul,  than  the 
worst  that  has  happened  to  you  with  me.  And  so  we 
have  been  thrown  together;  and  so  yon  have  sup- 
ported me;  and  so,  when  we  could  exist  without  Mr. 
Bugge,  Providence  got  rid  of  him  for  us.  And  so  we 
are  now  walking  along  the  high-road;  and  throngh 
yonder  trees  you  can  catch  a  peep  of  the  roof  under 
which  we  are  about  to  rest  for  a  while ;  and  there  you 
will  leam  what  I  have  done  with  the  three  pounds] " 

"  It  is  not  the  Spotted  Boy,  Oiandy  1 " 
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'JIo,"  nid  'Waik,  sighing;  "the  Spotted  'Boj  u  • 
haudtome  income ;  but  let  us  cailf  trust  in  Frovidence, 
and  I  should  not  wonder  ii  om  now  M^ainlion  prored 


"HonBtrousI " 

"Piece  of  goodfntww." 
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CHAPTER  n. 


GEiTTLKMAif  Waifb  poased  through  s  tnmBtile,  down  & 
narrow  lane,  and  reached  a  Bolitaiy  cottage.  He  knocked 
at  the  door;  an  old  peaaant-woman  opened  it,  and 
dropped  him  a  dvil  coorteay.  "  Indeed,  cdr,  I  am  glad 
you  aie  come.     I  'ee  most  afeared  be  be  dead. " 

"  DeadI "  exclaimed  Waifs.  "  Ob,  Sophy,  if  he  ahould 
be  dead] " 

"Whol" 

Waife  did  not  heed  tba  question.  "  What  makes  you 
think  him  deadi  "  said  he,  fumbling  in  hia  pocketa,  from 
which  he  at  last  produced  a  key.  "  Tou  have  not  been 
disobeying  my  strict  orders  and  tafflpetiog  with  the 
door)" 

"  Lor*  loye  ye,  no,  sir.  But  he  made  such  a  noiae  a 
fust,  —  awfull  And  now  he  'a  as  still  as  a  corpse.  And 
I  did  peep  through  the  keyhole,  and  he  was  stretched 
stark." 

"  Hunger,  perhaps, "  said  the  Comedian ;  "  't  ia  bis 
way  when  he  has  been  kept  fasting  much  over  hia  usual 
hoiiTs.  Follow  me,  Sophy."  He  put  aside  the  woman, 
entered  the  sanded  kitchen,  ascended  a  stair  that  led 
from  it;  and  Sophy  following,  stopped  at  a  door  and 
listened:  not  a  sound.  Timidly  he  nnlocked  the  portals 
and  crept  in,  when,  suddenly,  sach  a  rush,  —  such  a 
apring,  and  a  mass  of  something  vehement  yet  soft,  dingy 
yet  whitish,  whirled  past  the  actor,  and  came  pounce 
against  Sophy,  who  therewith  uttered  a  shriek.     "  Stop 
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him,  stop  him,  foi  HeaTen's  sake, "  cried  Waife,  "  Shut 
Uie  door  below,  —  seiie  him. "  Downat&ira,  however, 
went  the  maae,  and  downetoin  after  it  hobbled  Waif  e, 
returning  in  a  few  momeota  witii  the  racaptuied  and 
myaterious  fogitive.  "  There,"  he  cried  triumphantly  to 
Sophy,  who,  standing  against  the  wall  witii  her  face 
buried  in  her  frock,  long  refused  to  look  up,  — "theie, 
tame  aa  a  lamb,  and  knows  me.  See  "  —  ha  seated  him- 
self on  the  floor;  and  Sophy,  hesitatingly  openii^  her 
eyes,  beheld,  gravely  gaiing  at  her  from  under  a  pro- 
fueion  of  ahaggy  locka  an  enormouB  — 
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CHAPTBS  IV. 

Zufilogj  in  comMction  with  WMorj. 

"  Wau  to  that  yoong  lady,  eir,  —  walk,  I  say. "  Th« 
poodl«  slowly  row  on  his  hbid  leg^  and,  with  an  upect 
inezpiesdbly  eolenm,  advanced  towaids  Sophy,  who 
harti^  receded  into  the  room  in  which  thu  creadufl  had 


"  Make  a  bow — no,  a  bow,  mi;  that  ia  right:  yon  can 
■hake  hands  another  time.  Bim  down,  Sophy,  and  aek 
for  hlB  dinner." 

"Tea, — tiiat  I  will;"  and  Sophy  flew  down  the 
stairs. 

The  dog,  still  on  his  hind  l^s,  stood  in  &e  oentoe  of 
the  floor,  dignified,  bat  evidently  expectant. 

"  That  will  do;  lie  down  and  die.  Die  this  moment, 
air."  The  dog  stretched  himself  ont,  oloeed  hia  eyee, 
and  to  all  appearance  gave  np  the  ghoet.  "A  moet 
splendid  investment,"  said  Waife,  with  enthnnasm; 
"and,  npon  the  whole,  dog  cheap.  Hoi  you  are  not 
to  bring  np  his  dinner;  it  ia  not  yon  who  are  to  make 
friends  with  the  dog;  it  is  my  litUe  giil.  Send  her  npl 
Sophy,  Sophyl" 

"  She  be  fritted,  air, "  said  the  woman,  holding  a  plate 
(^  canine  comestiUes;  "bnt  lank,  or;  be  n't  he  really 
deadt" 

"Soplq',  Sophyl" 

"  Fleaae  let  me  stay  here,  Orandy ,"  said  Sophy's  voice 
irom  the  fool  of  the  stairs. 
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"Nonflenwl  it  is  sixteeQ  hoim  nnoe  lie  has  had  a 
motBel  to  eat.  And  he  will  never  bite  the  hand  that 
feeds  him  now.     Come  np,  I  say. " 

Sophy  slowly  leaacended;  and  Waife,  smnmoning  the 
poodle  to  life,  insisted  upon  1^  child's  feeding  him. 
And  indeed,  when  that  act  of  chari^  was  performed, 
the  dog  evinced  his  gratitude  by  a  aeiies  of  imsoj^usti- 
catod  bounds  and  waggiugs  of  ^e  toil,  which  gradually 
removed  Sophy's  apprebensioni^  and  laid  the  foundations 
for  that  intimate  fnendsbip  which  is  the  natnnJ  leUtion 
between  child  and  dog- 

"And  how  did  yon  come  by  himl"  aaked  Sophy j 
"  and  is  this  really  the  —  the  htvestkeitx  t  " 

".Shut  the  door  carefully,  but  see  fiiat  that  the  woman 
is  not  listening.  Lie  down,  taj,  then,  at  the  feet  of  the 
young  lady.  Good  dog.  How  did  I  cMne  by  himT 
I  will  t«ll  you.  The  first  day  we  arrived  at  the  village 
which  we  have  just  left^  I  went  into  the  tobacconist's. 
While  I  was  buying  my  ounce  of  canaatw,  that  dog  en- 
tered the  shop.  In  his  moath  was  a  sixpence  wnpped 
in  paper.  He  lifted  himself  on  his  hind  legs,  and  laid 
his  missive  <m  the  counter.  The  shopwoman  —  yon 
know  her,  Mis.  TiaiU — unfolded  the  paper  and  read 
the  Older.  '  Clever  dog  ^lat,  sir, '  aaid  she.  '  To  fetch 
and  cany  t '  said  I,  indiffeiently.  '  More  than  that, 
sir;  yon  shall  see.  The  order  is  for  two  penn'orth  of 
BDuS, .  The  dog  knows  he  is  to  take  beck  fonrpeooe. 
I  will  give  bim  a  penny  short'  So  she  to(^  the  six- 
pence and  gave  the  dog  threepence  ont  of  it.  The  dog 
shook  hie  head,  and  looked  gisvely  into  her  face. 
■  That 's  all  you  11  get, '  said  she.  The  dog  shook  hie 
bead  again,  and  tapped  bis  paw  once  on  the  counter, 
AS  much  as  to  say,  'I'm  not  to  be  done,— a  penny 
uiom,    if  you  please.'     'If  you  '11  not  take  that)  you 
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ahall  hftve  nothing, '  said  Mrs.  TiaiU,  and  ahe  took  htck 
the  threepence. " 

"Deail  and  what  did  the  dog  do  then,  —  snail  or 
Wtet" 

"Not  so;  he  knew  he  was  ui  his  rights,  and  did  not 
lower  himself  by  showing  bad  temper.  The  dc^  looked 
quietly  round,  saw  a  basket  which  contained  two  or 
three  pounds  of  candles  lying  in  &  comer  for  tJie  shop- 
hoy  to  take  to  some  customer;  took  up  the  basket  in 
his  month,  and  turned  tail,  as  much  as  to  say,  *  Tit  for 
tat  Uien.*  He  understood,  yon  see,  what  is  called  '  the 
law  of  raprisals.'  'Come  back  this  moment,'  cried 
Mis.  Traill.  The  d<^  walked  out  of  the  shop;  then  she 
ran  after  him,  and  counted  the  fourpence  before  him, 
on  which  he  dropped  the  basket,  picked  np  the  right 
change,  and  went  off  demurely.  *To  whom  does  that 
poodle  beloDgt '  said  I.  <To  a  poor  drunken  man,'  s^d 
KiB.  Traillj  'I  wish  it  was  in  better  hands.'  'So  da 
I,  ma'am,' answered  I;  '  did  he  teach  it  I '  ■N'o,itwaa 
taught  by  hie  brother,  who  was  an  old  soldier,  and  died 
in  his  house  two  weeks  ago.  It  knows  a  great  many 
tricks,  and  is  quite  young.  It  might  make  a  fortune 
as  a  show,  sir.'  So  I  was  thinking.  I  inquired  the 
owner's  address,  called  on  him,  and  found  him  disposed 
to  sell  the  dog.  But  he  asked  £3,  a  sum  that  seemed 
out  of  the  question  then.  Still  I  kept  the  dog  in  my 
eyej  called  every  day  to  make  friends  with  i^  and  as- 
certain its  capacities.  And  at  las^  thanks  to  you, 
Sophy,  I  bought  the  dog;  and  what  is  more,  as  soon  as 
I  had  two  golden  sovereigns  to  show,  I  got  him  for  that 
snm,  and  we  have  stiU  £1  left  (besides  small  savings 
from  our  lost  salaries)  to  go  to  the  completion  of  his 
education,  and  the  advertisement  of  his  merits.  I  kept 
this  a  secret  from  Merle,  —  from  alL     I  would  not  even 
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let  tihfl  dnmken  owner  know  vhete  I  took  the  dog  to 
yeatetday .  I  brought  him  heie,  where,  I  learned  in  the 
Tillage,  there  were  two  rooms  to  let;  locked  him  up,  ^ 
and  my  story  is  told. " 

"  But  why  keep  it  auch  a  secret  I " 

**  Because  I  don't  want  Bugge  to  tiac«  ub.  He  might 
do  one  a  mischief;  because  I  bare  a  grand  project  of 
genteel  position  and  high  prices  for  the  exhibition  of  that 
dog.  And  why  should  it  be  known  where  we  come  from, 
or  what  we  werel  And  because,  if  the  owner  knew 
when  to  find  ^  d<^,  he  might  decoy  it  bock  from  us. 
Luckily  he  had  not  made  the  dog  so  fond  of  him  but 
what,  unless  it  be  decoyed,  it  will  accustom  itself  to  ne. 
And  now  I  propose  that  we  should  stay  a  week  or  so 
here,  and  devote  ourselTes  exclualTely  to  developing  the 
native  powers  of  this  gifted  creature.  Get  out  the 
dominoes." 

"  Wlat  is  his  name  1 " 

"Hal  that  is  the  first  consideration.  What  shall  be 
his  namel " 

"  Has  he  not  one  already  t " 

"Yes,  trivial  and  unattractive,  —  Mbpl  In  private 
life  it  might  pass.  But  in  public  life,  —  give  a  dog  a 
bad  name  and  hang  him.     Mop,  indeedl " 

Therewith  Mop,  considering  himself  appealed  to,  rose 
and  stretched  himself. 

"Bight,"  said  Gentleman  Waife;  "stretch  yourself; 
yon  decidedly  require  it" 


.coy  Google 


VIEAJX  WILL  BB  DO   WITU  lit 


CHAPTEB  V. 

Hop  beocanta  »  panonage.  Much  tbonght  ii  baibnrad  en  the  ws 
bal  dignitiBi,  without  which  a  Penonage  would  beeoDM  a  Mop. 
Tha  imporUiiQe  of  dmbm  is  mppuoM  in  all  hlatoiy.  11  Anj^iu- 
tai  had  callsdhiinE«lf  king.  Roue  wonld  hare  ilMnagaiuat  him 
aa  a  Tuqnin ;  ao  ha  nmained  a  •Im]:^  aqnaaMan,  and  naodMlf 
called  Umaalf  Impaiator,  Hop  cthMoM  hit  own  titlo  in  a  moat 
mfitarioiu  mannai,  and  caaaaa  to  be  Hop. 

*  Thk  flnt  noticeable  defect  in  your  name  of  Hop, "  nid 
Gfintleman  Waife,  "  is,  as  you  yoniself  deuote,  the  want 
»f  elongation.  HonosfUables  are  not  impoaing,  and  in 
striking  comporitiona  theii  meaning  is  elerated  by  peri- 
phrasis ;  that  is  to  eay,  Sophy,  that  what  before  was  a  short 
tnith,  an  elegant  author  elaborates  into  a  long  stretch. " 

"  Certainly, "  said  Sophy,  thonghtfolly ;  "  I  don't  think 
the  name  of  Mop  wotdd  diawl  Still  he  is  very  like  a 
mop." 

"  For  tliat  leuon  the  name  degrades  him  tiie  mote,  and 
lowers  him  from  an  intellectual  phenomenon  to  a  pbydcal 
attribute,  which  is  vulgar.  I  hope  that  that  dog  will 
enable  us  to  rise  in  the  scale  of  being.  For,  whereas  we 
in  acting  could  only  command  a  thiee-penny  audience,  — 
leeerred  seata  a  shilling,  —  he  may  aspire  to  half-crowns 
and  drees-boxee;  that  is,  if  we  con  hit  on  a  same  which 
inspires  respect.  Now,  although  Qie  dog  is  b^;,  it  is  not 
1^  his  size  that  he  is  to  become  famous,  or  we  might  call 
him  Hercules  or  Ooliak;  neither  is  it  by  his  beau^,  or 
Adonis  would  not  be  unsuitable.  It  is  by  his  eiiperioi 
aagadty  and  wisdom.  And  there  I  am  puzzled  to  find 
his  prototrpe  amongst  mortals;  for,  perhaps  it  may  be 
n^  ignorance  of  history  —  " 
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"  You  ignonnt,  indeed,  gtaudfatherl " 

"  But  cooaideiiug  the  innumerable  millione  vbo  hare 
lived  on  the  earUi,  it  is  astoniBhing  hov  few  I  can  call 
to  mind  who  have  left  behind  them  a  proverbial  renown 
foi  wisdom.  There  is,  indeed,  Solomon,  but  he  fell  oft 
at  the  last;  and  as  he  belongs  to  sacred  history,  we  must 
not  take  a  liberty  with  his  name.  Who  is  Uiera  Tffcy, 
ver)r,  very  wiae,  besides  Solomon  t  Think,  Sophy,  — 
prc^bne  history." 

Sophy  (after  a  musing  pause).  — "Puss  in  Boots." 

"  Well,  he  was  wise ;  but  then  he  was  not  human ;  he 
was  a  cat  Hal  Sociates.  Shall  we  call  Mm  Sodatea, 
Socrates,  Socrates?" 

80PHT.  —  "Socrates,  Soorates." 

Mop  yawned. 

Waipk.  — "He  don't  take  to  Socrates,  — prosy  I " 

SopHT.  — "Ah,  Mr.  Merit's  book  aboat  &e  brazen 
bead  '  Friar  BaconI'    ffe  must  have  been  very  wise." 

Wai7e. — "Kot  had;  mysterious,  but  not  recondite; 
historical,  yet  familiar.  What  does  Mop  say  to  itt 
Friar,  Friar,  Friar  Bacon,  sir,  —  Friar." 

Sophy  (coaxingly).  — "Friar." 

Mop,  evidently  conceiving  that  appeal  is  made  to  some 
other  personage,  canine  or  human,  ttot  present^  rouses 
up,  walks  to  the  door,  smells  at  the  chink,  returns,  shakes 
his  head,  and  reste  on  his  haunches,  eying  his  two 
friends  superciliously. 

SopHT.  —  "  He  does  not  take  to  that  name." 

Waifk. — "He  has  bis  reasons  for  it;  and  indeed 
there  are  many  worthy  persons  who  disapprove  of  any- 
thing that  savors  of  m^cal  practices.  Mop  intimates 
that,  on  entering  public  life,  one  should  beware  of  oSend- 
ing  the  respectable  prejadices  of  a  class. " 

Mr.  Waife  then,  once  more  resortiiig  to  the  recesses 
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i)t  aohoUstic  memory,  jdncked.  thiarefiKun,  aomawhat  by 
tiie  head  and  ehonldaiB,  eondiy  duum  ravetanced  in  a 
l^gime  age.  He  thought  of  the  seTes  wise  men  at 
Qieeoe,  but  could  only  recall  tiie  nomondatoza  <d  tiro 
out  of  the  seven,  —  a  ud  proof  of  Hm  dietiiiction  between 
colligate  fame  and  popular  renown.  He  called  Thalea; 
he  c^led  Bion.  Mop  made  no  reaponae.  "  Wonderful 
intelligence!  "  eaid  Waife;  "he  knowa  that  Thalea  and 
Bion  wonld  not  draw !  —  ofaaolete. " 

Uop  waa  equally  mate  to  Aristotle.  He  pricked  up 
hia  ears  at  Fkto,  perh^x  beoauae  the  aonnd  was  not 
wholly  diasjmilar  from  that  of  Ponto,  — a  name  of  which 
he  might  have  had  vague  rendnisceuGea.  The  Bomana, 
not  having  cultivated  an  origiual  philosophy,  though 
they  ocmtriTed  to  produce  gnat  man  without  it,  Waife 
paaaed  by  that  perished  people.  He  croased  to  China, 
and  tried  Ccmfudua.  Mop  had  evidently  never  heaid 
of  him.  "  I  am  at  the  end  of  my  list,  ao  br  as  the  wise 
man  are  cancemed,"  eaid  Waife,  wiping  his  forehead. 
"  If  Mop  were  to  '^'■*'"g""^  himaelf  by  valor,  tme 
would  find  heroee  by  the  dozen,  —  Adulles,  and  Hector, 
•nd  Juliua  Ceaar,  and  P(»npey,  and  Bonaparte,  and 
AlfTBpfjjfp  QiQ  Great,  and  the  Duke  ti  Majlboiough. 
Or,  if  he  wrote  poetry,  we  could  fit  him  to  a  hair.  But 
wise  men  certainly  are  acarce,  and  when  one  has  hit  on 
a  wise  mau'e  name,  it  is  so  little  known  to  the  vulgar 
that  it  would  cany  no  more  weight  with  it  titan  Spot 
or  Toby.  But  neoessarily  some  name  the  dog  must  bare, 
and  take  to,  aympathetically. " 

Sophy  meanwhile  had  extracted  the  dominoes  from 
Waife's  bundle,  and  with  the  dominoea  an  alphabet  and 
a  multiplioation-taUe  in  printed  capitals.  As  the  Come- 
dian's one  eye  rested  upon  the  laot,  he  exclaimed,  "  But 
after  all,  Mop's  great  strength  will  prohaUy  be  in  arith* 
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metjo,  and  the  sciancs  of  Bumben  ia  die  root  of  all 
wisdom.  Beddea,  eToi;  man,  high  and  low,  wante  to 
make  a  fortune,  and  aeeociationB  connected  with  addition 
and  multiplication  aie  always  pleasing.  Who,  then,  ia 
the  B^e  at  computation  most  universally  known  I  TJn- 
questionahly  Cocker  I  He  must  take  to  that,  —  Cocker, 
Cocker  "  (command  ingly),  —  "  C-o-o^-e-r  "  (with  per- 
■uaaiTe  sweetness). 

Mop  looked  puizled;  he  pat  his  head  firat  on  one 
sde,  then  the  other. 

SoPHT  (with  mellifluons  endearmeat).  — "  Cocker, 
good  Cocker;  Cocker  dear." 

Both.  —  "  Cooker,  Cocker,  Cooker  I  " 

Excited  and  bewildered,  Mop  put  up  his  head,  and 
gave  rent  to  hie  perplexities  in  a  loi%  and  lognbiioas 
howl,  to  which  certainly  none  who  heard  it  could  have 
desiied  addition  or  multiplication. 

"Stop  tins  inatant,  air,  —  stop;  I  shoot  you  I  Yoa 
are  dead,  — down! "  Waife  adjusted  his  staff  to  his 
shoulder  gnn-wise ;  and  at  the  word  of  command,  "  down,  * 
Mop  was  <m  hla  aide,  stiff  and  lifeless.  "Still,"  said 
Waife,  "a  name  connected  with  profound  calcolaliim 
would  be  the  most  apittopriate;  for  instance.  Sir  Isaac — " 

Before  the  Comedian  could  get  out  the  word  "  2f  ewton, " 
Mop  had  sprung  to  his  four  feet,  and,  with  wagging 
tail  and  wrig^ing  back,  evinced  a  sense  of  beaded 
recognition. 

"Astounding! "  aaid  Waife,  rather  awed.  "Caa  it 
be  the  name ) —  Impoaaible.     Sir  Isaac,  Sir  Isaaol " 

"Bow  wow  I "  answered  Mop,  joyously. 

"  If  there  be  any  truth  in  the  doctrine  of  metemp^ 
cboeis, "  faltered  Gentleman  Waife,  "  if  the  great  ITewton 
eould  have  transmigrated  into  that  incomparable  ami- 
mall    Newton,  NewtonI "    To  that  name  Mop  made  no 
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obeiaa&ce,  bat,  evidenUy  still  restless  walked  nnmd  tlu 
room,  npiriling  at  every  oomer,  and  turning  to  look  iMck 
vrith  inqniutiTB  eBnieBtne§8  at  his  dot  master. 

"  He  doea  not  seem  to  catch  at  the  name  <d  Newton, " 
Mid  Waif  e,  ttjing  it  thrice  again,  and  vainly,  "  and  yet 
he  aeems  extremely  well  Teieed  in  the  principle  of 
gravity.  Sir  Isaaol  "  The  dog  bounded  tovarda  him, 
put  his  pawe  on  his  shoulder,  and  licked  Ms  laoe.  "  Just 
cnt  out  those  figuiee  carefully,  my  dear,  and  see  if  we 
can  get  him  to  tell  ns  how  much  twice  ten  are,  —  I  mean 
hj  addressing  him  as  Sir  Isaac" 

Sophy  cut  the  figures  from  the  multiplicatioo-table, 
and  amngad  them,  at  Waife'e  instruction,  in  a  circle 
on  the  floor.  "ITow,  Sir  laaac,"  Mop  lifted  a  paw, 
and  walked  deliberately  round  the  letters,  "  Ifow,  Sir 
Lnac,  how  much  are  ten  times  two  t "  Mop  deliberately 
made  his  surrey  and  calculation,  and,  pausing  at  twenty, 
stooped,  and  took  the  letters  in  his  mouth. 

"  It  ie  not  natui^l, "  cried  Sophy,  much  alarmed.  "  It 
must  be  wicked,  and  I  'd  rather  have  nothing  to  do  with 
it,  please." 

"  Silly  childl  He  was  but  obeying  my  rign.  He  had 
been  taught  that  trick  already  under  the  name  of  Mop. 
The  only  strange  thing  is,  tliat  he  should  do  it  also  under 
the  naiiie  of  Sir  Isaac,  and  much  more  cheerfully  too. 
However,  whetiier  he  has  been  the  great  Ifewton  or  not, 
a  live  dog  is  better  than  a  dead  lion.  But  it  is  clear 
that,  in  acknowledging  the  name  of  Sir  Isaac,  he  does 
not  encourage  us  to  take  that  of  Newton,  —  and  he  is 
right;  for  it  might  be  bought  unbecoming  to  apply  to 
an  animal,  however  extnoidinai;,  who  by  the  severi^ 
<rf  fortune  is  compelled  to  ezbildt  his  talents  for  a  small 
pecuniary  reward,  the  family  name  of  so  great  a  philo- 
Boi^er.     Sir  Isaac,  after  all,  is  a  vague  appellation,  — 
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any  dog  has  a  right  to  be  Sir  Isaac ;  ilfewtoii  may  be  left 
ctmjectuiaL  Let  na  see  if  we  can  add  to  our  arithme- 
(jcal  infonuatiim.  Look  at  me,  Sb  laaao."  Sir  iBaae 
looked  and  grinned  affectionately ;  and  under  tiiat  title 
learned  a  new  combinati<ai  with  a  facili^  ^t  might 
have  relieved  Sophy's  mind  of  all  eupeistitioiu  belief 
that  the  philosopher  was  resuscitated  in  the  dog,  had  ahe 
known  that  in  life  that  great  master  of  oaJcnlatiMu  Uw 
most  abstruse  could  not  accurately  cast  up  a  simple  sum 
in  addition.  Ko&ing  brought  him  to  the  end  of  his 
mc^eatic  tether  like  dot  and  carry  one.  N^otable  type 
of  our  human  incompleteness,  where  men  might  decon 
our  studies  had  made  ua  most  complete  I  Xotable  type, 
too,  of  that  grandest  order  of  all  human  genius  which 
seems  to  arrive  at  results  hj  intuition,  —  which  a  child 
might  pose  by  a  row  of  figures  on  a  slate,  while  it  is 
Bolving  the  lawB  that  link  the  stars  to  infinity  I  But 
revenoaa  h  nos  inoutons,  what  the  astral  attraction  that 
incontestably  bound  the  reminiscences  of  Mop  to  the 
oognominal  distinction  of  Sir  Isaac  1  I  hod  prepared 
a  very  erudite  and  subtle  treatise  upon  this  query,  en- 
livened by  quotations  from  the  ancient  mystics,  —  such 
as  lamhlicus  and  Froclns.  —  as  well  as  by  a  copiooe 
reference  to  the  doctrine  of  the  more  modem  Spirita- 
olists,  from  Sir  Eenelm.  Digby  and  Swedenborg,  to 
Monsieur  Cahagnet  and  Judge  Edwards:  it  was  to  be 
called  "  Liquiry  into  the  Law  of  Affinities,  by  Pbikf 
mopeoB " :  when,  unluckily  for  my  treatise,  I  arrived 
at  the  knowledge  of  a  fact  which,  though  it  did  not 
render  the  treatise  lees  curious,  knocked  on  the  head 
the  theory  upon  which  it  was  baaed.  The  baptismal 
name  of  the  old  soldier,  Mop's  first  proprietor  and  ea^ 
liest  preceptor,  was  Isaac;  and  his  master  being  colled 
in  the  homely  household  by  that  Christian  name,  the 
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Mnind  had  entered  into  Mop'a  y onugeat  >sd  moat  en- 
deared aaaociatioiu.  His  canine  affections  had  done 
much  towards  ripening  bis  scholaatic  education.  "  Where 
islaaaet"  "CaUIaaac!  "  "Fetoh  Isaac  his  hat,"  eto., 
etc.  Stilled  was  that  name  when  the  old  eoldiei  died; 
but  when  heard  again,  Mop's  heart  was  moved,  and  in 
misaidg  the  old  master,  he  felt  more  at  home  with  the 
new.  As  for  the  title,  "  Sir, "  it  was  a  mere  expletive 
in  his  eaie.  Such  was  the  fact,  and  such  the  deduction 
to  be  dmwn  from  it.  IS'ot  that  it  will  eatisfy  every  one. 
I  know  that  phiktaophers  who  deny  all  that  they  have 
not  witnessed,  and  lefnae  to  witness  what  they  resolve 
to  deny,  will  reject  the  story  in  toto  ;  and  will  prove,  by 
reference  to  their  own  dogs,  that  a  dog  never  recognisM 
the  name  of  his  master,  — never  yet  could  be  taught 
arithmetic.  I  know  also  that  there  are  mystics  who  will 
prefer  to  believe  that  Mop  was  in  direct  spiritual  com- 
munication with  unseen  Isaacs,  or  in  a  steto  of  clairvoy- 
ance, or  under  the  influence  of  the  odic  fluid.  But  did 
we  ever  yet  find  in  human  reason  a  question  with  only 
«ie  side  to  it  t  Is  not  tauth  a  polygon  I  Have  not  sagas 
arisen  in  our  day  to  deny  even  the  principle  of  gravity, 
for  whidi  we  had  been  so  long  contentedly  taking  the 
word  <d  the  great  Sir  Isaoe  %  It  is  that  blessed  spirit  of 
contravefsy  which  keeps  the  world  going ;  and  it  is  that 
which,  perhaps,  explains  why  Mr.  Waife,  when  bis 
memory  was  fairly  put  to  it,  oould  remember,  out  of  the 
history  of  the  myriads  who  have  occupied  our  planet 
from  the  dato  of  Adam  to  that  in  which  I  now  write,  so 
very  few  men  whom  ttie  world  vrill  agree  to  call  vrisa, 
and  out  of  that  very  few  so  scant  a  peioentage  with  names 
sufficiently  known  to  make  them  more  popularly  sigiufl- 
cant  of  pT»«minent  sagacity  than  if  they  had  been  called 
—  Mope. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Th«  Tagnut  banDg  got  hi*  dog,  proceed*  to  hunt  Fortniu  with  It, 
iMtriog  behind  him  » tnp  to  catch  nis.  What  the  trap  does 
catch  i«  "  jut  like  hii  lock." 

Sui  ^AAO,  to  designate  him  by  lus  i>o*  iiaine,irapTOTed 
much  upon  acguftinteaee.  He  wsa  still  in  fhe  ductile 
seaiKin  of  yoath,  and  took  to  learning  as  an  amusement 
to  himself.  Hie  last  master,  a  stupid  sot,  had  not  gained 
hie  affections,  —  and  perhaps  even  the  old  soldier,  though 
gratefully  remembered  and  mourned,  had  not  stolrai  into 
his  innermost  heart,  as  Waife  and  Sophy  gently  con- 
trived to  do.  In  short,  in  a  very  fev  days  he  became 
perfecUy  accustomed  and  extremely  attached  to  them. 
"When  Waife  had  asoertalned  the  extent  of  Mb  accom- 
plishments, and  added  somewhat  to  ttieir  range  in 
matters  which  cost  no  great  trouUe,  he  applied  himseU 
to  the  task  of  composing  a  little  drama,  vhich  m^^ht 
bring  them  all  into  more  interesting  play,  and  in  which, 
though  Bophy  and  himself  were  performers,  the  dog  had 
the  premigr  rSle.  And  as  soon  as  this  was  done,  and 
the  dog's  performanoea  thus  ranged  into  methodical  order 
and  sequence,  he  resolved  to  set  off  to  a  conBidei»bls 
town  at  some  distance,  and  to  which  Mr.  Bugge  was  no 
visitor. 

His  bill  at  the  oottage  made  but  slight  inroad  into  hla 
pectmiaiy  resources ;  for  in  the  interrols  of  leisure  &om 
his  instniGtiona  to  Sir  Isaac,  Waife  had  performed  varioos 
little  services  to  the  lone  widow  with  whom  they  lodged, 
which  Mrs  Saunders  (such  was  her  name)  insisted  upon 
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nguding  m  money's  wartti.  He  had  repaired  and  tegu* 
lated  to  a  nunnto  an  M  clock  which  bad  taken  no  note 
of  time  for  iha  laat  thiee  jearsi  he  bad  mended  all  the 
broken  crockery  by  some  oement  of  his  own  invention, 
and  for  which  she  got  him  the  materials.  And  here  hia 
ingenuity  was  remarkable,  for  wben  there  was  only  a 
fragment  to  be  found  of  a  cnp,  and  a  fisgment  or  two  of 
a  saucer,  he  united  them  both  into  some  pntty  form, 
which,  if  not  useful,  at  all  events  looked  well  on  a  ahelf . 
He  bound,  in  smart  showy  papen^  sundiy  tattered  old 
books  which  had  belonged  to  his  landlady's  defunct  hne> 
band,  a  Scotch  gardener,  and  which  she  displayed  on  a 
dda-taliLe,  under  the  Japan  tea-tray.  More  than  all,  he 
was  of  service  to  her  in  her  vocation;  for  Mrs.  Saunders 
eked  out  a  amall  pension  —  whieb  she  derived  from  the 
affectionate  providence  of  ber  Scotch  husband,  in  insop- 
ing  his  life  in  her  favor  —  by  the  rearing  and  sale  of 
poultry ;  and  Waife  saved  her  the  expense  of  a  carpenter 
l^  the  consteuction  of  a  new  coop,  elevated  above  the 
reach  of  the  rats,  who  had  hitherto  made  sad  ravage 
amongst  the  chickens;  while  he  confided  to  her  certain 
eecrete  in  tiie  improvement  of  breed  and  the  cheaper 
prucesses  cd  fottening,  which  excited  her  gratitude  no  lees 
than  her  wonder.  "  The  fact  is, "  said  Qentlenan  Waife, 
"  that  my  life  haa  known  makeshifts.  Once,  in  a  foreign 
country,  I  kept  poultry  upon  the  principle  that  the 
poultry  should  keep  me." 

Strange  it  was  to  notice  soch  versatility  of  inTenti(m, 
inch  readineea  of  resource,  such  bmiliarity  with  divers 
nooks  and  crannies  in  the  practical  experience  d  life,  in 
a  man  now  so  hard  put  to  it  for  a  livelihood.  There 
ore  pereons,  however,  who  might  have  a  good  stock  of 
talent^  if  they  did  not  turn  it  all  into  small  change.  And 
you,  reader,  know  as  well  as  I  do,  that  when  a  sovereign 
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oi  a  ahilling  is  once  broken  into,  the  change  ecatteis  and 
diepends  itself  in  a  way  quite  unaccoontable.  StiU, 
coppers  are  useful  in  household  billa ;  and  when  Waife 
was  really  at  a  pinch,  eomehow  or  other,  by  book  or  by 
crook,  he  scraped  tc^thet  intellectual  half-pence  enough 
to  pay  bia  way. 

MtB.  Saunders  grew  quite  fond  of  her  lodgers.  Waife 
she  regarded  as  a  prodigy  of  genius;  Sophy  was  Qm 
prettiest  and  best  of  children;  Sir  Isaac,  abe  took  for 
granted,  waa  worthy  of  Ms  ownere.  But  ^to  Comedian 
did  not  confide  to  her  bis  dog'e  learning,  nor  the  nae  to 
which  be  designed  to  put  it.  And  in  still  greater  pre- 
caution, when  he  took  hie  leave,  he  extracted  from  His.' 
Saunders  a  solemn  promise  that  she  would  set  no  one  on 
his  track,  in  case  of  impertinent  inquiries. 

"Tou  see  bafoie  you,"  said  be,  "a  man  who  baa 
enemies,  —  such  as  rats  are  to  your  chickens :  chickens 
despise  lats  when  raised,  as  yours  are  now,  above  tiie 
reach  of  claws  and  teeth.  Some  day  or  other  I  may  so 
raise  a  coop  for  that  little  one,  —  I  am  too  old  for  coops. 
Meanwhile,  if  a  rat  comes  sneaking  here  after  us,  send 
it  off  the  wioi^  way,  with  a  flea  in  ite  ear. " 

Mi8.  Saondeis  promised,  between  t«ars  and  laughter; 
blessed  Waife,  kissed  Bophy,  patted  Sir  Isaac,  and  stood 
long  at  her  thisshold  watching  the  three,  as  the  early 
sun  lit  their  forma  receding  in  the  green  narrow  lane,  — 
dewdrops  sparkling  on  the  hedgerows,  and  the  skylaik 
sprii^ing  npwaid  from  the  young  com. 

Then  she  slowly  turned  in-doors,  and  bet  home  seemed 
very  solitary.  We  can  accustom  DUiselves  to  loneliness, 
but  we  should  beware  of  infringing  the  custom.  Once 
admit  two  or  three  facaa  seated  at  your  hearthaide,  or 
gaang  out  from  your  windows  on  the  laughing  sun,  and 
when  they  are  gone,  thsy  carry  off  the  f^ow  from  yoni 
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gnt«  and  the  sanbeun  from  your  ponu.  Poor  Mn. 
Satmdenl  in  vain  die  sought  to  ronse  herBeU,  to  pat 
the  rooms  to  nghte,  to  attend  to  the  chickens,  to  dm- 
tract  her  thoughts.  The  one-eyed  cripple,  the  Httle  girl, 
Qie  shaggy -faced  dog,  still  haunted  her;  and  when  at 
noon  eh»  dined  all  alone  off  the  remnants  of  the  last 
night's  social  supper,  the  very  click  of  the  renovated 
dock  seemed  to  say,  "Qone,  gone;"  aod  muttering, 
"Ahl  gone,"  she  nclined  hack  on  her  chair,  and  in- 
dulged herself  in  a  good  womanlike  ciy.  From  this 
luxury  she  was  startled  hy  a  knock  at  the  door,  "  Could 
they  have  come  bockt"  No;  the  door  opened,  and  a 
genteel  young  man,  in  a  black  coat  and  white  neckcloth, 
stepped  in. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am;  your  name's  Sauudei^ 
—  sell  poultry  T  " 

"At  your  Berrice,  sir.  Spring  chickens!"  Pooi 
people,  whatever  their  grie^  must  sell  tiieir  ohiokeni^ 
if  they  have  any  to  sell. 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am ;  not  at  this  moment.  The  fact 
is,  that  I  call  to  make  some  inquiries.  Have  not  you 
lodgers  here  t " 

LodgeisI  at  that  word  the  expanding  sonl  of  Mrs. 
Saunders  redosed  hermetically;  the  last  warning  of 
Waife  revibrated  in  her  ears :  this  white-neokdothed  gen- 
tleman, was  he  not  a  rati 

"Ko,  sir,  I  ha'n't  no  lodgers." 

"  But  you  have  had  some  lately,  eh  1  a  crippled  dderiy 
man  and  a  little  girl. " 

"Don't  know  anything  about  tiiem;  leastways,"  said 
His.  Saunders,  suddenly  remembering  that  she  was  told 
less  to  deny  facts  than  to  send  inquirers  upon  wrong 
directions,  —  "leastways,  at  this  blessed  time.  Fray, 
sir,  what  makes  you  ask  I " 
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"  Why,  I TTOB  inBtnicted  to  come  down  to ,  and 

find  out  where  this  penon,  one  William  Waife,  had  gone. 
Afrired  yeoterday,  ma'am.  AU  I  could  hear  ia,  that  a 
penon  answering  to  his  description  left  the  pUoe  eevoraJi 
days  B^,  and  had  been  seen  by  a  boy,  who  was  tending 
sheep,  to  come  down  the  lane  to  your  bouse,  and  you 
vere  supposed  to  have  lodgers — (you  take  lodgers 
aometimes,  I  think,  ma'am )  —  becaose  you  ifH  been 
buying  some  trifling  articles  of  food  not  in  your  nmal 
way  of  onstom.  Ciroumstantial  evidence,  ma'am,  — you 
can  have  no  motive  to  conceal  the  truth." 

"  I  should  think  not  indeed,  sir, "  retorted  Mrs.  Saun- 
dere,  whom  the  coninoua  woids  "  ciicumstantdal  evidence" 
set  doubly  on  her  guaid.  "  I  did  see  a  gentleman  such 
as  you  meati<m,  and  a  pretty  young  lady,  about  ten  days 
agone,  or  ao,  and  they  did  lodge  here  a  night  or  two, 
luit  they  are  gone  to — " 

"  Yes,  ma'am  —  gone  where  1 " 

"  Lunnon. " 

"  Beolly,  —  very  likely.     By  the  train  or  on  foot! " 

"  On  foot,  I  B'poee." 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am.  If  you  should  see  them  again, 
or  hear  where  they  are,  oblige  me  by  conveying  this  caid 
to  Hr.  Waife.  My  employer,  ma'am,  Mr.  Grotobed, 
Craven  Street,  Strand, — eminent  solicitor.  He  has 
something  of  importance  to  communicate  to  Mr.  Waife." 

"  Yes,  sir,  — a  lawyer;  I  undeiatand."  And  as  of  all 
iat4ike  aninnnln  in  the  world  Mrs.  Saunders  had  the 
ignorance  to  deem  a  lawyer  was  the  most  emphatically 
devouring,  she  congratulated  herself  with  her  whole 
heart  on  ttie  white  hes  she  had  told  in  favor  of  the  in- 
tended victims. 

The  black-coated  gentleman  having  thus  obeyed  hia 
instmctionfi,  and  attained  hia  ohject,  nodded,  went  his 
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wxy,  aad  legsised  die  fly  which  he  had  left  at  the  tun- 
■tile.  "Back  to  the  inn,"  cried  he,  "quick,  —  I  muat 
be  in  time  for  the  three  o'clock  train  to  London. " 

And  thus  terminated  the  reeolt  of  the  great  harrieter'e 
fint  inatrocticiaa  to  hie  eminent  solicitor  to  diaEover  a 
lame  man  and  a  little  girl.  No  inquiry,  <hi  the  whole, 
oould  have  been  more  skilfully  Gosdnoted.  Hr.  Gotobed 
eenda  hie  head  clerk ;  the  head  clerk  emplt^  the  police- 
man of  the  village;  gets  upon  the  right  tract;  oonua  to 
the  right  house;  and  is  altogether  in  tiie  wrong,  '^in 
a  manner  highly  creditable  to  his  reeeandieB. 

"  In  Londm,  of  couree,  —  all  people  of  that  kind 
come  back  to  London, "  said  Mr.  Gotobed.  "  Qin  me 
the  heads  in  writing  that  I  m^  report  to  my  diatinr 
guished  client.  Moet  satia&ctory.  That  young  man 
wHl  push  his  way,  — btttinea»Jika  and  methodicaL" 
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CTTAPTBR  Vn. 

Ttw  elond  hai  iU  slrez  lining. 

Thus  taming  his  back  on  the  good  fortune  which  he  h&d 
BO  oazefully  cautioned  Mrs.  Saunden  against  favoring 
on  his  behalf,  the  vagrant  was  now  on  hie  way  to  the 
anoient  municipal  town  of  Oateaboro',  which,  being  the 
nearest '  place  of  fitting  opulence  and  population,  Mr. 
Waife  had  resolved  to  honor  wltii  tin  debut  of  Sic 
Isaac  OS  soon  as  he  had  appropriated  to  himself  the  ser- 
vices of  that  promising  quadraped.  He  had  oonsulted 
a  map  of  the  county  before  quitting  Mr.  Merle's  roof, 
and  ascertained  that  he  could  reach  Gatesboro'  by  a  short 
cut  for  foot-traveUers  along  fields  and  lanes.  He  was 
always  glad  to  avoid  the  high-road:  doubtless  for  Buch 
avoidance  he  had  good  reasons.  But  prudential  reasonB 
were  in  this  instance  supported  1^  vagrant  inclinations. 
High-roads  are  for  the  prosperous ;  by-paths  and  ill-luck 
go  together.  But  by-paths  have  tiieir  charm,  and  ill-luck 
its  pleaaaiit  moments. 

They  passed,  then,  from  the  high-road  into  a  long 
succession  of  green  pastures,  through  which  a  straight 
public  path  conducted  them  into  one  of  those  charming 
lanes  never  seen  out  of  Haa  boweiy  England,  —  a  lane 
deep  sunk  amidst  high  banks,  with  overhanging  oaks, 
and  quivering  ash,  gnarled  witch-elm,  vivid  holly,  and 
shaggy  brambles,  with  wild  convolvulus  and  creeping 
woodbine  forcing  sweet  life  through  alL  Sometimes  the 
banks  opened  abruptly,  leaving  patehes  of  greensward, 
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■nd  peepfl  tibzoagli  still  Bequeetared  gateB,  or  over 
moBft^rovn  pclea,  into  the  park  or  paddock  of  some 
nual  ttiane.  Xew  villaa  or  old  mAiior-houses  on  lawny 
oplands,  knitting,  as  it  were,  together,  England's  feudal 
memories  with  England's  freebom  hopes,  —  the  old 
land  with  its  joung  people;  for  England  ia  so  old,  and 
the  English  are  so  young  I  And  the  gray  cripple  and 
the  iKight-haiied  child  often  paused,  and  gazed  upon  the 
demesnes  and  homes  of  owneis  whose  lots  were  cast  in 
such  pleasant  places.  Bat  there  was  no  grudging  eoTj 
in  theii  gaze ;  perhaps  because  their  life  was  too  remote 
from  those  grand  belongings;  and,  therefore,  they  could 
enjoy  and  possess  eveiy  banquet  of  the  eye.  For  at  least 
tike  beauty  of  what  we  see  U  ouia  for  Hm  moment,  on 
the  simple  condition  that  we  do  not  coret  the  thing 
iriiich  gives  to  oar  ejres  ^t  beauty.  As  the  meaaure- 
lese  slcy  and  the  unnumbered  ston  an  equally  granted 
to  king  and  to  beggar,  —  and  in  our  wildest  ambition 
we  do  not  tagh  for  a  monopoly  of  the  empyrean,  oi  the 
fe»«imple  of  the  planets, —  so  the  earth  too,  with  all  its 
fenced  gardens  and  embattled  walls,  all  its  landmarka  of 
stem  proper^  and  churlish  ownership,  u  ours  too  by 
tight  of  eye.  Ours  to  gaze  on  the  bir  possessions  witti 
such  delist  as  the  gaze  can  give ;  grudging  to  the  un- 
seen owner  his  otjier  and  it  may  be  more  troubled  rights 
as  little  as  we  gnidge  an  astral  proprietor  his  acres  of 
light  in  Capricorn.  Bonignant  is  the  law  that  saith, 
**  Thou  ehalt  not  ooTet," 

When  the  son  wae  at  ttke  highest,  our  wayfaieia  found 
a  shadowy  nook  for  their  rest  and  repast.  Before  them 
ran  a  shallow  limpid  trout-stream;  on  tiie  other  aide  its 
margin,  low  giaet^  meadows,  a  farmhouse  at  the  distanoe, 
backed  by  a  still  grove,  from  which  rose  a  still  chuich- 
towsT  and  its  still  spin.     Behind  ttiem  a  doee^havec 
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elopiDg  kim  termiiutted  the  liedgerow  of  tjie  lane ;  Been 
clearly  above  it,  with  pattenes  of  flowers  on  tiie  Bwaid, 
—  drooping  lilacs  and  labomumB  farther  bock,  and  a  per- 
vading fragrance  from  the  brief-lived  and  rich  sjringas. 
The  cripple  bad  climbed  over  a  wooden  rail  that  sepantod 
the  lane  from  the  rill,  and  seated  himself  nndei  the  shade 
of  a  &ntastic  hollow  thom-tree.  80(^7,  leclined  beaide 
him,  was  gathering  some  pale,  eeentleas  violets  from  a 
mound  which  the  bramUea  had  guarded  from  tlie  son. 
The  dog  had  descended  to  the  waters  to  qumcb  his 
thirst,  but  still  stood  knee-deep  in  the  shallow  stream, 
and  appeared  lost  in  philosophical  contempktiou  of  a 
awann  of  minnows  which  his  immersion  had  disturbed, 
but  which  now  made .  itself  again  visible  on  the  further 
side  of  the  glaaay  brook,  undulating  round  and  round 
a  tiaj  rocklet  which  interrupted  the  glide  of  Uie  waves, 
and  caused  them  to  l»eak  into  a  low  melodious  murmur. 
"  For  these  and  all  thy  meicies,  0  Lord,  make  us  thank- 
ful, "  said  the  victim  of  ill-luck,  in  the  trit«8t  woids  of 
a  pious  custom.  But  never,  perhaps,  at  aldermanic 
feasts  was  the  grace  more  sincerely  said. 

And  then  he  nntied  the  bundle,  which  the  dog,  who 
had  hitherto  carried  it  by  tlie  way,  had  now  carefully 
deposited  at  his  side.  "  As  I  live, "  Maculated  Waife, 
"Mrs.  Saunders  is  a  woman  in  t«n  thousand.  See, 
Sophy,  not  contented  with  the  loead  and  cheese  to  which 
I  bade  her  stint  her  beneficenoe,  a  whole  chicken,  —  a 
little  cake  too  for  you,  Sophy;  she  has  not  even  forgotten 
the  salt,  Sophy,  that  woman  deserves  the  handsomest 
token  of  our  gratitude ;  and  we  will  present  her  with  a 
silver  teapot  tha  first  moment  we  can  afford  it." 

His  spirits  exhilarated  by  the  unexpected  good  cheer, 
the  Comedian  gave  way  to  his  naturally  blithe  humor ; 
and  between  every  mouthful  he  rattled  or  rather  drolled 
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on,  nov  in&nt-libe,  now  s^o-like.  He  cast  out  the  nys 
of  Ma  liberal  humoT,  careless  wheie  they  fell,  —  on  tiie 
child,  oa  the  dog,  on  the  fishes  that  played  beneath  the 
wave,  on  the  ciicket  that  chirped  amidst  the  grass;  the 
woodpecker  tapped  the  tree,  and  the  cripple's  meny 
voice  answered  it  in  bird-like  mimicry.  To  this  riot  of 
genial  babble  there  iraa  a  listener,  of  whom  neitlier 
grandfather  nor  grandchild  was  aware.  Concealed  by 
thick  brushwood  a  few  paoes  farUier  on,  a  young  angler, 
who  might  be  five  or  six  and  twen^,  had  seated  himself, 
just  before  the  arrival  of  our  vagrant  to  those  banks  and 
waten,  for  the  purpose  of  changing  an  unsuccessful  fiy. 
At  the  sound  of  voices,  perhaps  suspecting  an  unlicensed 
rival,  —  for  Uiat  part  of  the  stream  was  presarred,  —  ho 
had  suspended  his  task,  and  noiselessly  put  aside  the 
clustering  leaves  to  reconnoitre.  The  piety  of  Waife's 
simple  grace  seemed  to  surprise  him  pleasingly,  for  a 
sweet  approving  smile  crossed  his  lips.  He  continued 
to  look  and  to  listen.  He  forgot  the  fly,  and  a  bnat 
sailed  him  by  unheeded.  But  Sir  Isaac,  having  probably 
satisfied  his  speculative  mind  as  to  tJie  natural  attributea 
of  minnows,  now  slowly  reascended  the  bank,  and  after 
a  brief  halt  and  a  sniff,  walked  majestically  towards  the 
hidden  observer,  looked  at  him  wit^  great  solemnity, 
and  uttered  an  inqnisitive  bark,  —  a  bark  not  hostile, 
not  menacing;  purely  and  dryly  interrogative.  Thus 
detected,  the  angler  rose;  and  Waife,  whose  attention 
was  attracted  that  way  by  the  hark,  saw  him,  called  to 
Sir  Isaac,  and  said  politely,  "  There  is  no  harm  in  my 
Aag,  nr." 

The  young  man  muttered  some  inaudible  reply,  and  lift- 
ing up  his  rod,  as  in  sign  of  his  occupation  or  ezcose 
for  his  vicinity,  put  aside  the  intervening  foliage,  and 
stepped  quietly  to  Waife's  side.      Sir  Isaac  followed 
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bim,  anified  again,  seemed  satisfied,  and  seating  him- 
self on  bis  haunches,  fixed  his  attention  npon  the  le- 
maine  of  Uie  chicken  which  lay  defenceless  on  the  grass. 
The  new-comer  was  evidently  of  the  tank  of  gentleman : 
his  figure  was  slim  and  graceful;  his  face  pale,  medit»- 
tire,  refined.  He  would  have  impressed  you  at  onoe 
with  the  idea  of  what  he  really  was,  —  an  Oxford 
scholar;  and  you  would,  perhaps,  have  guessed  him 
designed  for  the  mioistiy  of  the  Church,  if  not  actually 
in  orders. 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

Hr.  Wiit«  exdtM  admiratiaii,  utd  benignly  pitlea  the  inflnnitj  id 


"Tou    a 

sftei  a  violent  exertion  to  express  him«Alf^  cuued  hy 

an  impediment  in  his  speech. 

Waifb.  — "  Yes,  sir,  tntvellen.  I  troet  we  ue  not 
tiespuiing :  this  ia  not  private  ground,  I  think  t " 

OxoNiAjr.  —  "  And  il — f — f — f  it  were,  n^  t—i — &• 
ther  would  not  war — n — ^n  yon  off — ff— f." 

"  It  is  your  father's  gronnd,  thenl  Sir,  I  beg  ytm  a 
thousand  pardons." 

The  apology  was  made  in  the  Comedian's  grandest 
style,  —  it  imposed  greatly  on  tJie  young  scholar.  Waife 
might  have  been  a  duke  in  disguise;  but  I  will  do  the 
angler  the  justice  to  say  that  such  discoveiy  of  lank 
would  h&va  impressed  him  little  more  in  the  vagrant's 
favor.  It  had  been  that  impromptu  "  grace  "  —  that 
thaaksgiving  which  the  aoholar  felt  was  for  something 
more  than  the  carnal  food  —  which  had  first  commaDded 
his  tfispect  and  wakened  his  interest.  Then  that  inno- 
cent, caraless  talk,  —  part  uttered  to  dog  and  child ;  part 
soliloquized ;  part  thrown  oat  to  the  mib  of  the  lively, 
teeming  Nature,  bad  touched  a  somewhat  kindred  chord 
in  the  angler's  soul;  for  he  was  somewhat  of  a  poet  and 
mnch  of  a  soliloquist,  and  could  confer  witJi  Xature,  nor 
feel  that  impediment  in  speech  which  obstructed  his  in- 
teroouTse  with  men.  Having  thus  far  indicated  timt  oral 
defect  in  our  new  acquaintance,  the  reader  will  cttam- 
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folly  excuse  me  for  not  enforcing  it  overmuch.  Let  it 
be  among  the  things  aubaudita,  u  the  sense  of  it  gsre 
to  &  gifted  and  aspirii^  nature,  thwarted  in  the  sublime 
career  of  preacher,  on  exquiute^  monniful  pain.  And 
I  no  mote  lilce  to  raise  a  laogh  at  his  infirmi^  behind 
his  back,  than  I  should  before  his  pale,  powerful,  mel- 
ancholy face,  — therefore  I  suppteas  the  infirmity,  in 
givii^  the  reply. 

OzoMiAN.  — "  On  the  oUier  side  the  lane,  wheie  tlie 
garden  slopes  downwaid,  is  my  father's  house.  This 
gi^iund  is  his  property  certainly,  but  he  puts  it  to  its  best 
u^,  in  lending  it  to  those  who  so  piously  acknowledge 
that  Father  from  whom  all  good  cornea.  Yoor  child,  I 
presume,  sirl " 

"  My  grandchild.'* 

"  She  seems  delicate ;  I  hope  yon  have  not  far  to  go  t  " 

"  Not  very  far,  thank  you,  sir.  But  my  little  girl  looks 
mon  delicate  than  she  is.     You  are  not  tired,  darling  I  " 

"  Oh,  not  at  all  1  "  There  was  no  mistaking  the  looks 
of  real  love  interchanged  between  the  old  man  and  the 
child;  the  scholar  felt  much  interested  and  somewhat 
puzsled.  "Who  and  what  could  tliey  be)  so  unlike 
foot  wayfaieial "  On  the  other  hand,  too,  Waife  took 
a  liking  to  t^e  cenrteous  young  man,  and  conceived  a 
sincere  pity  for  his  physical  afHiction.  Bnt  ho  did  not 
for  those  reasons  depart  from  the  discreet  caution  he  had 
prescribed  to  himself  in  seeking  new  fortunes  and  shnn' 
ning  old  perils;  so  he  turned  the  sul^ect. 

"  You  are  an  angler,  sir  I  I  suppose  the  trout  in  this 
stream  run  small } " 

"Kot  very,  — a  little  higher  up  I  have  caught  them 
al  four  pounds  weight." 

Waifb. — "There  goes  a  fine  fish  yonder,  —  seel 
balancing  himself  between  tLi^ae  weeds." 
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OxoiTLur.  —  "Foot  fellow,  let  him  be  safe  to-dsy. 
Aft«i  all,  it  ia  a  cruel  sport,  and  I  ahould  bieak  myself 
of  it.  But  it  is  abrauge  that,  whatever  oui  love  for  Na- 
ture, we  alwaya  aeek  some  ezoase  for  traating  oaraelvBa 
alone  to  her.  A  gun,  a  rod,  a  aketob-book,  a  geologist'a 
hammer,  an  entomologist's  net,  —  a  something. " 

WA.ITB.  —  "  la  it  not  because  all  our  ideas  would  run 
wild  if  not  omceutnted  on  a  definite  purauitl  Fortune 
and  Kature  are  eanieet  females,  though  popular  beauties; 
and  they  do  not  look  upon,  ooquettiah  ttiflen  in  the  light 
of  genuine  wooers." 

The  Oxonian,  who,  in  venting  his  previous  remark, 
had  thought  it  likely  he  should  be  above  his  listoner'a 
compieheiiBion,  looked  surprised.  What  puTBuita,  too, 
had  this  one-eyed  philosopher  I 

"  You  have  a  definite  pursuit,  eirl  " 

"I  —  alas,  when  a  man  moraliaes,  it  is  a  sign  that  he 
has  known  error :  it  is  because  I  have  been  a  tnfler  that 
I  nil  against  triflers.  And  talking  of  that,  time  flies^ 
and  we  must  be  off  and  away." 

Sophy  re-tied  the  bundle.  Sir  Isaac,  on  whom 
meanwhile  she  had  bestowed  the  remains  of  the  chicken, 
jumped  up  and  described  a  circle. 

"  I  wiah  you  success  in  your  parauit,  whatever  it  be," 
stuttered  oat  the  angler. 

"And  I  no  leas  heartily,  sir,  wish  you  sncceea  in 
yours. " 

"  Mine  I     Success  there  is  beyond  my  power. " 

"  How,  sb  I    Does  it  rest  eo  much  with  others  t  " 

"  ^o,  my  failure  is  in  myself.  My  career  should  be 
the  Church;  my  pursuit  the  cure  of  souls ;  and  —  and — 
this  pitiful  infirmifyl  How  can  I  speak  the  Divine 
Woid,  I  — I  —  Bstuttererl" 

The  young  man  did  not  pause  for  an  answer,  bat 
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phicged  tiitougb  tlte  bnuhwood  that  beepread  tli«  heake 
of  the  rill,  aod  hie  burned  path  could  be  traced  hj  the 
TTOTe  of  the  foliage  throuf^  which  he  forced  hie  way. 

"We  all  have  our  biud^u^"  said  Gentleman  Waife, 
aa  Sir  Isaac  took  up  the  bundle,  and  stalked  oo,  placid 
and  lefreehed. 
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CHAPTER  IX 

The  Nomad,  wtering  Into  drStiod  life,  kdopti  iti  aiti,  ihsTM  hli 
poodle,  and  pun  on  a  black  coat.  Hints  at  the  piooe*  hj  which 
a  Caito9  ecuUi  himMlf  into  a  Tak»4n. 

At  twilight  tliey  stopped  at  a  quiet  inn  witlun  eight 
miks  of  GatMboro'.  Sophy,  much  tiied,  wu  glad  to 
creep  to  bed.  Waife  sat  up  long  after  her;  aed,  in 
pieparation  for  tlie  eveutf ul  morrow,  washed  and  shaved 
Sir  leaae.  You  would  not  have  known  the  dog  again; 
he  wae  dazzling.  Xot  tJlyaaes,  r^uvenated  by  Pallas 
Atiieni,  could  have  been  more  changed  for  the  better. 
His  flanks  revealed  a  skin  most  daintily  mottled  ^  his 
tail  became  leonine,  with  an  imperial  tuft ;  his  mane  fell 
in  long  coils  like  the  beard  of  a  Xinevite  king;  his  boota 
were  thoee  of  a  courtiei  in  the  reign  of  Cbailes  II. ;  his 
eyes  looked  forth  in  dark  splendor  from  locks  white  aa 
the  driven  snow.  This  feat  performed,  Waife  slept  the 
peaoe  of  the  righteous,  and  Sir  Isaac,  stretched  on  the 
floor  beside  the  bed,  licked  his  mottled  flanks  and  shiv- 
ered, "H  faut  soufMr  pour  fitre  beau."  Much  mar- 
velling, Sophy  the  next  morning  beheld  the  dog;  bat 
before  she  was  up,  Waife  had  paid  the  bill  and  was 
waiting  for  her  on  the  road,  impatient  to  start.  He  did 
not  heed  her  exclamations,  half-compassionate,  half-ad' 
miring;  he  wae  absorbed  in  thought.  Thus  they  pro- 
ceeded slowly  on  till  within  two  miles  of  the  town,  and 
then  Waife  turned  aside,  entered  a  wood,  and  there, 
with  the  aid  of  Sophy,  put  the  dog  upon  a  deliberate 
rehearsal  of  the  anticipated  drama.     The  dc^  was  not  ia 
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good  spirits,  bnt  be  wrait  thiongh  his  part  with  toecbii^ 
cal  accuracy,  thoijgh  alight  enthuaiasm. 

"  He  ia  to  be  relied  upon,  in  spite  of  his  Frenoli  origin, " 
said  Waife.  "  All  national  pr^ndice  bdes  before  tbe 
sense  of  a  common  interest;  and  we  shall  always  find 
more  genuine  solidity  of  character  in  a  French  poodle 
than  in  an  Eugtiah  maatil^  whenerer  a  poodle  is  of  nae 
to  us,  and  the  mastiff  ia  not  But  oh,  waste  of  can]  oh, 
Bacriiice  of  time  to  emp^  names  I  oh,  emblem  of  faahi<m- 
able  education  1  It  never  struck  me  before,  ■ —  does  it 
not,  child  though  thoa  art,  strike  thee  now  I  — by  the 
necessities  of  our  drama,  this  animal  must  be  a  French 
dog." 

"Well,  grandfather!" 

"  And  we  have  given  him  an  English  namel  Predous 
result  of  our  own  echolastio  training;  taught  at  prepa- 
ratory academies  precisely  that  which  avails  us  naught 
when  we  are  to  face  the  worid!  What  is  to  be  dooet 
TTnleam  him  his  own  cognomen,  — teach  him  another 
name;  too  late,  too  late.     We  cannot  afford  the  delay." 

"  I  don't  Bee  why  he  should  be  called  any  name  at  alL 
He  observea  your  signs  just  as  well  without." 

"  If  I  had  but  discovered  that  at  the  beginning.  Pity  t 
Such  a  fine  name,  too.  Sir  Isaac  I  VatUtatvaftttiatwn/ 
What  desire  chiefiy  kindles  the  ambitious  I  To  create  a 
name ;  perhaps  bequeath  a  title,  —  exalt  into  Sir  Isaacs 
a  progeny  of  Mops  I  And  after  all,  it  is  poaible  (let 
us  hope  it  in  this  instance)  that  a  sensible  young  dog 
may  lesm  his  letters  and  shoulder  his  musket  just  as 
well,  though  all  the  appellations  hy  which  bumoiiity 
knows  him  be  condensed  into  a  pitiful  monoeyOable. 
XeverthelesB  (as  you  will  find  whan  you  ate  older), 
people  are  obl^^  in  practice  to  renounce  for  themselvea 
the  application  of  thoee  rules  which  they  philoeophlcaUy 
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prescribe  for  others.  Thus,  whils  I  grant  that  a  change 
of  name  for  th€it  dog  is  a  question  belonging  to  the  policy 
of  iis  and  biita,  commoDly  called  the  policy  of  erpediency, 
about  which  One  may  difiei  vith  otben  and  one's  own 
self  every  quarter  of  an  hoar,  a  change  of  name  for  me 
belongB  to  tbe  policy  of  mnet  and  shall,  —  namely,  the 
policy  of  necessity,  against  which  let  no  dog  bark ;  though 
I  bare  known  dogs  howl  at  it  I  William  Waife  is  no 
more ;  be  is  dead,  —  be  is  buried ;  and  eves  Juliet 
Aiaminta  is  the  baseless  fabric  of  a  vision." 

Bophy  raised  inquiringly  her  blue,  guileless  eyes. 

"  Yoa  see  before  you  a  man  who  has  used  up  tbe  name 
of  Waife,  and  who,  on  entering  the  town  of  Gatesboro', 
becomes  a  sober,  staid,  and  respectable  personage,  under 
the  appellation  of  Chapman,  You  are  Moss  Chapman. 
Rugge  and  his  exhibition  '  leave  not  a  wrack  behind, '  " 

Sophy  smiled,  and  then  sighed,  —  the  smile  for  her 
grandfather's  gay  spirits;  wherefore  the  sight  Was  it 
that  some  instinct  in  that  fresh,  loyal  nature  revolted 
from  tbe  thought  of  these  aliases,  which,  if  requisite 
for  safety,  were  still  akin  to  imposture  t  If  so,  poor 
child,  she  bad  macb  yet  to  set  right  with  her  con- 
science 1  All  I  can  say  is,  that  after  she  had  smiled  she 
sighed.  And  more  reasonably  might  a  reader  ask  his 
author  to  sabject  a  zephyr  to  the  microscope,  than  a 
female's  sigh  to  analysie. 

"Take  the  dog  with  you,  my  dear,  back  into  the 
lane;  I  will  join  you  in  a  few  minutes.  You  are  neatly 
dressed,  and  if  not,  would  look  so.  I,  in  this  old  coat, 
have  tbe  air  of  a  pedler ;  so  I  will  chai^  it,  and  enter 
Hbe  town  of  Oatesboro'  in  the  character  of — a  man 
whom  you  will  soon  see  before  you.  L^ve  those  things 
akme,  d»-baad2ed  Sir  Isaac!    Follow  your  mistress,  — 
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Sc^hy  left  the  wood,  and  walked  oq  bIow^  towuda 
tike  town,  with  hei  hand  peneiyely  resting  <m  Sir  Isaac's 
head.  In  leas  than  ten  miuates  she  was  joined  by 
Waife,  attited  in  respectable  blacky  hie  faat  sod  shoes 
wall  brushed ;  a  new  green  shade  to  his  eye ;  and  with 
his  finest  air  of  pin  noble.  He  was  now  in  his  fiiTodta 
element.  Hk  was  Acrmo,  —  call  it  not  impostoro. 
Was  Lord  Chatham  an  impostor  when  he  dnped  hia 
flannels  into  the  folds  of  the  toga,  and  arrayed  the  curls 
of  his  wig  so  as  to  add  more  sablime  effect  to  tiie  ni^eaty 
of  his  brow  and  the  terrois  of  its  nod  t  And  certainly, 
oonsideriiig  that  Waife,  after  all,  was  but  &  professional 
vagabond,  considering  all  the  tnms  and  shifts  to  which 
he  has  been  put  for  bread  and  salt,  —  the  wonder  is^  not 
that  he  is  fuU  of  stage  tricks  and  small  deceptions,  but 
that  he  has  contrived  to  retain  at  heart  so  mach  rhilHinh 
simplidty.  Wben  a  man,  for  a  aeries  of  yean,  has  only 
had  his  wits  to  live  by,  I  say  not  tbat  he  is  necessarily 
a  Togne,  — he  may  be  a  good  fellow;  but  you  can  acutely 
expect  his  code  of  honor  to  be  precisely  the  same  as  Sir 
Philip  Sidney's.  Homer  expresses,  through  the  lips 
of  Achillea,  that  sublime  love  of  truth  which,  even  in 
those  remote  times,  was  the  becoming  characteristic  of  a 
gentleman  and  a  soldier.  Bat  then,  Achilles  is  well  oft 
during  his  whole  life,  wbicb,  though  distinguished,  is 
short.  On  the  other  hand,  Ulysses,  who  is  sorely  put 
to  it,  kept  out  of  his  property  in  Ithaca,  and,  in  diort, 
living  on  his  wits,  is  not  the  less  befriended  by  tlM 
immaculate  Pallas,  becanse  his  wisdom  savors  somewhat 
of  stage  trick  and  sharp  practice.  And  as  to  convenient 
aliasea  and  white  fibs,  where  would  have  been  the  use 
of  his  wits,  if  Ulyases  had  disdained  such  arte,  and  been 
magnanimously  munched  up  by  Polyphemus  t  Having 
thus  touched  on  the  epic  aide  of  Vb.  Waife'a  charactw 


.coy  Google 


ITEAT  WILL  HI  DO  WITH  IT  ?  235 

Kith  the  damency  due  to  homan  nBture,  but  wiOi  the 
caution  required  b^  the  interests  of  society,  permit  him 
to  resmne  a  "  duplex  conrae, "  raiictioned  1^  ancient 
precedent,  but  not  commended  to  modem  imitation. 

Just  a8  our  travelleTe  neared  the  town,  the  screech  of 
a  railway  whlfitle  resounded  towards  the  right,  —  a  long 
train  rushed  from  the  jawa  of  a  tunnel,  and  shot  into  the 
neighboring  etataon. 

"  How  lucky  I "  ezchtimed  Waife ;  "  make  haste,  my 
deart "  Was  he  going  to  take  the  tnint  Pshawl  he 
was  at  his  journey's  emd.  He  was  going  to  mix  with 
the  throng  that  would  soon  atieam  through  those  white 
gates  into  the  town ;  he  was  going  to  purloin  the  respect- 
able appearance  of  a  paaBenger  by  the  train.  And  eo 
well  did  he  act  the  part  of  a  bewildered  stranger  just 
Tomited  forth  into  rnifitTni'ljur  places  by  one  of  those 
panting  steam  monsters,  bo  artfully  amidst  the  busy 
competition  of  nudging  elbows,  overbearing  shoulders, 
and  the  impedimenta  of  carpet-bags,  portmanteaus, 
babies  in  arms,  and  ahin-aBsailing  trucks,  did  he  look 
round,  consequentially,  on  the  qui  vive,  taming  his 
one  eye,  now  on  Sophy,  now  on  Sir  Isaac,  and  grip- 
ing his  bundle  to  his  breast  as  if  he  suspected  all 
his  neighbors  to  be  thugs,  condottieri,  and  swell-mob^ 
that  in  an  instant  fly-men,  omnibus  driveis,  cads,  and 
porters  mariced  him  for  their  own.  "  Gatesboro'  Amis," 
"Spread  Eagle,"  "Royal  Hotel,"  "Saracen's  Head, — 
very  comfortable,  centre  of  High  Street,  opposite  the 
Town  Hall, "  —  were  shouted,  bawled,  whispered,  or 
whined  into  his  ear.  "la  tliere  an  honest  porter t' 
asked  the  Comedian,  piteously.  An  Irishman  presented 
himself.  "  And  is  it  meself  can  serre  yoor  honor  I "  — 
"  Take  this  bundle,  and  walk  on  before  me  to  the  High 
Street." — "Could  not  I  take  the  bundle,  giandfatimt 


.coy  Google 


236  WHAT  WILL  HE  DO  WITH  IT? 

The  man  will  charge  so  much, "  said  the  prudent  Sophy. 
"Hush!  you  indeedl  "  said  the  j>«re  noi^fi,  SB  if  address- 
ing an  exiled  AUesse  royale,  — "  you  take  a  bundle, 
Miss  —  Chapman !  " 

They  soon  gaiDod  the  High  Street.  Waife  exonuned 
the  fronts  of  the  various  inns  which  they  passed  by, 
with  an.  eye  accustomed  to  decipher  the  physiognomy 
of  hostelries.  "  The  Saracen's  Head  "  plessed  him, 
though  its  imposing  size  daimted  Sophy.  He  anested 
the  steps  of  tJie  porter,  "Follow  me  close,"  and  stepped 
across  the  open  threshold  into  the  bar.  The  landlady 
herself  was  there,  portly  and  imposing,  with  an  auburn 
toupet,  a  silk  gown,  a  cameo  brooch,  and  an  ampli 
bosom. 

"  You  have  a  private  sitting-room,  iba'am !  "  said  ths 
Comedian,  lifting  his  hat.  There  are  so  many  ways  ol 
lifting  a  hat,  —  for  instance,  the  way  for  which  Louis 
XIV.  was  BO  renowned.  But  the  Comedian's  way  on 
the  present  occasion  rather  resembled  that  of  the  late 

Duke  of  B ;  not  quite  royal,  but  aa  near  to  roy< 

alty  as  becomes  a  subject.  He  added,  re-covering  hia 
head,  "  And  on  the  first  fioor  I "  The  landlady  did  not 
courtesy,  but  she  bowed,  emei^ed  from  the  bar,  and  set 
foot  on  the  broad  stairs;  then,  looking  back  graciously, 
her  eyes  rested  on  Sir  Isaac,  who  had  stalked  fortii  in 
advance,  and  with  e^cpansive  nostrils  sniffed.  She  hesi- 
tated. "  Yoai  dog,  sir  I  shall  Boots  take  it  round  to  the 
stablest" 

"  The  stables,  ma'am,  —  the  stables,  my  dear, "  turn- 
ing to  Sophy,  with  a  sndle  more  ducal  than  the  previous 
bow ;  "  what  would  they  say  at  home  if  they  heard  that 
noble  Rpi"!")  was  consigned  to  —  stables !  Ma'am,  my 
dog  ia  my  companion,  and  as  much  accustomed  to  draw- 
izig-rooms  aa  I  am  myself,"     Still  the  landlady  paused. 
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The  dog  might  be  accustomed  to  dnwiog-rooiiu,  but  bei 
dTRwing-Toom  wm  not  acciutomod  to  dogs.  She  had  joat 
laid  down  a  oev  carpet.  And  ench  aie  the  strange  and 
emtio  affinitiee  in  natore,  —  racb  are  &a  incongruous 
c<Ricat«natioiu  in  tiie  croaHtitch  of  ideas,  that  tiiere  are 
aesociationB  between  dogs  and  caipeta  which,  if  wmagfiil 
to  the  ownen  of  dogs,  b^t  no  unreasonable  apioehen- 
siona  in  the  proprietora  of  carpets.  So  there  stood  the 
landlady,  and  there  atood  the  dog  I  and  there  they  might 
be  standing  to  this  day  had  not  the  Comedian  dissolTsd 
the  ipelL  "  Take  np  my  efitete  again, "  said  he,  taming 
to  the  porter;  "  doubtless  tiiey  are  more  habituated  to 
distinguish  between  dog  and  dog  at  the  Royal  HotoL" 

The  landlady  was  mollified  in  a  moment.  Kor  waa 
it  only  the  rivalriea  that  neceaeari^  existed  between  the 
Saracen's  Head  and  tlia  Royal  Hotol  that  had  due  weight 
wifJi  her.  A  gentleman  who  could  not  himself  deign 
to  cany  even  tiiat  small  bundle,  most  be  indeed  a  gen- 
tleman! Had  he  ootna  with  a  portmanteao,  even  with 
a  carpet-bag,  —  the  porter's  serrice  would  hare  been  no 
evidence  of  rank;  bat  accustomed  as  she  was  chiefly  to 
gentlemen  engaged  in  commercial  pnrsnita,  it  was  new 
to  her  experience,  —  a  gentleman  witli  efiecta  bo  lights 
and  hands  so  aristocratJcaUy  halpleaa.  Herein  were 
equally  betokened  the  two  atlributea  of  Inrtii  and  wealth, 
— namely,  the  halnt  of  command,  and  the  disdain  of 
shillingB.  A  vagoe  lemembianoe  of  the  weU-iinown 
story  bow  a  man  and  his  dog  had  orrlTed  at  the  Granby 
Hotel,  at  Ktrrogata,  and  been  sent  away  roomlese  to 
the  other  and  leas  patrician  estabUshmant  because,  while 
he  had  a  dog,  he  had  not  a  servant;  when,  five  minutee 
after  euch  diBiniwwl,  came  carriages  and  lackeye,  and  sn 

imperious  valet,  asking  for  his  grace  the  Duke  of  A , 

who  had  walked  on  before  with  hia  do^  and  who,  Q 
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everUsluig  thought  of  remorse  I  had  been  sent  avay  to 
bring  the  ot^er  establiBbment  into  fashion;  —  a  vagoB 
remiiuBCflnce  of  that  story,  I  aay,  flashed  apon  the  land- 
lady's miiid,  and  she  exclaimed,  "  I  only  thought,  air, 
you  might  prefer  the  ataUaa;  of  course,  it  is  as  you 
please,  —  this  way,  sir.  He  is  a  fine  animal,  indeed, 
and  seems  mild." 

"  You  may  bring  up  the  bundle, .  porter, "  qnotii  the 
pire  noile.  "Take  my  ann,  my  dear;  these  steps  are 
Teiy  steep." 

The  landlady  threw  open  the  door  of  a  handsomie 
sitting-Kxnn,  — her  best:  she  pulled  down  the  bliads 
to  shut  out  the  glare  of  the  sun;  then,  retreating  to  the 
threshdd,   awaited  further  orders. 

"Best  yourself,  my  dear,"  said  the  actor,  pladng 
Sophy  on  a  conch  with  that  tender  respect  for  sex  and 
childhood  which  so  especially  belongs  to  the  hig^bted. 
"  The  room  will  do,  ma'am.  I  will  let  yon  know  later 
whether  we  shall  require  beds.  Aa  to  dinner,  I  am  not 
particular,  —a  cutlet,  a  chicken,  what  you  please,  — at 
seven  o'clock.  Stay,  I  beg  your  pardon  for  detaining 
yon ;  but  where  does  the  Mayor  live  I " 

"  His  private  teddenca  is  a  mile  out  of  the  town ;  bst 
hie  conntiii^houae  is  just  above  the  Towu-Hall,  —  to  tha 
right,  mrl  " 

"Name?" 

"Mr.  Hartoppl" 

"Hartopp!  Ahl  to  besnrel  Hartopp.  Els  politi- 
oal  opinions,  I  think,  are "  (ventures  at  a  gaess)  "  «n- 


I1ANDLI.DT.  —  "  VeiT'  much  so,  air,  Ur.  Hartopp  is 
highly  reqwcted." 

Waifb.  ^"The  chief  municipal  officer  of  a  town  so 
thriving  —  fine  BlK)pe  and  much  plate  glass — must  march 
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with  the  times.  I  think  I  have  heard  Ihat  Vb.  Har- 
topp  promotee  the  apread  of  mtelligence  and  the  propa- 
gation ctf  knowledge. " 

I1AHD1.ADY  (lather  puzzled). — "Idameay,  idr.  Th« 
Major  takes  great  interest  in  the  Oatesboro'  AthMueom 
and  Litcpary  Inatitnte. " 

Waifb.  — "  Exactly  what  I  ahoold  have  prBBomed 
from  his  chAroctei  and  etation.  I  will  detain  you  no 
longer,  ma'am."  (Dncal  bow.)  The  landlady  descended 
the  stain.  Was  her  guest  a  candidate  for  the  repreeen- 
tatlon  of  the  town  at  the  next  election  T  March  with 
the  times  I  —  spread  of  intelligence  I  All  candidates  she 
ever  knew  had  that  way  of  expressing  themselves,  — 
"  March  "  and  "  Spread. "  Not  an  address  had  parlia- 
mentary aspiiact  put  forth  to  the  freemen  and  electors 
of  Gatesboro',  but  what "  March  "  had  been  introduced 
hy  the  candidate,  and  "  Spread "  been  suggested  by  the 
committee.  Still,  she  thought  that  her  guest,  upon  the 
whole,  looked  and  bowed  more  like  a  member  of  the 
Upper  House.  Perhaps  one  of  the  amiable  though 
occasionally  prosy  peers  who  devote  Uie  teeth  of  wisdom 
to  the  cracking  of  those  very  hard  nuts-:- "How  to 
educate  the  masses,"  "  What  to  do  with  our  criminals," 
and  such-like  problems,  upon  which  already  bavo  been 
broken  so  many  jawbones  tough  as  that  with  which 
Bamson  slew  the  Philistines. 

"  Oh,  grandfather, "  sighed  Sophy,  "  what  are  you 
aboutt  We  shall  be  ruined,  —  you,  too,  who  are  so 
careful  not  to  get  into  debt.  And  what  have  we  left 
to  pay  the  people  here  t " 

"Sir  Isaac  1  and  thisI"  retained  the  Comedian, 
touching  his  forehead.  "Do  not  alarm  yourself;  stay 
here  and  repose,  —  and  don't  let  Sir  Isaac  oat  of  t^ 
room  on  any  account!  " 
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He  took  off  bis  hat;  bniehed  tjte  nap  cuefolly  with 
his  bImtb  ;  replaced  it  on  hie  bead,  —  not  jauntily  aside, 
not  like  a  jeune  premier,  but  witb  equilateral  brims, 
and  in  compoeed  &sliiou,  like  a  pire  noble,  —  then,  mak- 
ing a  dgn  to  Sii  Isaac  to  rest  quiet,  he  poesed  to  the 
door;  there  he  baited,  and  turning  towaida  Sophy,  and 
meeting  ber  wistful  eyes,  bis  own  eye  moistened.  "  Ah ! " 
he  muimuied,  "  Heaven  giant  I  may  succeed  now,  for  if 
I  do,  then  yon  shall  indeed  be  a  little  ladyl " 

He  was  gone. 
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Bhowtng  with  wfaat  nicMai  Oeudenuui  Waife  aanniM  the  pleasing 
put  of  Fiimul  to  the  Enllghteuineiit  of  Che  Age  and  the  Pro- 
gieM  of  the  Feo|de. 

Oh  tiis  landlng-pUce  Waife  enooontered  the  Irisli  por- 
ter, vho,  luving  left  the  bundle  in  the  dnwing-rooiD, 
was  waiting  patiently  to  be  paid  for  his  trouble. 

The  ComediAa  Burreyed  the  good-humond,  shrevd 
face,  on  eveiy  line  of  vhioh  was  writ  tiia  golden  maxim, 
"Take  things  aqr."    "I  beg  7001  pardon,  my  friend; 
I  had  almoet  fo^tten  you.     Hare  you  been  long  in 
thia  town!" 
"  Four  yean,  —  and  loi^  life  to  your  h<Htorl " 
"  Do  yon  know  Mr.  Haitopp,  the  Mayor ) " 
"la  it  hie  woiahip  the  ibyort    Stub  and  it  is  the 
Uayoi  aa  has  made  a  num  o'  Mike  Gallaghan. " 

The  Comedian  erinced  urbane  curiosity  to  lesm  the 
history  of  that  piocesa,  and  diew  forth  a  grateful  tale. 
Four  summers  ago  Mike  had  resigned  t^e  "  first  gem 
of  the  aea  "  in  order  to  assist  in  mulritig  hay  for  a  Saxon 
teakmaster.  Mr.  Hartopp,  who  farmed  largely,  had 
employed  him  in  that  rural  occupation.  Seized  ^xy  a 
malignant  fever,  Mr.  Hartopp  had  helped  him  through 
it,  and  natnially  conceived  a  liking  for  the  man  he 
helped.  Thns,  as  Mike  became  convalescent,  instead 
of  paning  llie  poor  man  back  to  his  own  countiy,  which 
at  that  time  gave  little  employment  to  the  surplus  of  it* 
agrarian  population  beyond  an  ocoasional  shot  at  a  par- 
acm, — an  employment,  though  animated,  not  luciative,— 
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be  exerciaed  Mike's  returning  atrength  upon  a  few  light 
jobe  in  hia  warehouaej  and  finally,  Mike  mairying  im- 
prodently  the  daughter  of  a  Qatesboro'  operative,  Mt. 
Hartopp  set  him  up  in  life  as  a  profeBsionol  meaBenger 
and  porter,  patronized  hj  the  Corporation.  The  narra- 
tive made  it  evident  that  Mr.  Hartopp  was  a  kind  and 
worthy  man,  and  the  Comedian's  heart  warmed  towaida 
him. 

"  An  honor  to  our  species,  this  Mr.  HortoppI "  said 
Waife,  striking  hie  staff  upon  the  floor;  "  I  oovet  his 
acqaaintanoe.  Would  he  see  you  if  you  called  at  hia 
counting-boaae  t " 

Mike  replied  in  tiie  afflrmatiTe  wiih  eager  pride, 
"  Mr.  Hartopp  would  see  him  at  once.  Sure,  did  not 
the  Mayor  know  that  time  woe  money  t  Mr.  Hartopp 
was  not  a  man  to  keep  the  poor  waiting." 

"  Go  down  and  stay  outoide  the  hall  door;  you  ahall 
take  a  note  for  me  to  the  Mayor." 

Waife  then  passed  into  the  bar,  and  begged  the  favor 
of  a  sheet  of  note-paper.  The  landlady  seated  him  at 
her  own  deek,  and  thus  wrote  the  Comedian:  — 

Ur.  Chapman  pieeente  his  compliments  to  the  Uayor  of 
GateRboTo',  and  requests  the  honor  of  a  very  short  interview, 
Mr.  Chapman's  deep  interest  in  the  permanent  success  of  those 
literary  institutes  which  are  so  distinguished  a  feature  of  this 
enlightened  age,  and  Ur.  Mayor's  well-known  zeal  in  the  pro- 
motion of  those  invaluable  societies,  must  be  Mr.  Chapman's 
excuse  for  the  liberty  he  venturea  to  take  in  this  request  Mr. 
C  may  add  that  of  late  he  has  earnestly  directed  his  attentioti 
to  the  best  meana  of  extracting  new  usee  from  those  noble  bat 
undeveloped  institutions.  — Saracen's  Head,  etc. 

This  epistle^  duly  sealed  and  addressed,  Waife  deliv- 
ered to  the  care  of  Mike  Callaghan,  — and  simulta- 
neously he  astounded  that  functionary  with  no  less  a 
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gntnitr  than  half-afzoira.  Cnttiu^  abort  Ute  feiTent 
blessings  which  this  gsnenus  donation  nstunilj  colled 
forth,  the  Comedian  nid,  with  his  happiest  combination 
ol  suavity  and  loftiness,  "  And  should  the  Mayor  ask 
you  what  sort  of  peison  I  am, — for  I  have  not  the 
honor  to  be  known  to  him,  and  there  are  so  many 
adventuieis  about,  tiiat  he  might  reasonably  expect  me 
to  be  one,  —  perhape  yon  can  say  that  I  don't  look  like 
a  penon  he  need  be  afraid  to  admit.  You  know  a  gea- 
tlemaa  l^  sight!  Bring  back  an  answer  as  soon  as  may 
be;  perhaps  I  aha'n't  stay  long  in  the  town.  You  will 
find  me  in  &»  High  Street,  looking  at  the  shops. " 

The  porter  took  to  hia  lega,  —  impatient  to  vent  his 
overflowing  heart  upon  the  praises  of  Una  munificent 
stranger.  A  gentleman,  indeed,  —  Mike  should  think 
so.  If  Mike's  good  word  with  the  Mayor  was  worth 
money,  Gentleman  Waife  had  put  his  half-crown  out 
upon  famous  interest. 

The  Comedian  strolled  along  the  High  Street,  and 
stopped  before  a  stationer's  shop,  at  the  window  of 
which  was  displayed  a  bill,  entitled  — 

OUaSBOBo'  A.TBKSMTnt  AMD  LFRaABT  ItmiTUU 


LECTUHE  ON  OONCHOLOGT, 

Br  PaoraBeoB  Lo«a, 

Aathor  at  '  B«BMrches  into  the  Natonl  HIMor^  of  Limpeta." 

Waife  entered  the  shop,  and  lifted  hia  hat.  *  Permit 
me,  sir,  to  look  at  that  Wid-bilt. " 

"Certainly,  air;  but  the  leeture  is  over,  —  yon  oan 
■ee  by  the  date ;  it  oame  off  last  week.  We  allow  the 
biUa  of  previous  proeeedinga  at  our  Athenana  to  be 
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exposed  at  the  window  till  the  new  bills  am  pnpand, 
—  keepe  the  whole  thing  alive,  air." 

''Concholog7,''8aid  the  Comedian,*  ia  a  subject  which 
requiiea  deep  leaeaich,  and  on  which  a  teamed  man  may 
say  much  without  fear  of  contradiction.  But  how  far  ia 
Gateaboro'  from  the  British  Ocean  }  " 

"  I  don't  know  exactly,  eir,  — a  long  way." 

"Then,  aa  shells  aie  not  familiar  to  the  youthful 
remembrancea  of  your  fellow-townsmeu,  poHeibly  the 
lecturer  may  have  found  an  audience  rather  select  than 
uumerouB. " 

"  It  was  a  very  attentive  audience,  eir,  and  h^hly 
respectable, — Miss  Grieve's  young  ladiea  (the  genteel* 
est  semioaty  in  the  town)  attended." 

Waifb. — "Highly  creditable  to  the  young  ladies. 
But,  pardon  me,  is  your  Athennum  a  JtfecAanuit 
Institute ) " 

Shopman.  — "  It  waa  ao  called  at  first.  But,  some- 
how or  other,  the  mere  operatiTes  fell  off,  and  it  was 
thought  advisable  to  change  the  word  '  Mechanics '  into 
the  woid  '  Litoiary. '  Oateaboro'  ia  not  a  manu&ctur- 
ing  town,  and  the  mechanics  here  do  not  realise  the 
ezpectationa  of  that  taste  for  abstract  science  on  which 
the  originators  of  these  societies  founded  their — " 

Waitk  (insinuatingly  Intemipting).  — '  Their  cal- 
culations of  intellectual  prc^tresa  and  their  tables  of 
pecuniary  return.  Few  of  these  societies,  I  am  told, 
are  really  self-supporting, — I  suppose  Professor  Long 
isl — and  if  he  resides  in  Gatesboro',  sod  writes  on 
limpets,  he  is  probably  a  man  of  independent  fortune." 

Shopman.  — '  Why,  sir,  tiie  professor  was  engaged 
from  London,  —  five  guineas  and  his  travelling  ex- 
penses. The  funds  <rf  the  society  could  ill  afford 
auch  outlay;  bat  we  have  a  moat  worthy  Mayor,  who. 
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oniBted  hy  his  foieman,  Mr.  WilliaiuB,  our  treaaom, 
is,  I  jnaj  say,  the  lite  and  soul  of  the  institute." 

'  A  literarj  man  himself,  your  tbiyort " 

The  shopman  smiled.  *  Not  mtush  in  that  vay,  ni; 
but  anything  to  enlighten  the  working  claeses.  Tfaia  is 
Professor  Long's  great  work  npon  limpets,  2  vols,  post 
octsTO,  The  Uayor  has  jnst  presented  it  to  He  library 
of  the  Institute.  I  was  cutting  tha  leaves  when  you 
came  in." 

"  Tery  prudent  in  yon,  sir.  If  limpets  were  hat  able 
to  read  printed  character  in  tiie  English  tongue,  this 
work  would  have  more  interest  iot  tbem  than  the  ablest 
inTeeligations  upon  ib»  political  and  social  history  of 
man.  But,"  added  the  Comedian,  shaking  his  head 
mournfully,  "  the  human  speoiea  is  not  testaoeons,  — 
and  what  the  history  of  nun  might  be  to  a  limpet,  tiie 
history  of  limpets  is  to  a  man."  So  saying,  Mr.  Waife 
boi^ht  a  sheet  of  oardboatd  and  some  gilt  foil,  relifted 
his  liat,  and  walked  out. 

The  shopman  scratched  his  head  thoughtfully;  he 
glanced  from  his  window  at  the  fonn  of  the  receding 
stranger,  and  meohanioally  rasumed  the  task  of  ontting 
those  leares,  which,  had  the  Tolumes  reached  ttie 
shelres  of  the  library  uncut,  would  hare  so  remained 
to  the  crack  of  doom. 

Hike  Callaghan  now  came  in  eight,  striding  fast, 
"Hr.  Mayor  sends  hie  lore,  bother-o'-me,  —  hiaiespez; 
and  will  be  happy  to  see  your  honor." 

ht  three  minutes  more  the  Comedian  was  seated  in 
a  little  parlor  that  adjoined  Mr.  Hartopp's  counting- 
house,  —  Mr.  Hartopp  seated  also,  via-i-vit.  The 
Mayor  had  one  of '  &oae  countenances  upon  which 
good-nature  throws  a  sunshine  softer  than  Claude  ever 
shed  upon  eaavas.     Josiah  Haztopp  had  risen  in  liie 
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by  lit^e  other  ait  than  that  of  quiet  kindlineaa.  As  » 
boy  at  school,  he  hod  been  erer  ready  to  do  a  good 
turn  to  his  schoolfellows;  and  hia  eahooUellows  at  last 
formed  Uiemaelvea  into  a  kind  of  poUoe  for  the  pu^Kise 
of  ptotectiug  Jos.  Hartopp's  peooe  and  person  from  the 
fists  and  fingers  of  each  other.  He  was  eridently  bo 
anxious  to  please  his  master,  —  not  from  fear  of  the 
rod,  but  the  desire  to  spare  that  worthy  man  the  pain 
of  inflicting  it,  that  he  had  more  taronble  taken  with  his 
education  than  waa  bestowed  on  the  brightest  intellect 
that  school  ever  reared;  and  where  other  boys  were 
ibughly  flogged,  Jos.  Hactopp  was  soothingly  patted  oa 
tiie  head,  and  told  not  to  he  cast  down,  but  tiy  again. 
The  same  even-handed  justice  returned  the  sugared 
chalioe  to  hia  lips  in  his  apprenticeship  to  an  austere 
leather-seller,  who,  not  bearing  the  thought  to  lose 
dght  of  so  mild  a  face,  raised  him  into  partnership, 
and  ultimately  made  him  hia  son'in-law  and  residuaiy 
l^^atee.  Then  Mr.  Hartopp  yielded  to  Uie  advice  of 
friends  who  desired  his  exaltation,  and  from  a  leather- 
sellez  became  a  tanner.  Hides  thamselTei  softened 
their  asperi^  to  that  gentle  dealer,  and  melted  into 
golden  fleeces.  He  became  rich  enough  to  hire  a  farm 
for  health  and  recreation.  He  knew  little  of  hna- 
bandiy,  but  he  won  the  heart  of  a  bailiff  who  might 
have  reared  a  turnip  from  a  deal  table.  Gradually  the 
farm  became  his  fee-simple,  and  the  fsrmhoaae  ex- 
panded into  a  villa.  Wealth  and  honors  flowed  in 
from  a  brimmed  honi.  The  surliest  mim  in  Uie  town 
would  have  been  ashamed  of.  saying  a  rude  thing  to  Joa. 
Hartopp.  If  he  spoke  in  public,  though  he  hummed 
and  hawed  lamentably,  no  one  was  so  respectfully  lis- 
tened to.  As  for  the  parliamentary  represuktation  of 
the  town,  he  could  have  letumed  hims^  for  oat  SMt 
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■nd  Mik«  Callaghaa  foi  the  othor,  had  he  been  ao  dift- 
poeed.  But  h«  wu  too  full  of  the  milk  of  hnmani^  to 
Bdmit  into  his  Teius  a  drop  from  Uie  gsll  of  party.  He 
BufTeied  otbeis  to  legiil&te  for  his  sative  land,  and  (ex* 
cept  on  one  ooeaaion,  when  he  had  been  penuaded  to 
anat  in  canvMBing,  — not  indeed  th«  electota  of  Gates- 
boro',  bat  those  at  a  distant  town,  in  whioh  he  pos- 
sessed some  inflnanoe,  on  behslf  of  a  certain  eminent 
ontot)  Jos.  Harto|^  was  onljr  Tisible  in  pditias  when- 
ever  Patliamsnt  was  to  ba  petitioned  in  faroi  of  some 
hiunane  measure ,  or  aoainat  a  tax  that  would  have  hai- 
aaaed  the  poor. 

If  anything  went  wrong  with  him  in  his  buaineea, 
the  whole  town  combined  to  eet  it  right  for  him.  Was 
a  child  bom  to  bim,  Gatesboro'  rejoiced  as  a  nether. 
Did  measles  or  aoarlatina  afflict  hia  neighborhood,  tii« 
first  anxiety  of  Ciatesbcno'  was  for  Mr.  Hartopp's  nur- 
Bsry.  No  one  would  have  said  Mrs.  Hartopp's  nursery; 
snd  when  in  such  a  department  tim  man's  name  raper- 
■edoB  the  woman's,  can  more  be  said  in  proof  ot  th« 
tenderness  be  exciteet  In  abort,  Jos.  Hartopp  wss  a 
notable  instanoe  of  a  tnith  not  commonly  leoo^iiaed,  — 
namely ,  that  afiection  is  power,  and  that,  if  you  do  mak« 
it  thoroughly  and  unequivocally  dear  Uut  yon  love 
your  neighborsi  though  it  may  not  be  quite  so  well  as 
you  lore  youraelf ,  — still,  cordially  and  disinterestedly, 
yoD  will  find  your  nei^bors  mueh  better  fellows  than 
ICm.  Grundy  gives  them  credit  for,  —  bat  alwaya 
provided  that  your  talents  be  not  such  as  to  excito 
thnr  envy,  nor  yooi  opinianA  such  as  to  oSend  their 
^^ndioss. 

Mb.  Hastopp.  -»"  You  take  an  interest,  yon  say,  in 
literary  institutes,  and  have  studied  t^  subject! " 

Thk  CoKBDiAjf. — "Of  late,  those  iostitutaa  havs 
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ooonpied  my  tiioughfa  u  piesentiiig  tlie  nadieot  mMOia 
of  collecting  libentl  idooa  into  a  profitable  focus. " 

Mb.  HiiitTOPP. — 'Gerteinly  it  is  ft  great  Hung  to 
bring  clflMce  leather  in  friendlj  union." 
Thb  Gohsdiait.  — "  For  laudAble  objects," 
Hb.  Habtopf.  —"To cnltlTate their undeiBtftndingB." 
Thb  CoMBSiAir.  —  "  To  varm  their  hearte." 
He.  Habtofp.  — *  To  give  them  naefol  knowledge. " 
The  Cokbdian.  — "And  pleaanntble  aenaations." 
Mb.  Hab'^opp.  —•"  In  a  woid,  to  iBstruct  them." 
Thb  CoiEEDiAJT.  — '  And  to  amuse." 
"  £hl  "  said  the  Mayor,  —  "  amnsel  " 
Kow,  every  one  about  the  penon  of  tbia  amialde  man 
was  on  the  constant  gnaid  to  save  him  from  the  injori- 
ous  efibcte  of  bis  own  benevolence;  and  accordingly  his 
foreman,  hearing  that  he  was  closeted  with  a  stoanger, 
took  alarm,  and  entered  on  pretence  of  asking  instruc- 
tions about  an  oider  for  Mdea,  — in  realily,  to  glower 
upon  the  intruder,  and  keep  his  master's  hands  out  of 
imprudent  pockets. 

Mr.  Hartopp,  who,  though  not  brilliant,  did  not  want 
for  sense,  and  was  a  keener  obeervei  than  was  generally 
supposed,  divined  the  kindly  intentions  of  his  assistant. 
"  A  gentleman  interested  in  the  Qatesboro'  Atiiennum. 
My  foreman,  air,  —  Mt.  Williams,  the  treasuier  of  our 
Institute.  Take  a  chair,  Williams. " 
"  You  said  to  amuse,  Mr.  Chapman,  but  —  " 
"  You  did  not  find  Professor  Long  on  oonohology 
amusing  I " 

"  Why,"  said  the  Mayor,  smiling  blandly,  '  I  my- 
self am  not  a  man  of  ecienoe,  and  therefore  his  lecture, 
though  profound,  was  a  little  dry  to  me." 

"  Must  it  not  have  been  still  more  dry  to  your  work- 
men. Mi.  Mayor  I " 
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"They  did  not  attend,"  said  Williama.  ■Up-hill 
task  T0  have  to  eecnie  the  Qateaboro'  mech&nios, 
Then  aoTthing  really  solid  ia  to  ba  addreased  to  their 
nnderstandinga . " 

"Poor  things,  they  an  ao  tired  at  night,"  eaid  the 
Mayor,  compaasioiiately ;  'hat  tbsy  Tiah  to  improve 
themaelTea,  and  they  take  books  from  the  lilsaiy." 

"IfoTelB,"  quoth  the  stam  Williams, — "it  will  be 
long  before  they  take  ont  that  ralaable  'History  of 
Limpets. ' " 

*  If  a  lecture  was  as  amneing  as  a  novel,  would  not 
ttiey  attend  it  t "  asked  the  Comedian. 

'I  suppose  they  would,"  returned  Mr.  Williams. 
"  But  oar  object  is  to  instruct;  and  instruction,  sir —  " 

"  Coold  he  made  amnsing.  If,  for  instsnce,  the  leo- 
toiQF  oould  produce  a  live  ehell-fish,  and,  by  showing 
what  kindnesa  con  do  towards  developing  intellect  and 
affection  in  beings  without  soul,  — make  man  himaelf 
more  kind  to  his  fellow-maa  t " 

Mr.  Williams  laughed  grimly.  — "  Well,  airl  * 

"  This  ia  what  I  should  propose  to  do." 

"  WiUi  a  shell-fish!  "  cried  the  Mayor. 

"No,  air;  with  a  cieataie  of  nobler  attributea— A 
Dool" 

The  listeners  etarod  at  each  other  like  dumb  animals 
as  Waife  continued,  — 

"  By  winning  interest  far  the  individuality  of  a  gifted 
quadruped,  I  should  gradually  create  interest  in  the  nat- 
ural history  of  its  speciea.  I  should  lead  the  audience 
on  to  listen  to  comparisons  with  other  membere  of 
tiie  great  family  which  once  associated  with  Adam. 
I  should  lay  the  foundation  for  an  iDetractive  course 
of  natural  history,  and  from  vertehiated  mammiferes 
who  knows  but  we  might  gradually  arrive  at  the  ner- 
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TODS  Bystem  of  the  molluacmie  dividoa,  and  pioduM  » 
eeosation  b^  tlie  prodnotion  of  a  limpetl " 

"  Theoretical,"  said  Mr.  Williams. 

"  Practical,  sir;  siac«  I  take  it  for  granted  that  tha 
Athenteum,  at  present,  is  rather  a  tax  npon  the  richer 
aubecribers,  including  Mr.  Mayor." 

*  Hotliing    to   speak   of,"  said  Uie  mild   Hartopp. 

Williams  looked  towards  his  master  with  nnspeakable 
love,  and  groaned.     "Kothing  indeed,  —  oh  I" 

"These  societies  shonld  be  whoU;  self-supporting,'' 
Bald  the  Comedian, "  and  inflict  no  pecuniar;  loaa  upon 
Mr.  Mayor." 

"  Certainly,"  said  Williams, "  that  is  the  right  prin- 
oipls.     Mr.  Mayor  shoold  be  protected. " 

"  And  if  I  show  you  how  to  make  these  societies  aelf- 
eopporting  —  " 

"  We  should  be  rery  much  obliged  to  you." 

'  I  propose,  then,  to  give  an  exhibiticm  at  your 
rooms. " 

Mr.  WilliatOB  nudged  the  Mayor,  and  cou^ed,  the 
Comedian  not  appearing  to  remark  coogh  nor  nudge. 

"  Of  couiae  gTatuit«-isly.  I  am  not  a  professional 
lecturer,  gentlemen." 

Mr.  Williams  looked  charmed  to  hear  it. 

"  And  when  I  have  made  my  first  effort  eucoessful ,  as 
I  feel  sure  it  will  be,  I  will  leave  it  to  you,  gentlemen, 
to  continue  my  undertaking.  But  I  cannot  stay  long 
here.     If  the  day  after  to-morrow  —  " 

"  That  is  our  oidinaiy  $oiri«  night,"  said  the  Mayor. 
"But  you  said  a  dog,  sir,  —  dogs  not  admitted;  eh, 
Williams  I" 

Mb.  WiLLiAm.  — "A  mere  by-law,  which  the  auh 
committee  can  suspend  if  necessary.  But  would  not  the 
intioductioa  of  a  live  animal  be  less  dignified  than  — > " 
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"  A  dead  failure,"  put  in  tte  Comedun,  graTeljr. 
The  UajoT  would  have  Bmiled,  but  he  was  afraid  of 
doing  BO,  lest  it  might  hurt  the  feelings  of  Ht.  WiL- 
tiams ,  who  did  not  seem  to  take  the  joke. 

'  We  are  a  purely  intollectoaL  body,"  eaid  that  latt«r 
gentleman ;  "  and  a  dog  —  " 

"  A  learned  dog,  I  preaume ! "  obserred  (he  Major. 

Mk.  Willi&hs  (nodding).  — '  Might  form  a  danger- 
ous precedent  for  the  introduction  of  other  qiiadrupeda 
We  might  thus  descend  even  to  the  level  of  a  learned 
pig.     We  are  not  a  menagerie,  Mr.  —Mr,  —  " 

"  Chapman,"  said  the  Mayor,  urbtuely. 

"  Enough,"  said  the  Comedian,  rising,  with  hia  grand 
air:  *  if  I  considered  myself  at  liberty,  gentlemen,  to 
say  who  and  what  I  am,  you  would  bo  sure  that  1  am 
not  trifling  with  what  /  consider  a  very  grave  and  im- 
portant subject.  As  to  suggesting  anything  deri^tory 
to  the  dignity  of  science,  and  ^le  eminent  repato  of  the 
Gat«sboro'  Athensom,  it  would  be  idle  to  vindicate 
myself.     These  gray  hairs  ate  —  " 

He  did  not  conclude  that  sentence,  save  hy  a  slight 
wave  of  the  hand.  The  two  hurgeasBS  bowed  Teveren- 
tially,  and  the  Comedian  went  on,  — 

"  But  when  yon  speak  of  precedent,  Mr,  Williams, 
allow  me  to  refer  yon  to  precedente  in  point  Aristotle 
wrote  to  Alexander  the  Great  for  animals  to  exhibit  to 
tiie  Literary  Institate  of  Athene.  At  the  collies  in 
Egypt  lectures  were  delivered  on  a  dOg  called  Anubia, 
as  inferior,  I  boldly  assert,  to  that  dog  which  I  have 
referred  to,  as  an  Egyptian  College  to  a  British  Insti- 
tute. The  ancient  Etrurians,  as  is  shown  by  the  eni< 
dite  Schweighffiusai,  in  that  passage,  —  yoa  understand 
Qreek,  I  presume,  Mr.  Willi.ims  I  " 

Mr.  Williams  could  not  say  he  did. 
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The  GoxBDtuf. — "Then  I  will  not  quote  that 
pasas^  in  Schweighsuser  upon  the  Molossian  dogs  ia 
general,  and  the  dog  of  Alctbiadea  in  particular.  But 
it  proTea  beyond  a  doubt,  that,  in  every  ancient  literary 
institute,  learned  dogs  were  highly  estimated;  and  there 
was  evea  a  philosophical  Academy  called  the  Cynic,— 
that  is.  Doggish,  or  Dog-school,  of  which  Diogenes  was 
the  moat  eminent  professor.  He,  you  know,  went  about 
with  a  lantern  looking  for  an  honest  man,  and  could 
not  find  one!  Why  t  Because  the  Society  of  Dogs  had 
raised  his  standard  of  human  honesty  to  an  impractica- 
ble height.  But  I  weary  you;  otherwise  I  could  lecture 
on  in  this  way  for  the  hour  together,  if  you  think  the 
Gatesboto'  operatives  prefer  erudition  to  amusement." 

"  A  great  scholar,"  whispered  Mr.  Williams  (aloud)  i 
*and  I  've  nothing  to  say  against  your  precedents,  sir. 
I  Uiink  you  hare  made  out  that  part  of  the  case.  But, 
after  all,  a  learned  dog  is  not  so  very  uncommon  as  to 
be  in  itself  the  striking  attraction  which  you  appear  to 
suppose." 

"  It  is  not  the  mere  learning  of  my  dog  of  which  I 
boast,"  replied  the  Comedian.  "  Doga  may  be  learned, 
and  men  too;  but  it  is  the  way  that  learning  is  im- 
parted, whether  by  dog  or  man,  for  the  edification  of 
the  masses,  in  order,  as  Pope  expresses  himself,  '  To 
raise  the  genius  and  to  mend  the  heart,'  that  alone 
adoniB  the  poesessor,  exalts  the  species,  interests  the 
public,  and  commands  the  respect  of  such  judges  as  I 
see  before  me."     The  grand  how. 

"  Ahl "  said  Mr.  Williams,  hesitatingly,  "  sentiments 
that  do  honor  to  your  head  and  heart;  and  if  we  could, 
iu  the  first  instance,  just  see  the  dog  priTately." 

"  Nothing  easier! "  said  the  Comedian.  "  Will  you 
do  me  the  honor  to  meet  him  at  tea  this  evening ) " 
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"B&thsr  will  you  not  coqib  and  take  te>  at  my 
hooae  I "  said  tlie  Mayor,  witli  a  shy  glance  towaidi 
Ikfr.  Williams. 

The  Comedian.  —  '  Yon  are  very  kind ;  bat  my  time 
is  eo  occupied  that  I  hare  long  sine*  made  it  a  rule  to 
dedine  all  private  invitations  out  of  my  own  home.  At 
my  years,  Mr.  Mayor,  one  may  be  ezcosed  for  taking 
leave  of  society  and  its  forms;  but  you  are  compara- 
tively young  men.  I  presume  on  the  authority  of  these 
gray  hairs,  and  I  shall  expect  you  this  evening,  —  say 
at  nine  o'clock."  The  actor  waved  his  hand  gractoualy 
and  withdrew. 

"  A.  Bcfaolsr  AND  a  gentleman,"  said  Williams,  em< 
phatically.  And  the  Mayor,  thus  authorized  to  allow 
vent  to  his  kindly  heart,  added:  "  A  hamorist,  and  a 
pleasant  on&  Ferhi^  1m  is  right,  and  our  poor  opera- 
tivea  would  thank  ob  more  for  a  little  innoowit  amuae- 
ment  than  for  thoee  leotnree,  which  they  may  be  excused 
for  thinking  rather  dull,  since  even  you  fell  aaleep  when 
Professor  Long  got  into  the  maltilocular  shell  of  the 
very  first  class  of  cephalooa  molluaca;  and  it  is  my 
belief  that  harmless  laughter  has  a  moral  effect  upon  the 
working  class,  — only  don't  spread  it  about  that  I  said 
90 ;  for  we  knoir  excellent  persons  of  a  serious  turn  of 
mind  whose  opinions  that  sentiment  might  shock. " 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

HmoBiCALPsoBLBH:  "IsOoithiDaii  Waif«  k  iwindlor  or  «  naa 
of  genliu  ?  "  Amsweh  :  "  Ctiitainl)'  a  iwiDdlei,  if  be  dm't  mo- 

CMd."  Jnliiu  Cca&rowed  two  miUioiu  when  he  naked  tbe  ex- 
periment of  being  general  in  GaoL  If  Jolins  Cnaar  had  not 
lired  to  cross  the  Rubicon  and  pay  off  hii  debta,  what  wottld  bEs 
creditors  baTs  called  Julius  Cmsbt  * 

I  KBED  not  Bay  that  Hr.  Hartopp  (tod  his  fonman  catoe 
dulj  to  t«s,  but  th«  Comediaa  exhibited  Sir  Isaac's  tal< 
ento  very  sparingly, — just  snough  to  excite  admintion 
without  sating  curiosity.  Sophy,  whose  pretty  bee 
aad  well-bred  air  were  not  nnappreciated,  was  dismissed 
early  to  bed  Ifj  a  sign  from  her  gnodtather,  and  the 
Comedian  then  exerted  his  powers  to  entertain  hia  nsi< 
tors,  80  that  even  Sir  Isaac  was  soon  forgotten.  Hard 
task,  by  writing,  to  convey  a  fair  idea  of  this  sii^lar 
vagrant's  pleasant  vein.  It  was  not  so  much  what  he 
Bsid,  as  the  way  of  saying  it,  which  gave  to  hia  desul- 
tory talk  the  charm  of  humor.  He  had  certainly  aeen 
an  immense  deal  of  life  somehow  or  other;  and  without 
appearit^  at  the  time  to  profit  much  by  obserraticm; 
without  perhaps  being  himself  oonscioua  that  ha  did 
profit,  there  was  something  in  the  very  enfarUiUage  of 
hia  looseat  prattle,  by  which,  with  a  glance  of  the  one 
lustrous  eye,  and  a  twiat  of  the  mobile  lip,  he  could 
convey  the  impression  of  an  original  genius  playing 
with  this  round  world  of  ours:  tossing  it  np,  catching 
it  again,  —  easily  as  a  child  ptays  with  its  party-colored 
Nil.  His  mere  book-knowledge  was  not  much  to  boast 
of,  though  early  in  life  he  must  have  received  a  fair 
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adneation.  He  had  a  imattering  of  the  ancieat  ckMiM, 
snfficieut,  perhape,  to  "tartle  the  unleuned.  If  he  hod 
not  read  them,  he  had  read  about  them ;  and  at  various 
odds  Olid  ends  of  his  life  he  had  picked  up  acquaintance 
vith  the  popular  standard  modem  vritOTB.  But  Uteis- 
ttire  with  him  was  the  sinallest  stripe  in  the  party-oolored 
ball.  Still,  it  was  astonishing  how  fai  and  wide  the 
Comedian  could  spread  the  sands  of  lore  that  the  winds 
had  drifted  round  &e  door  of  his  pUyM  baa^  intellect 
Where,  for  instance,  could  be  eT«r  hare  studied  tka 
nature  and  prospects  of  Mechanics'  Institutes  t  and  yet 
how  well  he  seemed  to  undetstand  tbem.  Here,  per- 
haps, his  experience  in  one  kind  of  audience  helped  him 
to  the  key  to  all  miscellaneous  asaemldagee.  In  floe, 
the  man  was  an  actor;  and  if  he  had  tiiouf^t  fit  to  act 
Uta  part  of  Professor  Long  himself,  he  would  hare  dona 
it  to  the  life. 

The  two  burghers  had  not  spent  so  pleasant  an  eren- 
ing  for  many  years.  As  the  olock  struck  twelre,  the 
Msyor,  whose  gig  had  been  in  waiting  a  whole  hour  to 
take  him  to  his  villa,  rose  reluctantly  to  depart. 

'And,"  said  Williams,  "the  bills  must  be  out  to- 
morrow.     What  shall  we  adrertiBel" 

"The  simpler  the  better,"  said  Waife;  "only  pn^ 
head  the  performance  with  the  assurance  that  it  is  under 
the  special  patronage  of  hia  worship  t^  Mayor." 

The  Mayor  felt  his  breast  swell  as  if  he  had  receired 
some  overwhelming  personal  obligation. 

"Suppose  it  run  thus,"  continued  tlie  Comedian: 
" '  Illustrationa  from  Domestic  Life  and  Natural  History, 
with  LITE  examples:  Paet  IsT  —  Th«  Dog  I ' " 

"  It  will  take,"  said  the  Mayor;  "  iogfi  are  such  popu- 
lar snimalal  " 

"Yes,"  said  Williams;  "and   tiiough  for   that  reiy 
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reason  some  might  think  thai  by  the  '  live  example  al 
a  dog '  we  compromlBed  the  dimity  <^  the  inetitate, 
still  the  importance  of  Natural  Histoty  —  " 

"  And,"  added  the  Comediau,  "  the  sanctifying  infla- 
encee  of  domeBtic  life  —  " 

"  May,"  ooncludBd  Mr.  Williams,  "  cany  off  vhateTer 
may  seem  to  the  higher  order  of  minds  a  too  familiar 
attraction  in  the — dog!  " 

"  I  do  not  fear  the  reBuIt,"  said  Waife,  "  prorided  the 
audience  be  Bufficieutly  numeroiiH;  for  that  (which  is 
an  indiepenaable  condition  to  a  fair  experiment)  I  issue 
handbills,  —  only  where  distributed  by  the  Mayor. " 

"  Don't  be  too  sanguine.  I  distributed  bills  on  behalf 
of  Professor  Long,  and  the  audience  was  not  niuoeroua. 
However,  I  will  do  my  beet.  Is  there  nothing  more  in 
vbioh  I  can  be  of  use  to  you,  Mr.  Chapman  I" 

"  Yes,  later."  Williams  took  alarm,  and  approached 
the  Mayor's  breast-pocket  protectingly.  The  Comedian 
drew  him  aside  and  whispered,  "  I  intend  to  give  the 
Mayor  a  little  outiine  of  the  exhibition,  and  bring  him 
into  it,  in  order  that  his  fellow-townsmen  may  ogDiiy 
their  regard  for  him  by  a  cheer;  it  wilt  please  his  good 
heart,  and  be  touching,  you'll  see,  —  mum ! "  Williams 
shook  the, Comedian  by  the  hand,  relieved,  affected,  and 
confiding. 

The  visitors  departed;  and  the  Comediun  lifted  his 
hand -candlestick,  whistled  to  Sir  Isaac,  and  went  to  bed 
without  one  compunctious  thought  upon  the  growth  of 
his  bill  and  the  deficit  in  his  pockets.  And  yet  it  waa 
true,  aa  Sophy  implied,  that  the  Comedian  had  an  honest 
horror  of  incurring  debt.  He  generally  thought  twioa 
before  he  risked  owing  even  the  moat  trifling  bill;  and 
when  the  bill  came  in,  if  it  left  him  penniless,  it  waa 
paid.     And,  now,  what   reckless  extravagance  I     Tho 
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beat  apaitmental  diimerB,  tea,  in  the  first  hotel  of  the 
townl  half-&-croint  to  a  portei!  That  laviab  mode  of 
life  reaewed  with  the  davning  sun  I  JSoi  a  care  for  the 
IDOTTOW ;  and  I  dan  not  conjecture  hov  few  tha  ahill- 
ingB  in  that  puree.  What  aggrarafeion,  too,  of  guilt! 
BillB  inconod  wi&ont  means,  under  a  bonowed  namel 
I  don't  pretend  to  be  a  lawyer ;  but  it  looks  to  me  very 
much  like  swindlii^t.  Tet  the  wretch  sleeps.  But  are 
we  sure  that  we  are  not  shallow  moralists  t  Do  we 
cony  into  account  the  right  of  genius  to  draw  bills 
upon  ^s  Fatuie  T  Does  not  the  most  prudent  general 
sometimes  bum  bis  ships !  Does  not  the  most  upright 
merchant  sometimes  take  i^edit  on  the  chance  of  his  Ten* 
turee  I  May  not  that  peaceful  slumberer  be  morally  sure 
that  he  has  that  argosy  afloat  in  his  own  head,  which 
amply  justiGes  his  use  of  the  "  Saracen's  "  t  If  his  plan 
should  &ilt  He  will  tell  you  that  is  impossible!  But 
if  it  should  fell,  you  say.  Listen ;  there  tuilb  a  story,  — ■ 
I  don't  vouch  for  its  truth :  I  tell  it  as  it  was  told  to 
me,  —  there  runs  a  story,  that  in  the  late  Kussian  war 
a  certain  naval  veteran,  renowned  for  professional  daring 
and  scientific  invention,  was  examined  before  some  great 
offidaU  as  to  the  chances  of  taking  Cronstadt.  "  If  you 
send  me,"  said  the  admiral,  "  with  so  many  ships  of  the 
line,  and  so  many  gunboats,  Cronstadt  of  course  will  be 
taken."  '  But,"  said  a  prudent  lord,  "  suppose  it  should 
not  be  taken t"  "That  is  impossible, — it  must  be 
taken  I "  "Tea,"  persisted  my  lord,  "you  think  so, 
no  doubt;  but  still,  if  it  should  not  be  taken,  —  what 
then)"  "What  theni  —  why,  there's  on  end  of  the 
British  fleet  I"  The  great  men  took  alarm,  and  that 
admiral  was  not  sent.  But  they  misconstrued  the  mean- 
ing of  his  answer.  He  meant  not  to  imply  any  oonsid- 
eable  danger  to  the  British  fleet.     He  meant  to  prove 
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tlwt  one  hypotheaiB  was  impottible  by  the  suggHtioa  of 
a  counter  imposnbilit;  more  Mlf-eTidant.  "  It  is  im- 
ponible  but  what  I  shall  take  CionBtadtl "  '  But  if 
7001  don't  take  it  I  *  '  It  is  impowible  but  what  I  afaall 
take  it;  for  if  1  dra't  take  it^  then  'b  an  end  of  the 
British  fleet;  —  and  as  it  is  imposcible  that  then  should 
be  an  end  of  the  British  fleeij  it  is  impoauble  that  J 
should  not  take  Cionstadtl  "— Q.E.D. 
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Oh  die  «i^inted  eveiung,  at  eight  o'olook,  ft*  gtMl 
loom  of  Uie  Gateebcffo'  Atturngmm  wu  nniuiully  veil 
filled.  Not  only  had  the  Mayor  exalted  hinuelf  to 
the  utmost  foi  that  object,  but  the  baodbill  itaelf  prom- 
ised a  tora  nlief  from  the  proeiueae  of  abetract  enligfat- 
enmeut  and  elevated  knowledge.  Moteover,  the  stranger 
himself  had  begim  to  excite  ^ecolaticm  and  corioai^. 
He  was  an  amatenr;  not  a  cut-and-dry  profeesor.  The 
Mayor  and  Mr.  Williama  had  both  spread  iita  lepwt  that 
tiiere  was  more  in  him  than  i^peared  on  the  surface: 
piodipciusly  learned,  but  eztimely  agreeable, — fine 
manneia,  tool  — Who  could  he  bet  Was  Cbapmao  hia 
leal  namet  etc.,  etc. 

The  Comedian  had  obtained  peiminicoi  to  anange  the 
room  beforehand.  He  had  the  miaed  portion  of  it  for 
his  stage,  and  he  had  been  fortunate  enoo^  to  find  a 
greoi  curtain  to  be  drawn  across  it.  From  behind  this 
screen  he  nov  emerged  end  bowed.  The  bow  redoubled 
the  first  conventional  applause.  He  than  began  a  very 
idiort  address,  extremely  well  delivered,  ae  you  may 
suppose,  but  rather  in  the  conreraatiimal  than  the  ora- 
torical style.  He  said  it  was  his  ol^act  to  exhibit  the 
intelligence  of  that  oni venal  friend  of  man,  —  the  dog, 
in  some  manner  appropriate,  not  only  to  its  sagacious 
instincts,  but  to  its  afiectionate  nature,  and  to  convey 
tiieieby  the  moral  Uiat  talents,  howeTer  great,  learning. 
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however  deep,  were  of  iio  aTsil,  nnleee  rendered  servios- 
able,  to  man.  (Applause.)  He  must  be  pardoned  then, 
if,  in  Older  to  effect  this  object,  he  waB  compelled  to 
borrow  some  harmless  effects  from  ^e  stage.  In  a 
ward,  his  dog  would  represent  to  them  the  plot  of 
a  little  drama.  And  he,  tfiougb  he  coold  not  bs;  that 
he  was  altogether  unaccustomed  to  public  speaking  (here 
a  smile  i  modest  but  august  as  that  of  some  famous  par- 
liamentary orator  who  makes  his  first  appearanoe  at  a 
veatry),  still  wholly  new  to  its  practice  in  tiio  special 
part  he  had  undertaken,  would  rely  on  their  indulgence 
to  efforts  aspiring  to  no  other  merit  than  that  of  aiding 
the  hero  of  the  piece  in  a  familiar  illustration  of  those 
qualities  in  which  d<^  might  give  a  lesson  to  humanity. 
Again  he  bowed,  and  retired  behind  tiiB  curtain.  A 
pause  of  three  minutes;  the  curtain  drew  up.  Could 
that  be  the  same  Mr.  Chapman  whom  the  spectators 
beheld  before  themf  Could  three  minutes  sotSce  to 
change  the  sleek,  respectable,  ptoeperous-looking  gen* 
tleman  who  had  just  addressed  them,  into  that  im^e 
of  threadbai«  poverty  and  hunger-pinched  dejection! 
Little  aid  from  theatrical  costume:  the  clothes  seemed 
the  same,  only  to  have  grown  wondrous  ^ed  and  rusty. 
The  face,  the  figure,  the  man,  —  these  had  undeigone  a 
transmutation  beyond  the  art  of  the  mere  stage  ward* 
robe,  be  it  ever  so  amply  stored,  to  effect.  But  ion  ib» 
patch  over  the  eye,  you  could  not  have  reeogniied  lb. 
Chapman.  There  was,  indeed,  about  him  still  an  air 
of  dignity;  but  it  was  the  dignity  of  woe, — a  digni^, 
too,  not  of  an  a^ble  civilian,  but  of  some  veteran  adl- 
dier.  You  could  not  mistake.  Though  not  in  uniform, 
the  melancholy  man  must  have  been  a  warrior!  Ths 
way  the  coat  was  buttoned  across  the  chest,  the  black 
stock  tightened  round  the  Uiroat,  the  shoulders  thrown 
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back  in  the  discipliiied  haint  of  a  life,  tiiongh  the  Inad 
bent  forward  in  the  despondency  of  an  eventful  oiine,  — 
all  spoke  the  decayed,  but  not  ignoble,  bero  of  a  ban- 
died fielda. 

There  waa  lomething  foreign,  too,  about  the  Teteran'a 
air.  Mr.  Chapman  bad  looked  bo  tboronghly  Ei^lioh, 
—  that  ttagical  and  me^re  personage,  vhicb  had  exfoli- 
ated an  arid  stem  from  Mr.  Chapman's  buxom  learea, 
looked  so  unequiroeally  Freocfa.  Not  a  ^rord  had  ths 
Comedian  yet  said;  and  yet  all  this  had  the  first  sight 
of  him  conveyed  to  the  audience.  There  was  an  amazed 
murmur;  then  txeathlesa  stillneBs.  The  atory  rapidly 
unfolded  itoelf,  —  partly  by  words,  much  more  by  look 
and  action.  There  sat  a  noldier  who  had  fought  under 
Napoleon  at  Marengo  and  Austerlitz;  gone  through  the 
snows  of  Muscovy ;  escaped  tiie  fires  of  Waterloo,  — •  the 
Soldier  of  the  Empire !  Wondrous  ideal  of  a  irondrous 
time!  and  novhere  winning  more  respect  and  awe  than 
in  that  land  of  the  old  English  foe,  in  whi^,  with 
slight  knowledge  of  the  beautiful  in  art,  there  is  so 
reverent  a  sympathy  for  all  that  ia  grand  in  man  I 
There  sat  the  soldier,  pennileaa  and  friendleee, — there, 
scarcely  seen,  reclined  his  grandchild,  weak  and  slowly 
dying  tor  the  want  of  food;  and  all  that  the  soldier 
poasesses  wherewith  to  buy  bread  for  the  day,  is  his 
cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor.  It  was  given  to  him  by 
the  hand  of  the  Emperor, .— must  he  pawn  or  sell  itT 
Out  on  the  pomp  of  decoration  which  we  have  subati- 
tttted  for  the  voice  of  passionate  nature,  on  our  fallen 
stagel  Scenes  so  faithful  to  the  shaft  of  a  column,  — 
dresses  1^  which  an  antiquary  can  d^ne  a  date  to  a 
year!  Is  delusion  there  t  Is  it  thns  we  are  anatched 
from  Thebes  to  Athens  1  No;  place  a  really  fine  actor 
<m  a  deal  board,  and  for  Thebes  and  Athens  you  may 
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h«Dg  i^>  a  blanket!  Why,  that  rery  aou  which  the 
old  aoldiar  holds — a-vnj  from  his  sight  —  in  tiiat  trnu- 
nlons  hud,  is  but  patched  np  fiom  the  foil  and  caid- 
board  boo^t  at  the  stationer's  shop.  You  might  see  it 
was  nothiI^[  moie,  if  yon  tried  to  eee.  Did  a  soul  pres- 
ent think  of  such  minute  ioTeatigatitHit  Not  one.  In 
the  aotor's  haad  that  trumpery  became  at  onoe  the  (Hon- 
ous  tJiing  by  which  Napoleon  had  planted  the  sentiment 
of  knightly  heroism  in  the  men  whom  Danton  would 
have  launched  npon  earth  ruthleas  and  bestial,  as  galley 
slaves  that  had  burst  their  chain. 

The  badge,  wrought  from  foil  and  cardboard,  took  life 
and  soul;  it  begot  an  interest,  in^ired  a  pathos,  as 
much  as  if  it  had  been  made,  —  ohi  not  of  gold  and 
gems,  but  of  flesh  and  blood.  And  tJie  simple,  broken 
vords  that  the  Tsteian  addressed  to  iti  The  scenes,  the 
fields,  the  hopes,  the  glories  it  MM^uied  upl  And  now 
to  be  wrenched  away, — sold  to  supply  man's  humblast, 
meanest  wants;  sold,  —  the  last  symbol  of  such  a  pasti 
It  was  indeed  "  propter  vitam  vivendi  pardere  caosas." 
£«  would  have  starred  rather,  — hut  the  childl  And 
then  the  child  rose  np  and  came  into  play.  She  wotdd 
not  suffer  such  a  sacrifioe, — she  was  iiot  hungry;  she 
was  not  weak;  and  when  roice  failed  her,  aba  looked 
op  into  that  iron  face  aitd  smiled,— nothing  but  a 
•mile.  Out  came  the  poakst-handkeichiefsl  The  sol- 
dier seises  the  cross,  and  turns  sway.  It  aKall  be  sold ! 
As  he  opens  the  door,  a  dog  enters  gnrely,-*  licks  his 
hand,  approaches  the  taUe,  raises  itself  on  its  hind  legs, 
surveys  the  table  dolefully,  shakes  its  head,  whines, 
comes  to  its  master,  pulls  him  by  the  ikirt,  }ocA»  into 
bis  fsoe  inquisitiTely. 

What  does  all  this  meant  It  soon  comes  out,  and 
very  naturally.     The  dog  belonged  to  an  old  fellow- 
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Bcrfdiei,  who  had  gons  to  tlw  Isle  of  Fnnoe  to  cluB  bu 
tbixe  ia  the  inheritance  of.  a  brother  who  .had  settled 
and  died  there,  and  who^  utMtivhile,  had  ooafided.  it  to 
the  care  of  our  veteran,  who  via  then  in  compantiTalf 
easy  ciicnmstancas, -aince  miiMd  by  Uie  failiue  aodfckud 
of  a  banker  to  whom  he  had  intmeted  hie  allj  and  his 
small  pennoB,  iacludiiig  the  yearly  sum  to  wbieh  his 
cross  entitled  him,  had  been  fotes^lad  and  mortgaged 
to  pay  the  petty  debts  whicb,  lelying  on  bia  dividend 
from  the  banker,  be  had  innocently  incumd.  The  dog's 
ownei  had  been  gone  far  months ;  hia  retuia  might  be 
daily  e^>ettad.  tfeanirhile,  the  dog  was  at  the  hearth, 
but  the  wolf  at  the  door.  Now,  this  eagaciatis  animal 
bad  bean  taught  to  perform  ^e  duties  of  messenger  and 
m^jor-domo.  At  stated  intetrak  he  applied  to  his  maa- 
ter  for  smm,  and  broujgbt  bock  tbe  sappliea  which  th» 
tout  poichaaed.  Ha  now,  aausnal,  oame  to  the  table 
for  tbe  aajufltomed  ooin;  the  last  aou  was.  goaei-~the 
dog's  occapation  was  at  an  end.  Bnt  could  not  the  dog 
be  aoldl  ImpoaaibU;  it  was  tbe  proper^  of  «w>ther,>r- 
a  eaend  deposit;  o&e  would  be  as  bad  m  tbe  hanker  if 
one  could  apply  to  one's  own  Aeoeaaitiea  the  piopert^f  one 
held  in  trust.  Theae  little  biographical  particulars  came 
out  ia  that  sort  of  bitter  and  pathetio  humor  whicb  a 
study  of  Shakeapean,  or  tbe  ezperianoe  of  actual  life, 
bod  taught  the  Comedian  to  be  a  natuml  relief  to  an 
intense  sorrow.  The  dog,  meanwhile,  aid«d  tbe  nana- 
tive  by  hie  by-pl^.  Stilt  iiUeut  upon  the  tout,  he 
thrust  his  nose  into  his  master's  pockets;  he  appealed 
touchingly  to  tbe  child;  and  finally  put  back  his  head 
and  ventad  hia  emotion  in  a  Ingubrloos  and  elegiaeal 
howl.  Suddenly  Uiare  is  heard  without  tbe  aound  of 
a  showman's  tin  trumpet  I  Whether  the  actor  <  had  got 
some  obliging  pei^on  to  perform  on  that  instrument,  oi 
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whedwr,  u  Toon  likely,  it  wii  but  a  trick  of  vsntriltt- 

qoiuD,  m  IflSTfl  to  coigeotora.  At  that  note,  an  idas 
Boemed  to  seiie  the  dog.  He  ran  fint  to  bia  niaater, 
\Tho  waa  o&  the  tineahold  about  to  depart  j  palled  him 
bade  into  the  centre  of  tita  room:  next  he  nn  to  the 
ehild,  diaggitig  her  towards  Qm  same  spot,  tlkough  irith 
gnat  tendemesB,  and  then,  uttering  a  joyooa  bark,  ha 
raised  himaalf  oa  hu  hind  legs,  and,  with  ineomparaUe 
eolenmity,  performed  a  minuet  st^I  The  ehihl  catches 
the  idea  from  the  dog.  "  Was  he  not  more  worth  aeeing 
than  the  puppet-show  in  the  etieetat  might  not  people 
give  money  to  see  Lim,  and  the  old  soldier  still  keep  hia 
itaea.  To-day  then  is  a  pnblic  fdte  in  the  gaideos  yon- 
der; that  flbowman  must  be  going  thither;  why  not  go 
too  1 "  What !  he,  the  old  soldier,  —  he  stoop  to  show  off 
a  dog  I  he — he!  The  dog  looked  at  him  depiwatingly , 
and  Btretohed  himself  on  the  floor,  — lifeless! 
'  VeSfthatiB  tliealtemative,— -shall  his  child  die  too, 
asd  he  be  too  proud  to  save  herl  Ahl  and  if  the  ciobb 
can  be  eaTed  also  I  But  pshaw  I  what  did  the  dog  know 
that  people  would  caie  to  see  1  Oh,  much,  much.  When 
the  cdiild  was  alone  and  sad,  it  would  corns  snd  play  with 
her.  See  those  old  dominoes  I  She  ranged  tham  on 
the  floor,  and  the  dog  leaped  up  and  came  to  prore  his 
skill.  Artfully,  then,  the  Comedian  had  planned  that 
tiie  dog  should  make  some  sad  mistakes,  altomated  by 
some  matvellons  surprises.  Ifo,  ha  would  not  do;  yes, 
he  would  do.  The  audience  took  it  eerioualy,  and  be- 
came intensely  interested  in  the  dog's  snooees ;  so  sorry 
for  his  blunders,  so  triumphant  in  his  lucky  hits.  And 
then  ths  child  calmed  the  haaty,  irritable  old  man  ao 
sweetly,  and  oorrected  the  dog  so  gently,  and  talked 
to  die  animal ;  told  it  how  moch  they  relied  on  it,  and 
inoduoed  her  infant  alphabet,  and  spelled  out,  "  Save 
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Ds."  The  dog  looked  ~at  the  Isttere  moditaiiTely,  snd 
henceforth  it  wu  evident  that  he  took  mote  paiiw. 
Better  and  better;  he  will  do,  he  will  dol  The  child 
shall  not  starvei  the  cross  shall  not  be  soldt  Down 
drops  the  curtain.  -~End  of  Act  I. 

Act  II.  openg  with  a  dialogue  spoken  off  the  stage. 
Invisible  dramatit  penotux,  that  subsist,  with  airy 
tongues,  upon  the  mimetic  art  of  the  Comedian.  Yon 
nndeTBtond  that  Uiere  is  a  vehement  dispate  going  on. 
The  dog  must  not  be  admitted  Into  a  part  of  the  gardena 
where  a  more  refined  and  exclusive  section  of  the  com- 
pany have  hired  seats,  in  order  to  contemplate,  wi^ont 
sharing,  the  rude  dances  <xc  jostling  promenade  of  the 
promiscuous  merrymaken.  Much  hubbnb,  much  hit* 
mor;  some  persons  for  the  dog,  some  against  him; 
privil^e  and  decorum  here,  equality  and  fratemi^ 
there.  A  Bonapartist  colonel  seas  the  croas  on  the 
soldier's  breast,  and,  miUe  (onnerres,  he  settles  the 
point.  He  pays  for  three  reserved  seats, — one  for 
tiie. soldier,  one  for  the  child,  and  a  third  for  the  dog. 
The  veteran  enters;  the  diild,  not  strong  enough  to 
have  poshed  through  the  crowd,  raised  on  his  shoul- 
der, Bolla-like;  the  dog  led  by  a  string.  He  mteia 
erect  and  warrior-like;  his  spirit  haa  been  roused  by 
contest;  his  struggles  have  been  crowned  l^  victory. 
But  (and  here  the  art  of  the  drama  and  the  actor  cul- 
minated towards  the  highest  point),  —  but  he  now  at 
once  includes  in  the  list  of  his  dramatia  pertimcB  the 
whole  of  his  Gatesboro'  audience.  They  are  that  seleet 
company  into  which  he  has  thus  forced  his  way.  As  he 
sees  them  seated  before  him,  so  calm,  orderly,  and  dig- 
nified, mauvaue  Honte  steals  over  the  breast  more  aeeos- 
tomed  to  front  the  cannon  than  the  battery  of  ladies' 
eyes.     He  places  the  child  in  a  chair,  abashed  and 
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humbled;  he  deope  into  a  vhU  bealde  her  Bhrinkingljr ; 
and  the  dog,  irith  more  eelf-poffleBaioti  and  Bense  of  hia 
Awn  coDBequaoee,  bruahes  witii  bis  paw  aome  imaginu; 
dust  fe)m  a  third  duir,  aa  in  the  BuperciliouanesB  of  the 
well-dreseed,  aad  then  aeata  himself,  and  looks  round 
with  aerene  audatitj^. 

The  cheira  wete  akilfully  placed  on  one  aide  of  the 
stage,  aadoaa as  possible  to  the  frftnt  row  of  the  audi- 
ence. The  soldier  ventures  a  furtive  glance  along  the 
lines,  and  then  apeaka  to  hie  gmodcbild  in  whispered, 
hated  bceath^  Now  they  are  there,  w)iat  are  they  come 
for!  To  begT  He  can  never  have  the  boldness  to 
exhibit  an  animal  for  »ous, —  impossible;  no,  no,  let 
tbein  alink  back  again  and  aell  the  cross."  And  the 
child  whispers  courage;  bids  him  look  again  along  the 
rows;  those  faces  seem  veiy  kind.  l{e  ^ain. lifts  his 
eyes,  glances  rotmd,  and  with  an  extemporaneous  tact 
that  eompletod  .the  illusion  to  which  the  audience  were 
already  gently  lending  themselvea,  made  sundry  com- 
plimentary oommeutB  on  ^e  different  faces  actually 
before,  him,  selected  most  felicitously.  The  audience, 
tbkea  by.  sunrise,  aa  some  &lr  female,  or  kindly  bar' 
guK,  familiar  to  tbelr  associations,  was  Ums  pointed  out 
to  theic  applause,  became  heartily  genial  in  their  cheers 
and  laughter.  And  the  Comedian's  face,  unmoved  by 
such  demonatrations,  —  so  shy  and  sad,  —  insinuated  its 
pathoa  underneath  oheer  and  laugh.  You  now  learned 
through  the  child  that  a  danoe,  on  which  the  company 
had  been  supposed  to  be  gazing,  was  concluded,  and  that 
tbey  would  not  be  displeased  by  an  interval  of  some 
other  diversion.  .  Now  was  the  time!  The  dog,  as  if 
to  convey  a  eenee  of  the  prevalent  etmui,  yawned  audi- 
bly, patted  tbe  child  Qn  the  shoulder,  and  looked  up  in 
her  face.     "  A  game  of  dominoes,"  wbispered  the  little 
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(^rl.  The  dog  glMfolly  grinaed  assent.  Timittl;  iHm 
Btole  forth  the  old  dominoes,  Knd  ranged  ttiein  en  the 
gToand;  on"whioh  she  slipped  from  b«r  chair;  ibedog 
slipped  from  his;  they  b^an  to  play.  The  ezpeiiment 
was  latmched;  the  aoldlei'  saw  that  the  curiosity  of  the 
company  was  exoit^;  that  the  show  voutd  oommenoa, 
the  gons  follow;  and  as  if  he  at  least  Toutd  not  openly 
diame  his  semce  and  his  Emperor,  he  turned  aside, 
slid  his  hand  to  his  breoet,  tote  away  hie  cross,  and  hid 
it.  Scarce  a  murmured  word  accompanied  the  action,  — 
the  acting  said  all;  and  a  noble  thrill  ran  thtoogh  the 
audianoe.     Oh,  anblimo  art  of  the  mimet 

The  Mayor  sat  very  near  wharo  the  child  and  dog 
were  at  play.  The  Gomedian  bad  (as  he  befere  implied 
he  wunld  do)  discreatiy  prepared  that  gentleman  for  direct 
and  personal  appeal.  The  little  girl  tamed  her  Uue  eyes 
innocently  towards  Mr.  Hartopp,  and  said,  "  The  dog 
heats  me,  sir;  will  you  try  what  yoa  can  dol " 

A  roar,  and  nnivereal  clapping  «f  bands,  amidst  whidi 
the  worthy  magietrato  stepped  on  the  stc^^  At  the 
command  of  its  young  mistress,  the  dog  made  ^e  mag- 
istrate a  polito  bow,  and  straight  to  the  game  went 
magietrato  and  dog.  '  Prom  that  time  the  intoiest  be-' 
eame,  as  it  were,  personal  to  all  pvesent.  "  Will  yon 
come,  sir!"  said  the  child  to  a  yotmg  gentleman,  who 
was  straining  his  neek  to  see  how  the  dommoea  were 
played;  "  and  observe  thltt  it  is  all  fair.'  You  too,sirf  " 
to  Mr.  Williams.  The  Comedian  stood  beside  the  dog,' 
whose  movements  he  directed  with  undetected  skill, 
while  appearii^  only  to  fix  his  eyes  on  the  ground  in 
conscious  abasement.  Those  on  the  rows  from  behind 
now  pressed  forwud;  those  iu  advance  either  came  on 
the  stdge,  or  stood  up  intently  contemplating;  The 
Mayor  was  defeated,  the  crowd  became  too  thiA,  and 
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the  careaeM  bestowed  on  the  dog  seemed  to  fatigae  him. 
He  rose  and  retreated  to  a  comer  haoghtily,  "  Man- 
nera,  sir,"  said  the  soldieii  "  it  is  not  for  Uie  like  of  lu 
to  be  proud;  excuse  him, ladies aod gentlemen."  —  "Be 
only  wishes  to  please  all,"  said  the  child,  deptecatingly. 
"  Say  how  many  would  you  have  round  ub  at  a  time,  so 
that  the  rest  may  not  be  prevented  aeeing  jiuT"  She 
8imad  the  multiplication  figorea  before  tiie  dog;  iha 
dog  put  his  paw  oa  10.  "  Astonishing! "  said  the 
Mayor. 

*  Will  you  choose  them  yourself,  sirt " 

The  dog  nodded,  walked  leisurely  round,  keeping  one 
eye  towards  the  one  eye  of  his  master,  and  selected  ten 
peieons,  amongst  whom  were  the  Mayor,  Mr,  Williams, 
and  three  pretty  young  ladies,  who  bad  been  induced 
to  ascend  the  stage.  The  others  were  chosen  no  less 
judiciously. 

The  dog  was  then  led  artfully  on  from  one  accom- 
[dishmflnt  to  another,  much  within  the  onlinaiy  range 
which  bounds  Uie  instruction  of  learned  animals.  Be 
was  oaked  to  say  how  many  ladies  were  on  the  stage; 
he  spelled  three.  What  were  their  namee  1  "  The 
Qraces."  Then  he  waa  asked  who  was  the  first  mag- 
istrate in  the  town.  The  dog  made  a  bow  to  the 
Mayor.  "  What  had  made  that  gentleman  first  magis- 
trate?" The  dc^  looked  to  the  alphabet,  and  spelled 
"  Worth. "  "  Were  there  any  peraonB  present  more  power- 
ful than  the  Mayor  t "  The  dog  bowed  to  tiie  three 
young  ladies.  "  What  made  them  more  powerful  T " 
The  dog  spelled  "  Beauty."  When  ended  the  applause 
these  answers  reoeived,  Uie  dog  went  through  the  musket 
ezeroise  with  the  soldier's  staffj  and  as  soon  as  be  had 
performed  that,  he  came  to  the  husinees  part  of  the  ex- 
fa  ibitioB,.eeiaed  the  hat  which  hia  master  had  draped 
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on  t&e  groimd,  and  canied  it  romid  to  each  penm  on 
the  stage.  They  looked  at  one  another.  "  He  is  a  poor 
soldier's  dt^,"  said  the  child,  hiding  her  hee.  '  Xo, 
no;  a  soldier  cannot  beg,"  cried  the  Comedian;  The 
Mayor  dropped  a  coin  in  the  hat ;  others  did  tba  now 
OF  affected  to  do  it.  The  dog  took  the  hat  to  hii  ma>- 
ter,  who  wared  him  aside.  There  was  a  paose.  The 
dog  laid  the  hat  softly  at  the  soldier's  feet,  and  looked 
up  to  the  child  beseeehii^iy. 

'What,"  asked  she,  nueing  her  head  prondly, — 
'what  secnres  Wortb  and  defends  BBAtTTrt"  The 
dog  took  up  the  staff  and  shouldered  it.  "  And  to  what 
can  the  soldier  look  for  aid  when  he  starves,  and  will 
not  begt"  The  dog  seemed  pnszled,  —  the  nispenae 
was  awful.  "Good  heavens,"  thon^t  the  Com^ian, 
'  if  the  bmte  should  l«eak  down  after  alii  — and  when 
I  took  such  care  that  the  wards  should  lie  mtdiBtnrbed, 
—right  before  his  nose! "  With  a  deep  sigh  tlie  vet- 
eran started  from  his  despondent  attitode,  and  crept 
fdong  the  floor  as  if  for  escape, — ao  broken  down,  so 
crestfallen.  Erery  eye  was  on  that  heart-hroksn  face 
and  receding  figure;  and  the  eye  of  that  heart-hraken 
&ce  was  on  the  dog,  and  the  foot  of  that  receding  figure 
teemed  to  tremble,  recoil,  start,  as  it  passed  by  the 
alphabetical  letters  which  still  lay  on  the  ground  as 
last  arranged.  *  Aht  to  what  shotild  he  look  for  aidt" 
repeated  the  grandchild,  clasping  hsr  little  hands.  The 
d(^  had  now  caught  the  one,  and  pnt  his  ptfw  first  upon 
"WoSTH,"  and  then  upon  "  Bbautt."'  "Worth!" 
cried  the'  ladies, — "  Beauty  t"  exclaimed  the  Mayor. 
"Wonderful,  wonderfult"  "Take  up  the  hat;"  said 
the  child,  and  turning  to  the  Mayor,  *  Ahl  tell  him, 
sir,  that  what  Worth  and  Beantj  give  to  Valor  in  dia- 
trese  is  not  alms  hot  tribute." 
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Tbs  worda  wate  little  better  thaa  a  hack  cUptaap; 
but  the  sweet  voice  glided  through  the  aasembly,  and 
found  its  way  into  eveiy  heart. 

'  Is  it  sot "  asked  the  old  soldier,  as  his  hand  hoTer- 
ingly  passed  above  the  coins.  "  Upon  my  honor  it  is, 
air,"  said  the  Mayor,  with  serious  emphasis.  The  andi- 
eace  thought  it  th«  best  speech  be  had  ever  made  in  his 
life,  and  cheered  him  till  the  roof  mng  again.  "Ohl 
bread,  bread,  for  you,  darlingi "  cried  the  veteran ,  bow- 
ing bis  head  over  the  child,  and  takii^  out  his  cross 
and  kisatog  it  with  passion;  "and  the  bodge  of  honor 
still  for  me! " 

While  the  audienoe  was  in  the  full  depth  of  its 
enwtion,  uid  geneiouB  tears  in  many  an  eye,  'Waife 
seised  his  moment,  dropped  the  actor,  and  stepped 
forth  to  the  front  as  the  man;  simple,  qniet,  earnest 
man,— srUeas  man! 

"  This  is  no  mimic  scene,  ladies  and  gentlemen.  It 
is  a  tale. in  real  life  that  stands  out  before  you.  I  am 
here  to  appeal  to  those  hearts  that  are  not  vainly  open 
to  human  bcktdws.  I  plead  foe  what  I  have  represented: 
True,  that  Uie  man  who  needs  your  aid  is  not  one  of 
that  Boldiety  which  devastated  Europe.  But  he  has 
fought  in  battles  as  severe,  and  been  left  by  fortima 
to  as  stem  a  desolation.  True,  he  is  not  a  Trenclunan : 
he  is  one  of  a  Iwad  you  will  not  love  leas  than  Fiance, 
—  it  is  your  own.  He,  too,  has  a  child  whom  be  would 
save  from  famine.  He,  too,  has  notiung  left  to  sell  or 
to  pawn  for  bread,  except — oh,  not  this  gilded  badge, 
see,  this  ia  only  foil  and  cardboon),  — except,  I  say,  Uie 
thing  itself,  of  whiah  you  respect  even  so  poor  a  sym- 
bol; nothidg  left  to. sell  or  to  pawn  bub  Honorl  For 
these  I  have  pleaded  this  night  as  a  showman;  for 
these,  less  haughty  than  the  Frenchman,  I  stretch  mj 
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huida  towuda  70a  without  ■hame;  tor  theae  I  am  a 
beggw." 

H«  wu  Bileut.  The  dog  quietly  took  up  the  h&t  and 
appioached  the  Mayor  again.  The  Mayor  extracted  the 
half-crofm  he  had  pievigusly  deposited,  and  dropped 
into  the  hat  two  golden  sovereigne.  Who  does  not 
gnew  the  reati  All  crowded  forward,  —  youth  and 
age,  man  and  woman,  And  most  ardent  of  all  were 
those  whose  liie  Btonds  most  close  to  vicissitude,  moat 
exposed  to  beggary,  most  sorely  tried  in  the  aUet&»- 
tive  between  Ivead  and  honor.  Not  an  operative  then 
botspamdhis  mite. 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 

Onuie  EgDOtnm  pro  Magniflco  —  Rumor,  koowiiig  nothuig  of  bii 
uitecedeDts,  exalts  Gentleman  "Wtilt  into  Don  Magnifies. 

The  Comedian  and  his  two  coadjutors  were  followed  te 
the  Saiacen'sHeadlnnbyaUrge  crowd,  bat  at  respectful 
distance.  Though  I  know  few  tilings  less  pleasing  than 
to  have  been  decoyed  and  entrapped  into  an  unexpected 
demand  upon  one's  purse,  —  when  one  only  counted, 
too,  upon  an  agreeable  evening, — and  hold,  therefore, 
in  just  abhorrence  the  circulating  plate  which  Bometimes 
follows  a  popular  oration,  homily,  or  other  eloquent  ap- 
peal to  British  liberality^  yet,  I  will  ventnre  to  say, 
there  was  not  a  creature  whom  the  Comedian  had  sur- 
prised  into  impulsive  beneficence,  who  regretted  his 
action,  gruc^ed  its  cost,  or  thought  he  had  paid  too 
dear  for  bis  entertainment.  All  had  gone  through  a 
series  of  such  pleasurable  emotions,  that  all  had,  as  it 
were,  wished  a  vent  for  their  gratitude, — and  when  the 
vent  was  found,  it  became  an  additional  pleasure.  But, 
strange  to  say,  no  one  could  satisfactorily  explain  to 
himself  these  two  questions,  — for  what,  and  to  whom 
had  he  given  his  money!  It  was  not  a  general  con- 
jectuifl  that  the  exhibitor  wanted  the  money  for  his 
own  uses.  Ko,  despite  the  evidence  in  favor  of  that 
idea,  a  person  so  respectable,  so  dignified,  —  addressing 
them,  too,  with  that  noble  assurance  to  which  a  man 
who  begs  for  himself  is  not  morally  entitled, — a  per- 
son thus  characterized  most  be  some  high-hearted  phi- 
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lantjuopist  wbo  condescended  to  display  his  poven  At 
sn  institute  purely  intellectual,  perhaps  on  behalf  of 
an  eminent  but  decayed  author,  whose  name,  from  the 
raspect  due  to  letters,  was  delicately  concealed.  Ml. 
Williams,  considered  the  hardest  head  and  most  prac- 
tical man  in  the  town ,  originated  and  maintAised  that 
hypothesis.  Probably  the  stranger  was  an  author  him- 
self, —  a  groat  and  affluent  author.  Had  not  great  and 
affluent  authors  —  men  who  are  the  boast  of  our  time 
and  land — act«d,  yea,  on  a  common  stage,  and  acted 
inimitably,  too,  on  behalf  of  acme  lettered  brother  or 
literary  objectT  Therefore,  in  these  guileless  minds, 
with  all  the  pecunisry  advantages  of  extreme  penury 
and  forlorn  position,  the  Comedian  obtained  the  respect 
due  to  proeperous  circumstances  and  high  renown.  But 
there  was  one  uniTorsal  wieh  expieesed  by  all  who  had 
been  present,  as  they  took  their  way  homeward,  — and 
that  wish  was  to  renew  the  pleasure  they  had  experi- 
enced, even  if  tbey  paid  the  same  price  for  it.  Could 
not  the  long-closed  theatre  be  reopened,  and  the  great 
man  be  induced  by  philanthropic  motives,  and  an  as- 
sured BUm,  raised  by  voluntary  subscriptions,  to  gratify 
the  whole  town,  as  he  had  gratified  its  selected  intel- 
lects Mr.  Williams,  in  a  state  of  charitable  thaw,  now 
softest  of  the  soft,  like  most  hard  men  when  once  soft- 
ened, suggested  this  idea  to  the  Mayor.  The  Mayor 
said,  evasively,  that  he  would  think  of  it,  and  that  he 
intended  to  pay  his  respects  to  Mr.  Chapman  before 
he  returned  home,  that  very  night,  —  it  was  proper. 
Mr.  Williams  and  many  others  wished  to  accompany 
his  worship.  But  the  kind  magistrate  suggested  that 
Mr.  Chapman  would  be  greatly  fatigned;  that  the  pres- 
ence of  many  might  seem  more  an  intrusion  than  a  com- 
pliment; that  he,  the  Mayor,  had  better  go  alone,  and 
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at  a  Bo^what  later  honi,  when  Mr.  Chapman,  thoogh 
not  retired  to  bed,  might  hare  had  time  for  rest  and 

refreshment.  This  delicate  consideration  had  ite  weight; 
and  the  stfeete  were  thin,  vhen  the  Mayor's  gig  stopped, 
OU  itfi  way  TiUa-waids,  at  the  Saiaoen'B  Be^ 
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CHApnat  XIV. 

It  t«  the  Inteml batwesu  out  flnt  lepidiiig*  utAoar flnal Malgnft- 
thn  i»>irhld],  both  wMi  iDdhidxli  and  nwnihwiitlw.  talo  be 
ftnmdaUtlMtinakMkHlftorrwtmiUUtaig.  Sn  jrat  we  rMcn 
tor  vUmt  ia  oat  of  our  ramch,  we  mre  itill  in  tha  endla.  Wben 
weuiad  oat  with  oar  jearmngt,  Deaiie  again  falla  aoleep)  —  we 
are  on  the  deathbed. 

Sonrr  (leMung  on  her  grandfather**  urn  u  tlK^  Moeud 
ibe  atair  of  ttte  Sanben't  Head).  — "  Bat  I  am  so  tiied, 
Onndy,  —  I'd  ratiter  go  to  bed  at  once,  pleaael" 

GmNTiAXAir  WAira.  — "  Surelj  70a  could  take 
something  to  eat  fint;  something  nice,—  Miss  Chap- 
man}"—  (Whispering  close)  "We  can  lire  in  oIotbt 
nor,"-— a  phnaa  which  means  (aloud  to  Uie  laiullady, 
irho  crossed  the  landing-place  above)  "grilled  ^cken 
and  miuhiooiiu  for  supper,  ma'anil  Why  don't  700 
smile,  Sophy  t    Oh,  darling,  yoa  an  iUI  " 

"No,  no,  Omaij  dear,  —  only  tindj  let  me  go  to 
bed.     laholl  be  better  to-morrow,  — I  shall  isdeedl" 

Wsife  looked  fondl;  into  her  face,  but  his  spirits 
were  too  Biuoh  ezhilanted  to  allow  him  to  notice  Sie 
unusual  flush  upon  her  cheek,  except  with  admitatioai 
of  the  inereaaed  beauty  which  the  heightened  ixAor  gave 
to  her  soft  features. 

"  Wdl,"  said  he,  "yoa  ore  a  pntty  childl  — a  vray 
pretty  child;  and  you  act  woBdeTfully.  Voa  would 
make  a  fortune  on  the  st^e;  bat  —  " 

SordT  (sageily). -—"Bat— no,  no,  neverl— not  the 
itagel" 

Waivb.  — "  I  don't  viah  yoo  to  go  on  the  stage,  n 
yon  know.    A  private  exhibition— like  tim  one  to- 
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night,  for  inetaDce  —  baa  "  (thruating  his  hand  into  hu 
pocket)  *  moch  to  recommend  it. " 

3oFHY  (with  a  sigh). —7"  Thank  Heaven  I  that  is 
ovei  now, — and  you'll  not  be  in  -want  of  money  for 
a  Jong,  long  time!    Dear  Sir  Isaacl" 

She  began  caresaiog  Sii  Isaac,  who  leeeiTed  her  atten- 
tiaoB  witli  ffolenm  pleasore.  They  wwe  now  in  Sophy's 
room;  and  Waife,  after  again  pressing  the  child  in  vain 
to  take  some  refreahment,  beBtowed  on  her  hie  kiss  and 
blessing,  and  whistled  "Malbiook  s'en  va-t-en  guerre  " 
to  Sir  Isaac,  who,  ooostdering  that  melody  an  invitatitm 
to  sapper,  licked  his  lips,  and  stalked  forth,  rejoicing, 
but  decorooe. 

Left  alone,  the  child  breathed  long  and  fasid,  presang 
her  hands  to  her  bosom,  and  sunk  wearily  on  the  foot  oi 
ttw  bed.  There  were  no  shutters  to  tha  window,  and 
the  moonlight  came  in  gently,  stealing  actoea  that  part 
of  the  wall  and  floor  which  the  ray  of  the  candle  left  in 
shade.  The  girl  raised  her  eyes  slowly  towaids  the  win- 
dow, towards  ttie  glimpse  of  the  blue  sky,  and  the  slant- 
ing lustre  of  the  moon.  There  is  a  certain  epoch  in  our 
childhood,  when  what  is  called  the  romance  of  sentimisnt 
first  makes  itself  vaguely  fait.  And  ever  with  the  dawn 
of  that  sentimeDt,  th4  moon  and  tba  etara  take  a  strange 
and  haunting  fascination.  Few  perecou  in  middle  life 
—  even  though  they  be  genuine  poeta  —  feel  the  peculiar 
apell  in  the  severe  stillneas  and  mournful  splendor  of 
starry  skies  irtiich  Impreesea  moat  of  us,  even  though  co 
poeta  at  all,  in  that  mystic  age  when  ohildbood  nearly 
tonchea  upon  youth,  and  turns  an  unquiet  heart  to 
those  marvellous  riddles  within  us  and  without,  which 
we  cease  to  conjecture  when  experience  has  taught  us 
that  they  have  no  solution  upon  this  side  the  grave. 
Lured  by  the  light,  the  child  rose  softly,  appioa^ed 
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tin  vhtdow,  and,  mting  b«  aptomed  foee  upon  both 
hands,  gamd  long  into  the  heavens,  communing  eri- 
dentlfwith  henelf;  for  her  lips  movedand  miinnimd 
.indiatinctly.  Sbnrlj  she  ratired  from  the  ooBement, 
and  again  seated  henelf  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  discxm- 
aolate.  And  then  her  thoughta  nn  somewhat  tfaoB, 
though  she  mi^t  not  have  shaped  them  exactly  in  the 
same  wordi:  "2ToI  I  cannot  understuid  it.  Why  was 
I  contentad  and  happjr  before  I  knew  Ann  ?  Why  did 
I  see  no  harm,  no  sfaame  in  this  way  of  life  —  not  evsn 
on  that  stage  with  Uumb  people — -until  he  said,  '  It  was 
what  he  wished  I  had  never  stooped  to. '  And  grand- 
&ther  aayi  oar  patiu  ate  so  different,  they  cannot  eross 
each  other  again.  There  is  a  path  of  life,  than^  which 
I  can  never  enter;  there  is  a  path  on  which  I  must 
always,  always  walk,  always,  always,  always  Uiat 
path,  —  no  eac^Ml  Xever  to  come  into  that  other  one 
where  there  is  no  disguise,  no  hiding,  no  false  names, 
—  neyei,  never!"  She  started  impatiently,  and  with 
a  wild  look — "  It  is  killing  me ! " 

Then,  terrified  by  her  own  impetnoeil^,  she  tiuvw 
henelf  on  the  bed,  weeping  law.  Her  heart  had  now 
gone  back  to  her  grandfat^r;  it  was  smiting  her  for 
ingratitude  to  him.  Ooold  there  be  shame  or  wrong 
in  #hat  he  aAed, — :what  he  didi  And  was. she  to 
murmur  if  she  aided  him  to  existt  What  waa.  the 
opinion  of  a  stranger  boy,  compared  to  the  approving, 
sheltering  love  of  her  sole,  guardian  and  bied  fostering 
friend  f  And  could  people  chooee  their  own  callings 
and  modes  of  lifet  If  one  road  went  this  way,  another 
that;  and  they  on  the  one  road  were  borne  &rther  and 
farther  away  from  those  on  the  other,  —  as  that  idea 
oame,  consolation  stopped ,  and  in  her  noiaelesa  weeping 
there  was  a  bitterness  as   of  despair.      But  the   tears 
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ABdbd  1^  telJeviDff  Qa  grief  that  caiued  them.  Wearied 
oat  of  coitjeetiire  and  complaint,  ber  mind  lel^wed  into 
(ifaft  old  native,  childieh  sabmiesion.  With  a  fenriw  in 
vhioh  then  was  Bolf<iepio«ch,'Bhe  repeated  her  meek, 
nightly  pniyei,  that  Qod  irould  blew  her  dear  grand- 
father, and  mffei  her  to  be  hiB  comfort  and  support, 
tlien,  meehanically,  she  undiesBed,  extinguished  tit» 
candle,  and  crept  into  bed.  The  moonlight  became 
bolder  and  bolder;  it  advanced  np  the  floors,  along  the 
wrIIs;  now  it  floods  her  very  pillow,  and  seems  to  her 
ey«a  to  take  a  holy,  loving  kindness,  holier  and  more 
loving  aa  the  lids  droop  beneath  it.  A  vague  lemem- 
brsooe  of  some  tale  of  "  Guaidian  spirita,"  with  whidi 
Waife  had  once  charmed  her  wonder,  stirred  through  her 
Inllit^t  thoughts,  linking  itself  with  the  presence  of  that 
encircling  moonlight.  There!  see  the  eyelids  are  closed, 
—  no  tear  npon  their  fringe.  See'  the  dimples  steal  trnt 
as  the  aweet  lips  are  parted.  She  sleeps,  — ^she  dreams 
already  I  Where  and  what  is  the  rude  World  of  wakii^ 
now!  Are  there  not  guardian  spirits  1  Deride  the 
question  if  thou  wilt,  stem  man,  the  reasoning  and 
self-reliant;  but  thou,  0  fair  mother,  —  who  hast 
marked  the  atmnge  happiness  on  the  face  of  a  ohild 
that  has  wept  itself  to  deep,  — what  sayest  thou  to  the 
eoft  tradition,  which  surely  had  its  origin  in  the  heart 
ct  tiie  earliest  mother} 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

There  ia  no  man  w  friendlMi  but  vhat  he  eta  And  a  friend  ilnceM 
enough  to  tall  him  dfiagTsaable  truths. 

M1U.NWHI1.X  the  Oomedian  had  made  himself  and  Sii 
Isaac  extiemely  comfortable.  No  unabstemioue  man  by 
babit  was  Qentlemui  Waife.  He  could  dine  on  a  cnut, 
and  season  it  with  mirth;  uid  as  for  exciting  drinks, 
then  vas  a  childlike  innocence  in  his  humor  never 
known  to  a  brain  that  has  been  washed  in  alcohol. 
Bat  on  this  special  occasion  Waife'a  heart  was  made 
80  boiint«ous  by  the  novel  sense  of  pTosperity,  that  it 
compelled  him  to  treat  himself.  He  did  honor  to  the 
grilled  chicken  to  which  he  had  vainly  tempted  Sophy. 
He  oideied  half  a  pint  of  port  to  be  mullod  into  n^na. 
He  helped  himself  with  a  bow,  as  if  himself  were  a 
goeot,  and  nodded  each  time  he  took  off  his  glass,  as  much 
as  to  say , "  Your  health,  Mr.  Waife  I "  He  even  oSeted 
a  glass  of  the  exhilarating  draught  to  Sir  Xeaao,  who, 
exceedingly  offended,  retreated  under  the  sofa,  whence 
he  peered  forth  through  his  deciduous  ringlets  with 
brows  knit  in  grave  rebuke.  Nor  was  it  without  delib- 
erate caution  —  a  whisker  first,  and  then  a  paw  —  that 
he  emerged  from  his  retreat,  when  a  plate  heaped  with 
the  remains  of  the  feast  was  placed  npon  the  hearth-rag. 
"the  supper  over,  and  the  attendant  gone,  the  negus 
still  left,  Waife  lighted  his  pipe,  and,  gazing  on  Sir 
Isaac,  thus  addressed  that  canine  philosopher:  "Illus- 
trioQB  member  of  the  Quadrupedal  Society  of  ]!Viends 
to  Man,  and,  as  possessing  those  abilities  for  practical 
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life  which  bat  few  friends  to  nun  ever  dieplfty  in  his 
eerrioe,  promoted  to  high  nmk, — Commiasarj-Gflnenl 
of  the  Victualling  Department,  and  Chaacellor  of  the 
Exchequer, — I  have  the  honor  to  inform  you  that  k 
vote  of  thanks  in  your  favor  has  been  propGeed  in  thii 
house,  and  carried  onauimouBly. "  Sir  Isaac,  looking 
6hy,  gave  another  lick  to  the  plate,  and  wagged  his  tail. 
"  It  is  true  that  thou  wert  onoe  (shall  I  say  itT)  in  fault 
at  'Beauty  and  Worth,' —  thy  memory  deaerted  thee; 
thy  peroration  was  on  the  verge  of  a  break-down;  but 
'Nemo  mortaliiua  omnibua  horis  aapit,'  as  the  Latin 
grammar  philosophically  ezpresseth  it.  Mortals  the 
wisest,  not  only  on  two  legs,  but  even  upon  four, 
oecasionally  stumble.  The  greatest  genetal,  atateaman, 
Bf^e,  is  not  he  who  commits  no  blunder,  bat  he  who 
best  repairs  a  blunder,  and  converts  it  to  suooesa. 
This  was  thy  merit  and  distinotioal  It  hatli  never 
been  minel  I  leoogniM  thy  superior  genitu.  I  place 
in  thee  unqnali&ed  oonfidence;  and  consigning  thee  to 
the  arms  of  Morpheus,  since  I  see  that  pan^jric  acta 
on  thy  nervous  system  as  a  salubrious  soporific,  I  now 
move  tliat  this  Hooae  do  resolve  itself  into  a  Com- 
mittee of  Ways  and  Means  for  the  oonsideration  of  the 
Budget  I " 

Therewidi,  while  Sir  Isaac  fell  into  a  profound  aleep, 
the  Comedian  deliberately  emptied  his  pockets  on  tlta 
table;  and  arranging  gold  and  silver  before  him,  thrice 
carefully  counted  the  total,  and  then  divided  it  into 
sundry  small  heaps, 

"That's  for  the  bill,"  quoth  he,  — "Civil  Listr  a 
large  item.  That's  for  Sophy,  the  datlingi  She  shall 
have  a  teacher,  and  leom  nmaio, — Education  Oraat; 
Current  Expenses  for  the  next  fortnight;  Miscellane- 
ous Estimates;  tobacco,  — we  '11  call  that  Seoret-Servioe 
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Hone;.  Ah,  eounp,  —  vagnnt,  is  tii>t  Heaveii  kind  to 
thse  at  lastl  A  few  mon  such  nighta,  and  who  knowa 
bnt  tfaiua  old  age  may  have  other  roof  than  the  woik- 
honaet  And  Sophy  1  —  Ah,  what  of  herf  Meioifal 
Fn>Tidence,Bpare  my  life  till  Bhehaaoatgiowu  itaiuul  " 
A  tear  came  to  his  eye;  he  broahed  it  away  qniokly, 
aad  recovmting  bis  ntoney,  hummed  a  joyona  tone. 

The  door  opened;  Wufe  looked  ap  in  stapnaa, 
Bwee[»ng  his  hand  over  the  coins,  and  restoring  them 
to  his  pocket. 

The  Mayor  entered. 

As  Mr.  Hartopp  walked  slowly  up  the  room,  his  eye 
fixed  Waifa's;  and  that  eye  was  so  eeoiching,  though  so 
mild,  that  the  Comedian  felt  himself  ohange  color.  His 
gay  spirits  fell,  —  falling  lower  and  lower,  ths  nearer 
the  Mayor's  step  came  to  him;  and  when  Hartopp, 
without  speaking,  took  his  hand,  — not  in  compliment, 
not  in  congratulation,  but  pressed  it  as  if  in  deep  com- 
passion, Htill  looking  him  full  in  the  face,  with  ^io» 
pitying,  penetrating  eyes,  the  actor  experienced  a  sort 
of  shock,  as  if  he  were  read  through,  despite  all  his 
histrionic  disguises, — read  throi^h  to  his  heart's  ocoe; 
and,  as  silent  as  his  Tisitor,  sunk  back  on  his  ohair— 
abashed,  disooncerted. 

Mr.  H^btopp. — "Poormanl" 

Thb  Gohediak  (rousing  himself  with  an  effort,  hot 
still  confused). — "Down,  Sir  Isaac,  down!  Thisrisit, 
Mr.  Mayor,  is  an  fa<moT  which  may  well  take  a  dog  by 
■utprisel     Forgive  him  I  " 

Mb.  Habtopp  (patting  Sir  Isaac,  who  was  inqnist- 
tively  sniffing  his  gwments,  snd  drawing  a  ohair  close 
to  the  actor,  who  theieon  edged  his  own  chair  a  little 
away  —  in  vain;  for,  on  that  movement,  Hr.  Hartopp 
advanced  in  proportion).  — "Tour  dog  is  a  very  admira- 


.cy  Google 


262  WHAT  WILL  US  DO  WITH  IT? 

ble  and  dever  animal;  but  in  tite  exhibitioiL  of  a  learned 
dog,  there  is  Romething  which  tends  to  eadden  one.  By 
what  privations  has  he  been  foroed  oat  of  hia  natutal 
wayat  By  That  fastings  and  seren  usage  have  hia 
instincto  been  distorted  into  trioks  I  Hunger  is  a  stem 
teacher,  Mr.  Chapman;  and  to  those  whom  it  teaohoa, 
we  cannot  always  gire  praise  unmixed  with  pity." 

Tek  Comediah  (ill  at  ease  under  this  ^legorical 
tone,  and  Boiprised  at  a  quicker  intelligence  in  Mr. 
Haitopp  than  be  had  given  that  person  credit  for).  — 
"You  speak  like  an  oracle,  Mr.  Mayor;  but  that  dog, 
at  least,  has  been  mildly  educated  and  kindly  used. 
Inborn  genius,  sir,  will  have  ito  vent.  HumI  a  moat 
int«lligent  audiraee  honored  us  to-night;  and  our  bast 
thanks  ue  due  to  you." 

Mb.  Habtopp.  —  "Mr.  Chapman,  let  us  be  frank 
with  each  other,  I  am  not  a  clever  man,  —  perh^ie 
a  dull  one.  If  I  had  set  up  for  a  clever  man,  I  should 
not  be  where  I  am  now.  HushI  no  compliments.  But 
my  life  has  brought  me  into  frequent  contact  wit^  those 
who  soffer;  and  the  dullest  of  as  gain  a  certain  sharp- 
ness in  the  matters  to  which  our  observatiou  is  habit- 
ually drawn.  You  took  me  in  at  first,  it  is  true.  I 
thought  you  were  a  philanthropicol  humorist,  who 
might  have  crotchets,  as  many  benevolent  men,  with 
time  on  their  hands  and  money  in  their  pockets,  are 
apt  to  form.  But  when  it  came  to  the  bef^ing  hat  (I 
ask  yout  pardon,  — don't  let  me  offend  yoa),  —  when  it 
came  to  the  begging  hat,  I  recognised  the  man  who  wants 
philanthropy  &om  others,  and  whose  orotcheto  are  to  be 
regarded  in  a  proteasional  point  of  view.  Sir,  I  have 
come  here  alone,  because  I  alone  perhaps  see  the  case 
as  it  Tsally  is.  Will  you  confide  in  met  you  may  do  it 
safely.     To  be  plain,  who  and  what  are  you  I " 
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The  Gohedtait  (eTasively).  —  "Wliat  do  70a  take 
me  for,  Mr.  Mayor?  What  can  I  be  otber  than  an 
itinerant  Bhowman,  who  haa  had  resort  to  a  harmleaa 
stntagem  in  order  to  ohtoin  an  andienoe,  and  Breate  a 
Burprise  that  might  coT«r  the  naked  audacity  of  the 
'  begging  h&t ' !  " 

Mb.  Hastoff  (gravely). — "When  a  man  of  yonr 
ability  and  education  is  reduced  to  such  Btratagems,  he 
moat  have  committed  some  great  faulta.  Pray  Hearen 
it  be  no  WOtbb  than  faults!  " 

The  Ooxediak  (bitterly).  — "  That  is  alTays  tiie 
vay  with  the  proeperoua.  Is  a  man  nnfortnnate,  they 
Bay,  'Why  don't  he  help  himaelft'  Doea  he  try  to 
help  bimaelf,  they  eay,  'With  ao  much  ability,  why 
does  not  he  help  himself  better  1 '  Ability  and  educa- 
tion! Snares  and  Bpringea,  Mr.  Hayorl  Ability  and 
education !  the  two  worst  man-trs^  ttiat  a  poor  fellow  nn 
pnt  his  foot  into  I  Aha!  Did  not  yon  say,  if  yon  had 
set  up  to  be  clever,  yon  would  not  be  where  yon  now 
aret  A  wise  saying:  I  admire  you  for  it.  Well,  well, 
I  and  my  dt^  have  amused  your  townfolk;  they  have 
amply  repaid  as.  We  are  public  servants;  according  as 
we  act  in  public, — hiss  ua  or  applaud.  Are  we  to  sub- 
mit to  an  inquisition  into  out  private  characterl  Are  yon 
to  ask  how  many  mutton  bones  haa  that  dog  stolen !  how 
many  cats  has  he  worried  I  or  how  many  shirts  has  the 
showman  in  his  wallet!  how  many  debts  has  he  left 
behind  bimt  what  is  his  rent-roll  on  earth,  and  his 
account  with  Hearenl  —  go  and  put  those  questions  to 
ministers,  philosophers,  generals,  poets.  When  they 
have  acknowledged  your  right  to  put  them,  oome  to 
me  and  the  other  dogl" 

Mb.  Haetopp  (rising,  and  drawing  on  his  gloves).  — 
*  I  beg  youi  pardonl    I  have  done,  sir.     And  yet  I  oaa- 
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oeired  an  intwert  in  700.  It  u  becaoM  I  have  no  tal- 
ento  mjteli  that  I  admin  thoac  who  have.  I  felt  a 
moomfnl  aoziety,  too,  tor  yom  poor  little  giil,  —  oo 
young,  ao  engaging.  And  ia  it  necesauj  that  you 
should  bring  up  that  child  in  a  comae  of  life  certainly 
equivocal,  and  to  females  dangeroasi " 

The  Comedian  lifted  hia  eyes  auddenly,  vid  stared 
hard  at  the  face  of  hia  viaitoi,  and  in  that  foce  theie 
WBB  ao  much  of  benevolent  humanity,  —  so  much  sveet- 
neae  contending  with  authoritative  isbuke,  —  that  the 
vagabond'i  hardihood  gave  way;  he  struck  his  breast, 
and  groaned  aloud. 

Mb.  Haktofp  (preasing  on  the  advantage  he  hod 
gained). — "And  have  yon  no  alarm  for  her  health  1 
Do  you  not  eee  how  delicate  ehe  is  t  Do  yon  not  see 
tiuit  her  very  talent  coidbs  from  her  susceptibility  to 
emotions,  which  must  wear  her  away  I " 

Waifs. — "Ko.iiol  efa^,  stop,  liop!  you  terrify  me; 
you  break  my  heart.  Man,  nuui!  it  is  fdl  for  her  that 
I  toil,  and  show,  and  beg,  —  if  you  call  it  begging.  Do 
you  think  I  care  what  becomes  of  this  battered  hulkl 
Not  a  straw.  What  am  I  to  do T  What!  what!  You 
tell  me  to  confide  in  you,  —  wherefore !  How  can  yon 
help  me  T  Who  can  help  me )  Would  you  give  me  em- 
ployments What  am  I  fit  fori  Kothing!  You  could 
find  work  and  bread  for  an  Irish  laborer,  nor  ask  who 
01  what  he  was;  but  to  a  man  who  straya  towards  you, 
■eemingly  from  that  aphere  in  which,  if  poverty  enters, 
ehe  drops  a  courtesy,  and  is  called  '  genteel,'  you  tay, 
'  Hold,  produce  your  paasport ;  where  are  your  credeutiaU, 
—  references  I '  I  have  none.  I  have  slipped  out  «f  the 
world  I  once  moved  in.  I  can  no  mora  appeal  to  those 
I  knew  in  it  than  if  I  had  transmigrated  from  one  of  yon 
stars,  and  said, '  See  there  what  I  was  oncel '     Oh,  but 
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yon  do  not  think  she  looki  ill!  —  do  yotit  do  youl 
Wiettih  that  I  ami    And  I  thonglit  to  nve  berl  " 

Tha  old  man  tiemUed  from  head  to  foot,  aod  hia  ohaek 
was  as  pale  bb  ashea. 

Again  the  good  magiatrate  took  hia  haad,  but  this 
tima  tita  clasp  waa  eneooTaging.  "  Cheei  up ;  where 
then  ia  a  will  there  ia  a  way ;  you  justify  tiie  opinion 
I  formed  in  your  favor,  deajHte-  all  oircuiuBtancee  to  tha 
contmy.  When  t  asked  jon  to  confide  in  me,  it  VM 
not  from  eurioeity,  but  becauae  I  would  serve  you,  if  I 
can.  Reflect  on  what  I  have  eaid.  True,  yon  can 
know  bat  litUe  of  me.  Learn  what  ia  said  of  me  by 
my  naighbora  before  you  traat  me  further.  For  the  reat, 
to-monow  you  will  have  many  joopoeala  to  nnew  your 
peiformance.  Extmae  tag  if  I  do  not  actively  enooimge 
it.  I  will  not,  at  least,  intarfere  to  youi  detriment; 
but—" 

"But,"  exclaimed  Waife,  not  much  heeding  thia 
addnaa,  —  "but  yoQ  think  ehe  looks  illt  you  think 
thia  L8  isjniing  her  I  yon  ttunk  I  am  murdering  my 
grandchild,  —  my  angel  of  life,  my  alll" 

"  Not  BO ;  I  apoke  too  bluntly.     Tet  atill  —  " 

"  Tea,  yea;  yet  atill  —  " 

"  Still,  if  ycFU  love  her  ao  dearly,  would  yon  blont  het 
conseiBnoe  and  love  of  truth  1  Were  you  not  aa  im- 
poator  to-night  t  Would  you  ask  her  to  reverence,  and 
imitate,  and  pray  for  an  impoetort " 

"I  never  aaw  it  in  that  lightl"  fiiltered  Waife, 
atrook  to  the  aool;  "never,  nsvai;  ao  help  me 
Heaven  t " 

"I  felt  sure  you  did  not,"  said  the  Uayori  "yon 
aaw  but  the  sport  of  the  thing;  you  took  to  it  aa  « 
aohooiboy.     I  have  known  mai^  aueh  men,  with  high 
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aoinutl  spiritB  like  youn.  Such  men  eir  thonghtieealy ; 
bat  did  thsy  ever  iln  ixmsoioiul;,  the;  oonld  not  kwp 
thoM  high  epiritel  Good-night,  Mr.  Chapman,  I  shall 
bear  from  yon  ^^n." 

The  door  oloaed  on  the  form  of  the  viaitOT;  Waife's 
head  Bunk  on  hie  hroast,  and  all  Hie  deep  lines  upon 
brow  and  cheek  atood  forth,  recorda  of  mighty  ^e& 
revived,  —  a  oountenance  ao  altered,  now  its  innocent 
Bioh  play  iraa  gone,  that  you  would  not  have  known  ii. 
At  length  he  roee  very  quietly,  took  up  the  candle,  and 
Btole  into  Sophy's  room.  Shading  the  light  with  care- 
ful hand,  he  looked  (m  bei  face  as  she  elept.  The  smile 
was  still  upon  the  parted  lip,  —  the  child  was  etill  in 
the  fairy  land  of  dreame.  But  the  cheek  was  thinner 
than  it  had  been  weeks  ago,  and  the  little  hand  that 
rested  on  the  oorerlid  seemed  wasted.  Waife  took  that 
hand  noieelesBly  into  hie  own  1  it  was  hot  and  dry.  He 
dropped  it  wiUi  a  look  of  unutterable  fear  and  anguish, 
and  diaking  his  head  pitmualy,  stole  bask  again.  Seat- 
ing himself  by  the  table  at  which  he  bad  been  caught 
counting  his  gains,  he  folded  hie  aims,  and  rooted  his 
gate  on  the  flocff;  and  there,  motionlese,  and  as  if  in 
stupefied  suapenae  of  thought  iteelf ,  he  sat  till  the  dawn 
crept  over  the  tkj, —  till  the  sun  shone  into  the  windows. 
The  dog,  crouched  at  his  feet,  sometimes  started  up  and 
whined  as  to  attract  his  notice;  he  did  not  heed  it.  The 
clock  struck  six,  the  house  began  to  stir.  The  cham- 
hermaid  came  into  the  room;  Waife  roae  and  took  his 
hat,  brushing  its  nap  medianically  with  his  sleen.. 
"  Who  did  you  aay  was  the  beet  here ) "  he  asked  with 
a  vacant  emile,  touchii^;  the  chambermaid's  arm. 

"Sir!  the  beat— whatl" 

"The.  beet  doctor,   ma'am, — none  of   your    parish 
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spothecftriM;  the  best  physician,  —  Dr.  Oill,  did  70a 
My  Gillt  Thmk  70a;  hia  addnaB,  —  High  Street. 
Gloae  by,  ma'am."  With  Us  grand  bov  —  such  ia 
habitl  —  Gentlemtm  Waife  smiled  graciously,  and  left 
the  room.     Sir  laaao  atietched  himaelf  and  followed. 
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CHAFTEB  XVL 

In  vnrj  tMUrei  •odeCj  tben  ii  fbnnd  k  t*ob  of  men  who  retail 
the  initiiicti  of  tbe  aborigjiul  caimibal,  and  live  Dpcw  tbrir  fel- 
bwmeD  at  a  natnnl  food.  These  intereating  bat  fonoidable 
bipeds,  haritig  canght  theiT  Tictim,  ioTaiublj  select  one  put 
ot  bit  bod;  on  which  to  btten  tbeir  relentuii  grinden.  Tbe 
part  thnt  selected  it  pecoliarlj  micepCible,  Prondenee  haring 
made  it  alive  to  the  leatt  nibble ;  it  is  litnated  juat  above  the  hip- 
joint,  it  it  pratecCed  by  a  tegnment  of  sxqnitite  flbi«,  vulgarl; 
called  "Tujt  BHiKOBXt  FOCKH."  Hm  thoTODghbnd  Antbio- 
pophagite  ntnallj  begini  with  his  own  lelaticMit  and  frienda' 
and  to  long  aa  he  conflnei  hit  roracitj  to  the  domeatie  circle, 
the  Lawt  interfeie  little,  if  at  all.  with  hit  Teneiable  pmpenii- 
dei.  Bat  when  he  hat  exhanaCed  bH  that  allowi  itaeU  to  be 
edible  In  the  boaom  of  private  life,  the  Han-^ater  falla  looae  on 
Sodety,  and  takei  to  prowling,  —  then  "  Sanve  qui  pent  1 "  the 
Iawb  nnue  themaelTea,  put  on  their  tpectaelea,  call  for  their 
wigi  and  gowni,  and  the  Anthropophagite  tomed  prowler  it 
not  always  snre  of  bia  dinner.  It  is  when  he  has  airiTed  at  this 
itage  of  developnient  thlt  the  Han'«ater  becomea  of  Importanni, 
enteti  Into  the  domain  of  Hialoiy,  and  occa[uea  the  tbongbts  of 
HoialiMa. 

On  tite  same  momiag  in  irhich  Waifs  thna  vent  forth 
from  the  "  Saiacen'e  Head "  in  queat  of  the  doctor,  but 
at  a  lat«r  hour,  a  man,  who,  to  judge  by  the  elaborate 
smartneBB  of  his  attire,  and  the  jaunty  assurance  of  hia 
saunter,  must  hare  wandered  from  the  gay  purlieus  of 
Kegeut  Street,  threaded  his  way  along  the  silent  and 
desolate  thorough&res  that  intersect  the  remotest  dia- 
tricts  of  Bloomsbury.  He  stopped  at  the  turn  into  a 
small  street  still  more  sequestered  than  those  which  led 
to  it,  and  looked  up  to  the  angle  on  the  wall  wfaereon 
the  name  of  Hm  street  should  hare  been  inscribad.     But 
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the  wall  had  been  lately  whitewashed,  and  the  white- 
wash had  obUterated  the  expected  epigraph.  The  man 
mnttored  an  impatient  execTatdon ;  and  tunung  round  as 
if  to  mek  a  pasaonger  of  whom  to  malce  inquiij,  beheld 
on  ^e  opposite  eide  of  the  way  another  maxi  apparently 
engaged  in  the  tame  leeeaich.  InToluntotily  each  cioeaed 
OTer  the  road  towards  the  other. 

"  Fny,  sir, "  qnoth  the  Beoond  wayfarer  in  Uiat  desert, 
"  can  you  tell  me  if  this  ia  a  street  that  is  called  a  Place, 
—  Podden  Place,  Upper! " 

"  Sir,"  retomed  the  spmoer  way&ier,  "  it  is  the  qnes- 
tion  I  would  have  asked  of  you. " 


"  Very  strange  indeed  that  more  than  one  person  can, 
in  this  bosy  age,  employ  himself  in  diaooTering  a  Podden 
Placel  Not  a  soul  to  inquire  of;  not  a  shop  that  I  see; 
not  an  orang»«tallI  " 

"  Hal  "  cried  the  other,  in  a  hoarse,  sepolchial  voict^ 
—  "  hal  there  is  a  pofrJKiy  I  Boy  —  boy  —  boy  1  I  say  I 
Hold,  there!  holdl     la  this  Podden  Place,  —  Upper )  " 

"  Yes,  it  be,"  answered  the  pot-boy,  with  a  sleepy  aii, 
caught  in  that  sleepy  atmosphere ;  and  ohimii^  his  pew- 
ter against  an  area  rail  with  a  dull  dang,  he  chanted  forth 
"  Pots  oho)  "  wi&  a  note  as  dirge-like  as  tbat  which  in 
the  City  of  the  Flagoe  chanted,  "  Out  with  the  dead  I  " 

Ifeanwhile  the  two  wayfarers  exchanged  bows  and 
parted,  —  the  spmcer  way&rer,  whetiier  from  the  in- 
dulgence of  a  reflective  mood,  or  from  an  habitual  indif- 
feruice  to  things  and  persons  not  concaming  him,  ceased 
to  notice  his  fellow-solitary,  and  rather  busied  himself 
in  sundry  little  coquetries  ^pertaining  to  his  own  person. 
He  passed  his  hand  through  hia  hairj  re^irranged  the 
oock  of  his  hat;  looked  complacently  at  hia  boots,  which 
still  retained  the  gloas  of  the  morning's  Tarnish;  drew 
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down  his  wmtbuide ;  and,  in  a  void,  gave  sign  of  a  mui 
who  desires  to  make  an  effect,  and  feels  that  he  ought  to 
do  it.  So  occupied  was  he  in  thia  self-communs,  that 
when  he  stopped  at  length  at  aaa  of  the  small  doors  in 
Ihe  small  street,  and  lifted  his  hand  to  the  knocker,  he 
started  to  see  that  Wayfarer  the  Second  was  by  hia  side. 
The  two  men  now  examined  each  other  briefly  but 
deliberately.  Wayfarer  the  First  was  still  youn^  eeN 
tainly  handsome,  but  with  an  indeacribaUe  look  about  the 
eye  and  lip,  from  which  the  other  recoiled  with  an  in< 
stiuctiTe  awe,  — a  haid  look,  a  cynical  look,  a  sidelon^^ 
quiet,  defying,  lemorseleaa  look.  His  clothes  wen  so 
new  of  gloas  that  they  seemed  pat  on  for  the  first  time, 
were  shaped  to  the  prevailing  fashion,  and  of  a  taste  for 
colors  leae  subdued  than  is  usual  with  £nglishmen,  yet 
still  such  BE  a  person  of  good  mien  could  wear  without  in- 
curring the  charge  of  vulgarity,  &ough  liable  to  that  ot 
eelf-conceit.  If  you  doubted  that  the  man  were  a  gentle- 
man, you  would  have  been  puzsled  to  guess  what  else  he 
could  be.  Were  it  not  for  the  look  we  have  mentioned, 
and  which  was  periiape  not  habitual,  his  appearance 
mi|^t  Aave  been  called  pieposseasing.  In  his  figure 
there  was  the  grace,  in  hia  step  the  elaatidiy  which  «xne 
bom  just  proportions  and  muscular  strength.  In  his 
hand  he  'tarried  a  supine  switch-stick,  slight  and  iono- 
coous  to  :  .(.pearance,  hut  weighted  at  the  handle  after  the 
fitshion  of  a  life-preaerver.  The  tone  of  his  voice  was 
not  displeasing  to  the  ear,  though  there  might  be  some- 
thing artifidal  in  the  swell  of  it:  Hie  sort  of  tons  men 
assume  when  they  desire  to  seem  more  frank  and  off- 
hand than  belongs  to  their  nature,  — a  sort  of  rcdlicking 
tone,  which  is  to  the  voice  what  swagger  is  to  th?  gait 
Still  that  look  I — it  prodtuwd  on  you  the  effect  which 
might  be  created  hy  some  strange  animal,  not  withcrut 
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boftuty,  bnt  deadly  to  man.  Wayfarer  tlie  Seoond  vas 
big  and  bnily,  middle-aged,  laiga-whiBkeied,  —  his  oom- 
plexion  dirty.  He  woi«  a  wig,  — a  wig  evident,  onmie- 
takable,  a  wig  curled  and  nuty,  — over  the  wig  a  dingy 
white  bat.  His  black  stock  fitted  tight  romid  his  throat, 
and  across  his  breast  he  had  thrown  the  folds  of  a  Scotch 
plaid. 

Wattaebb  the  riBST.  —  "  Yon  call  here,  too,  — 
on  Mrs.  Ciane  t " 

Wayvabeb  the  ssgoits. —  "  Mrs.  Crane t— you  toot 
Strange  I  " 

Watvabbb  teb  pibst  (with  constrained  civility).  — 
"  Sir,  I  call  on  businese,  —  private  business. " 

Wattabbb  the  second  (with  candid  enrlinesB).  — 
"So  do  I." 

WATyABBB   THE   FIB8T. — "Oh!  " 

Watfabeb  THE  SBcoKD. — "Hsl  the  locks  unbttrl  " 

The  door  opened,  and  an  old,  meagre  woman-eravant 
presented  herself. 

Watfabes  the  riBBT  (gliding  before  the  big  man 
with  a  eerpeat'e  undulating  celerity  of  movemoat).  — 
"  Mrs.  Ciane  lives  here  !  "  —  "  Yes. "  "  She  'e  at  home, 
I  sapposel  "  —  "  Yes!  "  "  Take  up  my  card;  say  I 
ocane  alone,— not  with  this  gentleman." 

Wayfarer  the  Second  eeems  to  have  been  rather  pat 
out  by  the  manner  of  hie  rival.     He  recedes  a  step. 

"  You  know  the  lady  of  this  mansion  well,  sir  t  " 

"  Extremely  well. " 

"Hal  then  I  yield  you  the  precedence;  I  yield  it,  sir, 
but  conditionally.     You  will  not  be  longl " 

"  Not  a  moment  longer  than  I  can  help ;  the  land  will 
be  clear  for  yon  in  an  hour  or  less." 

"Or  less;  so  please  you,  let  it  be  or  lese.     Servant, 
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'  Six,  yonis.  Gome,  my  H«b»;  tmok  ths  dancera,  — 
that  is,  go  up  the  atoiis,  and  let  me  iwww  the  dreams  of 
yonth  in  the  eyea  of  Belial " 

The  old  woman,  meanwhile,  had  been  turning  orer  tiie 
card  in  her  withered  palm,  looking  £rom  the  card  to  the 
visitor's  face,  and  then  to  the  card  hgcan,  and  munbliiig 
to  herself.     At  length  she  spoke,  — 

"You,  Mr.  Losdy,  —  youl  —  Jaq>er  Loee^I  how 
you  be  changed  I  what  ha'  ye  done  to  yourself  t  when 's 
your  oomeliness  f  where  'e  the  look  that  atole  ladies' 
hearts)  —  you,  Jasper  Losely !  you  are  his  goblini  " 

"  Hold  your  peace,  old  hussy  I  "  eaid  the  visitor, 
evidently  annoyed  at  ranarks  so  dispan^ng.  "  I  am 
Jasper  Losely,  more  bionied  of  cheek,  more  iron  of 
hand."  He  raised  hia  ewitch  with  a  threatening  gesture 
that  m^ht  be  in  play,  for  the  lips  wore  smiles,  or  might 
be  in  earnest,  for  the  brows  were  bent ;  and  pushing  into 
the  passage,  and  shutting  the  door,  said,  "  le  your  mis-  . 
tress  upstairs!  show  me  to  her  room,  or  —  "  The  old 
crone  gave  him  one  ai^iy  glance,  which  sunk  frightened 
beneath  the  cruel  gleam  of  his  eyes,  and  hastening  op 
the  stftits  wil^  a  quicker  stride  than  her  age  seamed  to 
warrant,  cried  out,  "Mistress,  mistress  I  here  is  iir, 
LosBlyl  —  Jasper  Losely  himself  1 "  By  the  time  the 
visitor  bad  reached  the  landing-place  of  tbe  first  floor,  a 
*  female  form  had  emei^^ed  from  a  room  above ;  —  a  female 
face  peered  over  the  banisters.  Losely  looked  up,  and 
started  as  be  saw  it.  A  hazard  face,  —  the  face  of  one 
over  whose  life  theifl  has  passed  a  blight.  When  last 
seen  by  him  it  bad  possessed  beauty,  though  of  a  mas- 
culine lathei  than  womanly  character.  Now  of  ttiat 
beauty  not  a  trace  I  —  the  cheeks,  sunk  and  hollow,  left 
the  nose  sharp,  long,  beaked  as  a  bird  of  pray.  The 
hair,  once  glossy  in  its  ebon  hue,  now  grizzled,   liar^li, 
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aeglected,  hnng  in  tortuied  tangled  meahes,  —  a  study 
for  an  aitut  who  would  pftint  a  fury.  But  the  eyeti  were 
bright,  —  hrighter  than  ever ;  bright  now  with  a  glare 
tiiat  hghted  up  the  whole  face  bending  over  the  man. 
In  tboee  burning  eyes  was  there  lore  1  was  there  hate  t 
was  there  welcome  t  was  then  menace  t  ImpoaaiblB  to 
distingui^;  but  at  least  one  might  perceive  that  there 
was  joy. 

"So,"Baid  l^e  voice  from  above, — "eowe  do  meet 
at  last,  Jeaper  Losely;  you  are  cornel  " 

Drawing  a  loose  kind  of  dreasing-rohe  more  closely 
round  her,  tiie  mistress  of  the  house  now  descended  the 
stairs,  —  rapidly,  flit&^ly,  with  a  step  noiseless  as  a 
spectre's,  and,  giaspii^  Losely  firmly  by  the  hand,  led 
him  into  the  chill,  dank,  sunless  drawing-room,  gasing 
into  his  face  fixedly  all  the  while. 

He  winced  and  writhed.  "There,  Uiere,  let  us  sit 
down,  my  dear  Mra.  Crane." 

"  And  once  I  was  called  Bella. " 

"Ages  agot  Bastal  All  Utings  have  their  end. 
Do  take  those  eyes  of  yours  off  my  face;  they  were 
always  so  bright  I — and  —  really  now  they  are  perfect 
buming-glaaseel  How  close  it  iel  Feohl  I  am  dead 
tiled.  May  I  ask  for  a  glass  of  water,  —  a  drop  of  wine 
in  it;  or — brandy  will  do  as  welll " 

"  Ho  I  you  have  come  to  btandy  and  morning  drams, 

—  eh,  Jasper  t  "  said  Mrs.  Crane,  with  a  struige  dreary 
accent.  "  I,  too,  once  tried  if  fire  cooild  bom  np  thought, 
but  it  did  not  succeed  with  me;  that  is  years  ago;  — and 

—  Uiere  —  see  the  bottles  are  full  still  I " 

While  thus  speaking,  she  had  unlocked  a  chiffonnier 
of  the  riiape  usually  found  in  "  genteel  lodgings,"  and 
taken  out  a  leaUiem  apiTitcase  containing  four  botUee, 
with  a  couple  of  wine-glasses.     This  case  she  placed  on 
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tiie  table  before  Mr.  Loaely,  and  contemplated  liim  at 
leisure  while  he  helped  himself  to  the  ist  spirita. 

Aa  ahe  thns  stood,  an  acute  student  of  Lavater  mi^tt 
have  lecogniied,  in  her  haish  aod  wasted  countenaaoe, 
signs  of  an  original  nature  superior  to  that  of  her  visitor; 
on  her  knitted  brow,  a  sense  higher  in  quality  than  on 
his  smooth  low  forehead ;  on  her  straight  stem  Up,  less 
cause  for  distraat  than  in  the  false  good-homor  which 
curved  his  handsome  mouth  into  that  smile  of  the  fickle, 
—  which,  resp(Miding  to  mirth  but  not  to  affection,  is 
often  lighted  and  never  warmed.  It  is  txne  that  in  that 
set  pressure  of  her  lip  there  might  be  cmeltj',  and,  still 
more,  the  secretiveness  which  can  harbor  deceit;  and  yet, 
by  the  nervous  workings  of  that  lip,  when  relieved  from 
such  pressure,  you  would  judge  the  woman  to  be  rather, 
by  natural  temperament,  passionate  and  impulsive,  than 
systematically  cruel  or  deliberately  false,  —  false  or  ooel 
only  aa  some  predominating  paasioa  became  the  soul's 
absolute  tyrant,  and  adopted  the  tyrant's  vices.  Above 
all,  in  those  very  lines  destructive  to  beauty  that  had 
been  ploughed,  not  by  time,  over  her  sallow  dieeka, 
there  was  written  the  susceptibility  to  giie^  to  shame, 
to  the  Benae  of  fall,  which  was  not  visiUe  in  the  nnre- 
flective  reckless  aspect  of  the  sleek  human  animal  before 
her. 

In  the  room,  t<Mi,  there  were  some  evidences  of  a 
et)ltivat«d  taste.  On  the  walls,  book-shelvea,  containing 
volumes  of  a  decorous  and  severe  literature,  such  as 
careful  parents  allow  to  studious  daughters,  —  the  stately 
masterpieces  of  F^uelon  and  Bacine;  selections,  approved 
by  boarding-schools  from  Taaso,  Dante,  Hetastasio; 
amongst  E^lish  authors,  —  Addiaon,  Johnaon,  Blair 
(his  lectures  as  well  as  sermons) ;  elementary  works  on 
such  sciences  as  admit  female  neophytes  into  their  por- 
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tieOB,  it  not  into  Qieiz  p«netroliat  — botany,  chemisbf, 
astronomy.  Fiim  aa  aoldiera  on  paiade  atood  the  books, 
— not  a  gap  in  their  lanlu,  — eyidently  nevoi  now  dia- 
placed  for  locreation;  well  bound,  yet  faded,  dosty, — 
relics  of  k  Ig^ne  life.  Some  of  them  miglit  perhaps 
hare  bemi  prisM  at  echool,  or  birthday  gifts  bom  proud 
relations.  There,  too,  on  the  table,  near  the  spirit-case, 
lay  open  a  onoe  haodaiMiie  workboz,  —  no  silks  now  on 
the  skeleton  reels;  discolored,  but  not  b;  oae,  in  its  nest 
of  tamiahed  silk  slept  the  golden  tliimUe.  There,  too, 
in  the  oomsr,  near  a  mosi&etand  piled  high  with  musical 
cconpoeitioua  of  vsrious  sohoola  and  graduated  complexity, 
fe>m  "  leasona  for  beginners  "  to  the  msxA  arduous  gamut 
of  a  Gennan  oratorio,  slunk  pethetically  a  poor  lut«-barp, 
the  strings  loug  since  brokm.  There,  t<x^  by  the  win- 
dow, hong  a  wire  birdrcBge^  the  bird  long  since  dead. 
In  a  word,  round  the  woman  gutng  on  Jasper  Losely, 
as  he  oomplaoentlj  dnnk  his  brandy,  grouped  the  forlorn 
tokens  of  an  early  state,  —  the  lost  golden  age  of  happy 
girlish  studies,  of  harmless  girlish  tastes. 

"  Baata,  —  eno', "  said  Mr.  Losely,  pushing  aside  the 
gloss  which  he  had  twice  filled  and  twice  drained,  — 
"  to  businen.  Let  tue  see  the  child,  —  I  feel  up  to  it 
now," 

A.  darker  ahade  fell  over  Arabella  Crane's  face,  as  she 
•aid,— 

"  Tba  child,  —  she  is  not  here  I  I  have  disposed  of 
her  long  ago." 

"Ehl— disposed  of  her  I  what  do  you  mean  1 " 

"  Do  yon  ask  as  if  you  feared  I  had  put  her  out  of  the 
world  t  No  I  Well,  then,  — you  ooma  to  England  to 
see  the  childl  You  nuss — you  love,  the  child  of  that 
— of  that  —  "  She  paused,  checked  herself,  and  added 
in  an  altered  voioe^  —  "of  that  honest,  high-minded  gen 
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UewQDiim,  whose  memoi;  mitBt  be  bo  deu  to  me,  —  yon 
love  that  child;  7017  natui&l,  Jasper." 

"  Love  herl  a  child  I  heve  scaroely  seen  einoe  nhe  ms 
bom! — do  talk  cominati-mue.  No.  Bat  have  I  not 
told  you  that  she  ought  to  be  money's  varth  to  me,  — 
ay,  and  she  shall  be  yet^  despite  that  prood  mao's  dis- 
dainful insolence." 

"  That  proud  man,  —  what  I  you  hare  ventnrod  to  ad- 
dress him — rieit  him  — tdnce  your  return  to  England  t" 

"  Of  coufse.  That  'a  what  brought  me  over.  I  ima- 
gined the  man  would  rejoioe  at  what  I  tcdd  him,  —  open 
his  purse^trings,  lamh  blessinga  and  bank-notes.  Asd 
the  brute  would  not  even  believe  me,  —  all  because  —  " 

"  Because  you  had  sold  the  right  to  be  believed  before. 
I  told  you,  when  I  took  the  child,  that  you  would  never 
succeed  tiieie,  — that  I  would  never  enoonrage  you  in 
the  attempt.  But  you  had  eold  the  future  as  you  sold 
your  past,  — too  cheaply,  it  seems,  Jasper." 

"  Too  cheaply,  indeed.  "Who  could  evet  have  sup- 
posed that  I  should  have  been  fobbed  off  with  such  a 
pittance  t  " 

"Who,  indeed,  Jasper t  You  were  made  to  spend 
fortunes,  and  call  them  pittances  when  spent^  Jaspwl 
You  should  have  been  a  prince,  Jasper,  —soch  princdy 
tastes!  Trinkets  and  dress,  horses  and  dice,  and  plenty 
of  ladies  to  look  and  die.  Such  princely  spirit  too  I  — 
bounding  all  return  for  loyal  sacrifice  to  the  honor  you 
vouchsafed  in  accepting  it!  " 

Uttering  this  embittered  irony,  which  neveithelest 
seemed  rather  to  please  than  to  ofTend  her  guest,  she 
kept  moving  about  the  room,  and  (whether  from  some 
drawer  in  the  fumitute,  or  from  her  own  person,  Loeely's 
cArelesB  eye  did  not  observe)  she  suddenly  drew  fcvth  a 
miniature,  and,  placing  it  before  him,  exclaimed,  "  Ah, 
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but  yon  ase  altend  boia  those  days;  see  what  foa.thw' 
were! " 

Loself 'e  gaze,  thus  abruptly  invited,  fixed  itself  on  the 
effigies  of  a  youth  eminently  handsome,  and  of  that  kind 
of  beauty  which,  without  being  efE^minate,  approaches 
to  the  fineness  and  brilliancy  of  the  female  countenance, 
—a  beauty  which  renden  its  pcogcnaor  inconveniently 
ccmspicuouB,  and  too  often,  by  winning  that  ready  admi- 
raUcm  vhioh  it  costs  no  effinrt  to  obt^n,  withdnws  the 
desire  of  applause  from  successes  to  be  achieved  by  labor, 
and  hardens  egotism  by  the  ezcnaes  it  lends  to  salf-eBteem. 
It  b  true  that  this  handsome  foce  had  not  the  elevation 
bestowed  by  thoughtful  expression  ^  bat  Uioaghtful  ex- 
pression  is  not  the  attribute  a  painter  seeks  to  give  to  the 
abstract  comeliness  of  early  youth,  —  and  it  is  seldom  to 
be  acquired  without  that  constitutional  wear  and  tear 
which  is  injurious  to  mere  physical  beauty.  And  over  - 
the  whole  countenance  was  diffused  a  sonny  light;  Uia 
freshness  of  buxom  health,  of  luxuriant  vigor,  —  so  that 
even  that  arrogant  vanity  which  an  acute  observer  might 
have  detected  as  the  prevailing  mental  chaiacteristic, 
seemed  but  a  glad  exultation  in  the  gifts  of  benignant 
Nature.  Not  there  the  look  which,  in  the  matured  man, 
gazing  on  the  bright  ghost  of  his  former  self,  might  have 
daunted  the  tjmid  and  Warned  the  wise.  "  And.  I  was 
like  this!  True!  I  remember  well  when  it  was  taken, 
and  no  one  called  it  flattering,"  said  Mr.  Loedy,  with 
pathetic  aelf-condoUnoe.  "But  I  can't  be  very  much 
changed,"  he  added,  with  a  half  laugh.  "At  my  age 
one  may  have  a  manlier  look,  yet  —  " 

"Yet  still  be  handsome,  Jasper,"  said  Mrs.  Crane. 
"  Ton  are  so.     But  look  at  me,  —  what  am  1 1 " 

"Oh,  a  very  fine  woman,  my  dear  Crane,  —  always 
WNe.     But  you  n^lect  yourself;  you  should  not  do 
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that:  keep  it  tip  to  t^  last  Wall,  but  to  ntani  to 
tbe  child.  Yon  have  dispoeed  of  her  withoat  my  ooa- 
aent,  withont  letting  me  know." 

"  Letting  70U  knowl  How  raaay  yeaia  is  it  eince  70a 
even  gave  me  your  addieeet  NeTer  fear,  she  is  in  good 
hands. " 

"  Whose  t    At  all  events  I  nuut  see  her." 

"Beehetl     What  fort" 

"What  fort  Hang  it^  it  is  natiml  that,  now  I  am  in 
England,  I  ahoold  at  least  wish  to  kntm  what  she  is 
like.  And  I  think  it  very  strange  that  70U  should  send 
her  away,  and  then  make  all  theaa  difficulties.  What 's 
your  object  1    I  don't  understand  it." 

"My  object t  What  conld  be  my  object  hut  to  serve 
yout  At  youi  raqnest  I  took,  fed,  reared  a  child,  whom 
yoa  conld  not  expect  me  to  Iota,  at  my  own  cost.  Did 
I  ever  ask  you  for  a  shilling  T  I>id  I  ever  soffer  you  to 
give  me  one  1  Xevei  I  At  last,  hearing  no  mora  fnyin 
you,  and  what  little  I  heard  of  you  making  me  think 
that,  if  anything  happened  to  me  (and  I  was  very  ill  at 
the  tjme),  you  conld  only  find  her  a  bniden,  — at  last, 
I  say,  the  old  man  came  to  me,  —  you  had  given  him 
my  address,  —  and  he  offered  to  take  her,  and  I  con- 
sented.    She  is  with  him, " 

"The  old  mani  She  is  with  himi  And  where  is 
hel" 

"I  dont  know." 

"Humph;  how  does  he  liret  Osn  he  have  gotany 
money  t " 

"I  don't  know." 

"Did  any  old  friends  take  himnpt" 

"  Would  he  go  to  old  friendsl  " 

Ht.  LoBcly  tossed  off  two  fresh  glasses  (rf  Inandy,  om 
after  the  other,  and,  rising,  walked  to  and  fro  the  mam. 
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hia  hands  buried  in  faia  pooketa,  and  in  no  comfortable 
Tein  of  reflection.  Ai  length  lie  panaed  and  said:  "  W^ 
upon  tiie  vhole,  I  don't  see  wbat  I  oould  do  vitb  the 
gill  jnst  at  pieseal^  tboiigh,  of  coune,  I  ought  to  know 
whan  she  la,  and  with  whom.  Tell  me,  Hxs.  Ciane, 
what  18  she  like,  — pretty  or  plainl " 
"  I  suppose  the  cMt  would  be  called  pretty,  — by  atuoB 


'  Very  pretty  T  handsome  t "  asked  Losely,  abmptlr. 

"  Handsome  or  not,  what  does  it  signify  t  What  good 
comes  of  beauty  I  You  had  beauty  enough  i  what  have 
you  done  with  it  I  " 

At  that  question  Loeely  drew  himself  up  with  a  sod- 
den loftiness  of  look  and  gesture,  whisl^  though  prompted 
but  by  offended  vanity,  improved  the  expression  of  the 
cooutenance,  aud  restored  to  it  much  of  its  earlier  char- 
acter. Mrs.  Crane  gaied  on  him,  etsrtled  into  sdmira- 
tion;  and  it  was  in  an  altered  voices  half  reproaobfol, 
half  bitter,  that  she  continued,  — 

"And  now  that  you  are  satisfied  about  her,  hare 
you  no  questionB  to  ask  about  me,  —  what  I  do,  how 
I  livel"  . 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Crane,  I  know  that  you  are  oomfoTt- 
ably  0^  and  were  uever  of  a  meroanaiy  temper.  I  bust 
you  are  happy,  and  so  forth,  —  I  wish  I  were ;  things 
don't  prosper  with  rae.  If  you  oould  oonvaniently  lend 
me  a  five-pound  note  —  " 

"You  would  borrow  of  me,  Jasper!  Abl  you  oome 
to  me  in  your  trouUes.  You  shall  havs  the  money,  — 
five  pounds,  ten  pounds,  what  you  please,  but  you  will 
call  again  for  it,  — you  need  me  now;  you  will  not  ut- 
terly desert  me  now  t " 

"Best  of  oreaturesi — never  1 "  He  seised  her  hand 
and  kissed  it.     She  withdrew  it  quickly  bom  bis  da^ 
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sod,  gUndng  over  him  from  head  to  foot,  said,  "But 
are  yoa  leslly  in  wantl  —  you  axe  well  dteBBed,  Jaaperi 
timt  yoa  always  wei«. " 

"  Not  alwaya;  thme  days  ago  very  much  the  leTorse; 
but  I  hare  had  a  tiifling  aid,  and  —  " 

"Aid  in  England  1  from  whom!  where  1  Kot  torn 
him  whom,  you  say,  you  had  the  courage  to  aeek  t " 

"  From  whom  else  t  Have  I  do  claiml  A  miseraUe 
alms  flung  to  me.  Curse  himi  I  tell  you  that  man's 
look  and  language  eo  galled  me^  —  so  galled, "  echoed 
Loaely,  Htiiftjng  his  hold  from  the  top  of  his  switch  to 
the  centre,  and  bringing  the  murderous  weight  of  the 
load  down  on  the  palm  of  his  other  hand,  "  that,  if  his 
eye  Iiad  quitted  mine  foi  a  moment,  I  think  I  must  hare 
biained  him,  and  been  —  " 

"  Hanged!  "  said  Mrs.  Ciane. 

"  Of  course,  hanged, "  letumod  Loaely,  resuming  the 
Koklees  voice  and  manner  in  which  then  was  that  pecu- 
liar levity  which  cornea  from  hardness  of  hearty  as  from 
the  steel's  hardness  comes  the  blade's  play.  "  But  if  a 
man  did  not  sometimes  forget  conaeqaencee,  there  woold 
be  an  end  of  the  gallows.  I  am  glad  that  his  eye  never 
(eft  mine. "  And  the  leaden  head  of  the  switch  fell  with 
«  dull,  dumb  sound  on  the  floor. 

Mrs.  Crane  made  no  immediate  rejoinder,  but  fixed  rat 
her  lawless  visitor  a  gaze  in  which  there  was  no  w<ananly 
fear  (though  Loeely's  aspect  and  gesture  might  have  sent 
a  thrill  through  the  nerves  of  many  a  hardy  man),  but 
which  was  not  without  womanly  compassion,  hec  ootmte- 
nance  gradually  softening  more  and  moi^  as  if  under  the 
influence  of  reodlections  monmfnl  but  not  hostale.  At 
length  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  "Poor  Jasper  I  Xs  all 
the  vain  ambition  that  made  you  so  false  ahmok  into  a 
ferocity  that  finds  you  so  powerless  I    Would  your  ex- 
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iatenee,  after  all,  haye  been  harder,  poorer,  meaner,  if 
jronr  faith  had  been  kept  to  me  t " 

Erideuflf  disHking  that  turn  in  the  canvenation,  but 
checking  a  reply  vhich  mi^t  have  been  mde  had  no 
visions  of  fire  ponnda  —  ten  ponnda  —  loomed  in  the 
distance,  Hr.  Loeely  said;  "Pshawl  Bella,  pehawl  I 
was  a  fool,  I  daresay,  and  a  aad  dog,  —  a  very  sad  dog ; 
bat  I  had  ahrays  the  greatest  r^aid  for  yon,  and  always 
diaUl  Hillo,what's»iatt  A  knock  at  the  door  1  Oh. 
by  the  by,  a  queer-looking  man,  in  a  white  hat,  called  at 
the  same  time  I  did,  to  see  you  on  private  borineaa,  — 
gave  way  to  me ;  said  he  should  come  again,  —  may  I 
a^  who  he  iat" 

"  I  cannot  gnesa;  no  one  ever  calls  h«r«  tm  bosinesa 
except  tiie  tax-gatherer." 

The  old  woman-eervant  now  entered.  "  A  gmtleman, 
ma'am,  — says  his  name  is  Bugge." 

"Bngge,  —  Sugge;  let  me  think." 

"  I  am  here,  Mrs.  Crane, "  swd  the  manlier,  striding 
in.  "  Tou  don't  perhaps  call  me  to  mind  by  name;  bat 
—oho  —  not  gone,  sirl    Do  I  intrude  prematoiely  t " 

*  No,  I  hare  done ;  good-day,  my  dear  Mrs.  Crane. " 

"Stay,  Jasper.  I  remember  yoa  now,  Mr.  Bugge; 
take  a  chair," 

She  whispered  a  few  words  into  Loeely'e  ear,  then 
tamed  to  fbe  msnager,  and  said  alood,  "  I  nw  yoa  at 
Mr.  Waife's  lodging,  at  the  time  he  had  that  bad 
accident. " 

"  And  I  had  the  honor  to  accompany  you  home,  ma'am, 
and  —  but  shall  I  speak  oat  before  this  gentleman  t  " 

"Certainly;  you  see  he  is  listening  to  you  with  at- 
traition.  This  gentleman  and  I  have  no  secrets  from 
each  ottier.  What  has  become  of  that  person!  This 
gentleman  wishes  to  know." 
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LosBLT. — "Tee,  sir,  I  wish  to  know,  —  partiouUrif.'' 

BuQQE.  —  "  So  do  I  i  that  ia  portly  what  I  came  about. 
ITon  aiB  aware,  X  thinTr,  ma'am,  that  I  eogaoed  ^™  and 
Juliet  AramintA,  — that  ia,  Sophy." 

LosBLT.  — "Sophy,  ^eufta^  them,  air;  howl " 

Buaos.  —  "  Theatoical  line,  air,  —  Bttgge's  Exhibi- 
tion; he  waa  a  great  actor  once,  that  fellow  Waife." 

LoaxLT. — "Oh,  actor!  —  well,  air,  go  on." 

BuGOB  (who  in  the  couiae  of  hia  addzese  toma  from 
the  lady  to  the  gentleman,  from  the  gentleman  to  %e 
lady,  with  appropriate  gestoie  am)  appealing  look). — 
"  But  he  became  a  wreck,  a  block  of  a  man;  lost  an  eye 
and  his  voice  too.  However,  to  serve  bim,  I  took  hia 
grandchild  and  him  too.  He  left  me,  — shamefully,  — 
and  ran  off  with  his  grandchild,  sir.  Now,  ma'am,  to 
be  plain  wil^  you,  that  little  girl  I  looked  upon  aa  my 
property,  —  a  very  valuable  proper^.  She  ia  worth  a 
great  deal  to  me,  and  I  have  been  done  out  of  her.  If 
you  can  help  me  to  get  her  "batik,  articled  and  eng^ed 
say  for  throe  years,  I  am  willing  and  happy,  ma'am,  to 
pay  something  handsome,  -—uncommon  handsome." 

iias.  Cbaitb  (loftily).  —  "  Speak  to  that  gentleman, 
—  he  may  treat  with  you." 

LosBLT.  —  "  What  do  you  call  uncommon  handsome, 
Mr.  — Mr.  Tnf^el" 

BueoB.  —  "Buggel  air;  we  sha'n't  dieagree,  I  hope, 
|ffovided  you  have  the  power  to  get  Waife  to  bind  the 
girl  to  me." 

LosKLY.  —  "I  may  have  the  power  to  txansfer  the 
young  lady  to  your  care,  —  young  kdy  is  a  mora  respectful 
phrase  than  girl,  —  and  possibly  to  dispense  witii  Mr. 
Waife'a  consent  to  such  arrangement.  But  excuse  me  if 
I  say  that  I  must  know  a  little  mora  of  yourself,  before 
I  could  promise  to  exert  such  a  power  on  your  behalf." 
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Bvees.  — "  Sir,  I  AaH  be  pioiid  to  improve  our 
aoqaaiiitance.  Ab  to  Waife,  thB  old  vagsbond,  he  has 
injuied  and  &£&onted  me,  dr.  I  don't  bear  malice,  but 
I  have  a  apiht,  — Britons  have  &  spirit,  au.  And  yon 
irill  remember,  ma'am,  that  when  I  sooompanied  yon 
home,  I  obeerved  that  Mr.  Waife  was  a  mysterious  man, 
and  had  apparency  known  better  days ;  and  that  when 
a  man  is  mysteriouB,  and  falls  into  the  aear  and  yellow 
leaf,  ma'am,  without  that  which  should  acoompany  old 
age,  sir,  one  has  a  right  to  suspeot  that  some  time  or 
other  he  has  done  something  or  other,  ma'am,  which 
makes  him  fear  lest  the  very  atones  prate  of  his  where- 
about, BX.  And  you  did  not  deny,  ma'am,  that  the 
mystery  was  BUBpiciouB,  but  you  said,  viQi  unoommon 
good  sense,  that  it  was  nothing  to  me  what  Mr.  Waife 
had  once  been,  so  long  as  he  was  of  use  to  me  at  that 
particular  season.  Since  then,  eir,  he  has  ceased  to  be 
of  use,  —  ceased,  too,  in  the  unfaandsomeet  manner. 
And  if  yon  would,  ma'am,  from  a  sense  of  justice,  just 
unravel  the  mystery,  put  me  in  poasesiion  of  the  secret 
it  might  make  that  base  man  of  use  to  ma  again,  —  give 
me  a  fauidle  over  him,  dr,  so  that  I  might  awe  him  into 
restoring  my  property,  as,  morally  speaking,  Juliet  At&- 
minta  most  undoubtedly  is.  That  'a  why  I  call,  leaving 
my  company,  to  which  I  am  a  father,  orphans  for  ttie , 
present.  But  I  have  missed  that  little  girl,  —  that 
young  lady,  mi.  I  called  her  a  phenomenon,  ma'am,  — 
missed  her  much;  it  is  natural,  sir;  I  appeal  to  yon. 
Ho  man  can  be  done  out  of  a  valuable  property  and  not 
feel  it,  if  he  has  a  heart  in  his  boson.  And  if  I  had 
her  haok  safe,  I  should  indulge  ambition.  I  have  al- 
ways had  ambition.  The  theatre  at  York,  sir,  —  that 
is  my  ambition;  I  had  it  from  a  child,  sir;  dreamed  of 
it  three  times,  ma'am.     If  I  had  back  my  property  in 
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that  phsBomeoioii,  I  would  go  at  the  thing,  aUp  buig,  take 
the  Yo^  and  hring  out  the  phenomBnon,  with  a  claw  I  " 

LoBELY  (mueiDgly).  — "  Yon  say  the  young  ladj  is  & 
phenomenon,  and  for  this  phenomenon  you  ue  willing 
to  pay  something  haadeome,  —  a  vague  expieeaian.  Fat 
it  into  £  *.  d." 

BcoQB.  — "  Sii,  if  she  can  be  bonnd  to  me  legally 
for  three  years,  I  would  give  £100.  I  did  offer  to  Waife 
£60,  —to  you,  air,  £100." 

Loeety's  eyea  flaahed,  and  his  hands  opened  resUesBly. 
"  But,  confound  it,  where  is  ehe  t    Have  you  no  clew  I  " 

BuQSB.  —  "Ko,  taut  we  can  easily  find  one;  it  was 
not  worth  my  while  to  hunt  them  up,  before  I  was  quite 
sure  that,  if  I  n^ained  my  property  in  Hat  phenomenon, 
the  law  would  protect  it. " 

Mrs.  Obaitk  (moving  to  the  door).  — "Well,  Ja^r 
Loeely,  you  will  eell  the  young  lady,  I  doubt  not;  and 
when  you  have  sold  her,  let  me  know."  She  come  hack 
and  whispered,  "  Yon  will  not  perhaps  now  want  money 
from  me,  but  I  shall  see  yon  again;  for,  if  you  would 
find  the  child,  you  will  need  my  aid." 

"  Certainly,  my  dear  friend,  I  will  call  again;  honor 
bright. " 

Mrs.  Crane  here  bowed  to  the  gsntlemen,  and  swept 
out  of  the  room. 

Thus  left  alone,  Losely  and  Bugge  looked  at  each 
other  with  a  ahy  and  yet  cunnii^  gaie,  —  Bngge's  hands 
in  his  ttousera  pockets,  his  head  thrown  back;  Loeely's 
hands  involuntarily  expanded,  his  head  bewitchingly 
bent  forward,  and  a  litUe  on  one  side. 

"  Sir, "  said  Bugge,  at  lei^b,  "  what  do  you  say  to  a 
chop  and  a  pint  of  winet  Perhaps  we  conld  talk  more 
at  OUT  ease  elsewhere.  I  am  only  in  town  for  a  day ;  left 
my  company  thirty  mileB  off,  — orphans,  as  I  said  before." 
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"  Mr.  fingge, "  mid  Losely,  "  I  have  no  dienra  to  aUy 
In  London,  or,  indeed,  in  England;  and  the  sooner  we 
een  aetUs  this  matter  the  better.  Grant  that  we  find 
the  jonng  lady ;  f on  provide  for  her  board  and  lodging 
teach  her  7onT  honorabla  profeeaion;  behave,  of  ooom, 
kindly  to  her  —  " 

"  like  a  father. " 

"  And  give  to  me  the  amn  of  £100t  " 

"l%at  la,  if  yoa  can  legally  make  her  over  to  me. 
Bnt,  Bir,  may  I  inqoire  by  what  anthority  yon  would 
act  in  thia  matterl  " 

"  On  that  head  it  will  be  ©«ay  to  mtiafy  yon ;  mean- 
while I  accept  yoor  proposal  of  an  early  dinner.  Let  xu 
adjourn,  —  ia  it  to  jonr  hooee  T " 

"I  have  no  exact  |»ivate  honae  in  London;  but  I 
know  a  pnblio  one,  —  oommodioua. " 

"  Be  it  BO.     After  yon,  sir. " 

Aa  they  descended  the  Btairs,  the  old  woman-eervBiit 
stood  at  the  street  door.  Bngge  went  out  first,  — the 
woman  detained  Loeely. 

"  Do  you  find  her  altered  1 " 

"  Whom  t  Mrs.  Oiane  t  —  why,  years  will  telL  But 
you  seem  to  have  known  ma,  —  I  don't  remember  you." 

"  Not  Bridgett  Gteggsl  " 

"Is  it  posaiblel  I  left  yon  a  middl*«ged,  roay-faced 
woman.  True,  I  recognize  yon  now.  There '»  a  crown 
for  you.     I  wish  I  had  more  to  spare !  " 

Bridgett  pushed  back  the  silver. 

"No,  I  dare  noti  Take  money  from  yon,  Jasper 
Loeelyl     MiatTeaa  wonld  not  forgive  me!  " 

Losely,  not  unreluctantly,  restored  the  crown  to  hia 
pocket;  and,  with  a  snort  rather  than  sigh  of  relief 
stepped  into  open  daylight.  As  he  croaaed  the  street 
to  join  Bugge,  who  was  wdting  for  him  on  the  shady 
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side,  he  meohanically  turned  to  IncJt  Ijaok  at  the  honae, 
and,  at  the  open  window  of  an  upper  story,  he  beheld 
again  tlioee  shining  eyes  which  had  glared  down  on  him 
frran  tbe  stain.  He  tried  to  smile,  and  waved  hie  band 
toMj.  The  e;ea  seemed  to  letnm  the  smile;  and  as  he 
valked  down  the  street,  arm-in-arm  with  the  ruffian 
manager,  slowly  tecoTering  hie  springy  step,  and  in  ttie 
gloes  of  &e  new  gannesto  that  set  forth  hie  still  symmet- 
zical  proportions,  the  eyes  followed  him  walxhfiUly, 
steadfastly,  till  his  form  had  vanlahed,  and  the  dull  strnet 
was  once  more  a  Bolitude, 

Then  Arabella  Ciane  turned  from  the  window.  Put- 
ting her  hand  to  her  heart,  "  How  it  beats, "  she  mut^ 
tered;  "if  in  love  or  in  hate,  in  ecom  or  in  pi^,  beats 
once  more  with  a  human  emotion.  He  will  oome  again, 
—  whether  for  money  or  for  woman's  wit,  what  care  1 1  — 
he  will  come.  I  will  hold,  I  will  cling  to  him,  bo  more 
(o  part,  —  for  better  for  worse,  as  it  should  have  been 
onoe  at  thealtai.  And  the  childt "  — she  paused;  was 
it  in  compunction  1  "  The  child  I  "  she  continued  fiercely, 
and  as  if  lft«)ii'ng  heraelf  into  lage,  "  the  child  of  that 
treacherous,  hateful  mother,  — yesl  I  will  help  him 
to  sell  her  back  as  a  stage-ebow;  help  him  in  all  that 
does  not  lift  her  to  a  state  bota  whioh  she  may  look 
down  with  '1'«lw''"  on  me.  BeTenge  on  her,  on  that 
cruel  house,  —  revenge  is  sweet.  Oh  that  it  were 
revenge  alone  that  Inds  me  ding  to  him  who  deeerves 
revei^se  the  meet  1  "  She  closed  her  bnming  eyes,  and 
mt  down  dioopingly,  loddng  herself  to  and  fro  like  one 
in  pain. 
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CHAPTER  XVn. 


The  conference  betwean  Mr.  Rugge  and  Mr.  Losely 
terminated  in  an  appomtment  to  meet,  the  next  day, 
at  the  village  in  which  this  story  opened.  Meanwhile, 
Mr.  Bugge  would  return  to  his  "  orphans,"  and  arrange 
performances  in  which,  for  Bome  days,  they  might  dis- 
pense with  a  father's  part.  Loaely,  on  his  side,  under- 
took to  devote  the  intervening  hours  to  consultation  with 
a  solicitor,  to  whom  Mr.  Bugge  recommended  him,  as 
to  the  prompt  obtaining  of  legal  powers  to  enforce  the 
authority  he  asserted  himself  to  possess.  He  would  also 
persuade  Mrs.  Crane  to  accompany  him  to  the  village, 
and  aid  in  the  requisite  investigations, — entertaining 
a  tacit  but  instinctive  belief  in  the  superiority  of  her 
acuteness.  "  Set  a  female  to  catch  a  female,"  quoth  Mr. 
Eugge. 

On  the  day  and  in  the  place  thus  fixed,  the  three 
hunters  opened  their  chaae.  They  threw  off  at  the 
Cobbler's  stall.  They  soon  caught  the  same  scent 
which  had  been  followed  by  the  lawyer's  cleik.  They 
arrived  at  Mrs.  Saunders',  —  there  the  two  men  would 
have  been  at  fault  like  their  predecessor.  But  the 
female  was  more  astute.  To  drop  the  metaphor,  Mrs. 
Saunders  could  not  stand  the  sharp  cross-examination  of 
one  of  her  own  sex.  "  That  woman  deceives  us,"  said 
Mrs.  Crane,  on  leaving  the  house.  "They  have  not 
gone  to  London.  What  could  they  do  there!  Any 
man  with  a  few  stage  juggling  tricks  can  get  on  in 


.coy  Google 


308  WHAT  WILL  H£  DO  WITH  IT? 

cotmlzy  villages,  but  would  be  lost  in  citiu,  Perbsps, 
as  it  seems  he  has  got  a  dog, — we  have  found  out  that 
from  Mrs.  Saunders,  —  he  will  make  use  of  it  foT  an 
itinerant  puppet-show." 

"Punch!"  said  Mi.  Bugge,  —  "notadoubtof  it." 

« In  that  case,"  observed  Mrs.  Crane,  "  they  are  prob- 
ably not  far  off.  Let  us  print  handbills,  offering  a 
reward  for  their  clew,  and  lurii^  the  old  man  himself 
by  an  aasuiauee  t-hat  the  inquiiy  is  made  in  order  that 
he  may  learn  of  something  to  his  advantage. " 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  the  handbills  were 
printed.  The  next  day  they  were  posted  up  on  the 
walls,  not  only  of  that  village,  but  on  those  of  the  small 
towna  and  hamlets  for  eome  miles  round.  The  baud- 
bills  ran  invitingly  thus:  "  If  'William  Waife,  who  left 

on  the  20th  ult.,  will  apply  at  the  Bed  Lion  Inn 

at  ,  for  X.  X.,  he  will  learn  of  something  greatly 

to  his  advantage.  A  reward  of  £5  will  be  given  to 
any  one  who  will  furnish  information  where  the  said 
William  Waife,  and  the  little  giil  who  accompanies 
him,  may  be  found.  The  said  William  Waife  is  about 
sixty  yeare  of  age,  of  middle  stature,  strongly  built, 
has  lost  one  eye,  and  is  lame  of  one  leg.  The  little 
girl,  called  Sophy,  is  twelve  years  old,  but  looks 
younger;  has  blue  eyes  and  light-brown  hair.  They 
had  with  them  a  white  French  poodle  dog.  This  bill 
is  printed  by  tiie  friends  of  the  missing  party."  The 
next  day  passed, — no  information;  but  on  the  day  fol- 
lowing, a  young  gentleman  of  good  mien,  dressed  in 
black,  lode  into  the  town,  stopped  at  the  Bed  Lion 
Inn,  and  asked  to  see  X.  X.  The  two  men  were  out 
on  their  researches ;  Uis.  Crane  stayed  at  home  to 
answer  inquiriee. 

The  gentleman  was  requested  to  dismount,  and  walk 
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in.  Hd.  Gnne  received  him  in  tlie  inn  p«rlor,  wfaidt 
Bwsnned  with  flies.  She  stood  in  the  oestre,  —  rigi- 
loot,  grim  spider  of  the  place, 

"I  oa-ca-call,"  said  Hm  gentleman,  stammering  fear- 
fiill J,  "  in  con-«onsequence  of  a  b-b-bill  — I —  oh-dwoced 
to  see  in  my  ri-ri-ri-ride  yesterday,  —on  a  wa-ra-irall. 
You  —  you,  I  — «ap-Bup  —  " 

"Am  X.  X.,"  put  in  Mis.  Gioae,  growing  impatient, 
"  one  of  the  friends  of  Kr.  Waife,  by  whom  the  hand- 
hill  haa  been  circulated;  it  will  indeed  he  a  great  relief 
to  us  to  know  where  they  are,  —  the  littLa  girl  mcne 
eapeciaUy." 

Mrs.  Giaoe  was  leepectably  diesaed,  —  in  silk,  icon- 
gny;  she  had  crisped  hei  flaky  teeases  into  stiff  hard 
ringlets,  that  fell  like  long  strews  from  under  a  black 
velvet  b&nd.  ita.  Crane  never  wore  a  cap,  — nor  could 
you  fancy  hei  in  a  c^;  but  the  velvet  baod  looked  as 
rigid  as  if  gummed  to  a  hoop  of  steel.  Her  manner 
and  tone  of  voice  ^ivere  those  of  an  educated  person,  not 
unused  to  soma  society  above  the  rulgax;  and  yet  tiie 
visitor,  in  whom  the  reader  lecognixes  the  piscatorial 
Oxonian,  witJi  whom  Waife  had  interchanged  philoso- 
phy on  tjie  marge  of  the  running  brooklet,  drew  back  aa 
she  advanced  and  spoke  j  and,  bent  on  an  emnd  of  kind- 
ness, he  was  aeiaed  with  a  v^ue  misgiving. 

Mbs.  Cbajhe  (bhmdly).  — "I  fear  they  must  he  badly 
off.  I  hope  they  are  not  wanting  the  neceBsaries  of  life. 
But  pny  be  seated,  &ir."  She  looked  at  him  again,  and 
with  mote  lespeot  in  her  address  than  she  had  before 
thrown  into  it,  added,  with  a  half  courtesy,  as  she  seated 
heraelf  by  hie  side,  "  A  clergyman  of  the  Established 
Church,  I  presome,  sir  1 " 

Oxonian  (stammer,  as  on  a  former  occasion,  respect- 
folly  omitt«d).  — "  With  this  defect,  ma'aral — But  to 
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the  point.  Some  days  ago  I  happened  to  bll  in  with 
an  elderly  penon,  each  as  is  described,  with  a  veiy 
pretty  female  child,  and  a  French  dog.  The  man — 
genSeman,  perhaps  I  may  call  him,  judging  from  his 
conrenntioii  —  interested  me  muoh;  so  did  the  little 
girl.  And  if  I  could  be  the  means  of  directing  real 
friends  anxious  to  serre  them  —  " 

Mbs.  Crane.  — "  Yon  would  indeed  be  a  benefactor. 
And  where  are  they  now,  sir  I " 

Oxonian.  — "  That  I  cannot  positively  tell  yon.  But 
before  I  say  more,  will  you  kindly  satisfy  my  cnrioBity  t 
He  is  perhaps  an  eccentric  person,  —  this  Mi,  Waife  t  — ■ 
a  little  — "  The  Oxonian  stopped,  and  touched  his 
forehead.  Mrs.  Cnne  made  no  prompt  reply, — she. 
was  musing.  Unwarily  the  scholar  continued:  "Be- 
cause, in  that  ease,  I  shoold  not  like  to  interfere." 

Hbs.  Ckakx. — "Quito  right,  sir.  His  own  friends 
would  not  interfere  with  his  roving  ways,  his  little 
whims,  on  any  account.  Poor  man,  why  shoold  they  t 
He  has  no  property  for  them  to  covet.  But  it  is  a  long 
stoiy.  I  had  the  care  of  that  dear  little  girl  from  her 
in£mcy;  sweet  childl" 

Oxonian.  — "So  she  seems." 

Mbs.  Cbane.  — "  And  now  she  has  a  most  comforta- 
ble home  provided  for  her;  and  a  young  girl,  with  good 
friends,  ought  Bot  to  be  tramping  about  the  oountiy, 
whatever  an  old  man  may  do.  You  must  allow  Gtat, 
ml" 

Oxonian.  — "  Well,  — yea,  I  allow  that  j  it  occurred 
tame.     But  what  ia  the  manf — the  gentleman  t " 

Htia.  Cbanb. — "Very  'eccentric,'  as  you  say,  and 
insoneiderate,  perhspe,  as  to  the  little  girl.  We  will 
not  call  it  insane,  sir.     But — an  you  married}  " 

Oxonian  (blushing).  —- "  TSo,  ma'am. " 
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Mm.  Obakk. — "Butyoa  hare  a  natot,  perh^wt" 

OzoHiAs.  — "  Yen;  I  have  one  suter." 

Hbs.  Ckuti.  — "  Would  yon  like  your  etsiex  to  1w 
nnning  about  tiie  country  in  that  vi^,  —  carried  ofl 
fiom  her  home,  kiadied,  and  friends  f 

OzoviAV. — "Ahl  I  understand.  The  poor  little 
girl  is  f<»id  (rf  the  old  man, — a  relation,  gnadiather 
pariuqiat  and  he  has  taken  her  tram  her  home;  aod 
though  not  actually  insana,  he  is  still  — " 

Mas.  Gjumb.  —  "  An  unsafe  guide  for  a  female  child, 
delicately  reared.  /  wared  her;  of  good  p£oq)eotg,  too. 
Oh,  sir,  let  us  rave  the  childl  Look — "  She  drew 
tram  a  side-pocket  in  btcc  stiff  iron-gray  apron  a  folded 
paper;  she  placed  it  in  the  Oxcmian's  hamdj  he  glanoed 
over  and  returned  it. 

"  I  MO,  ma'am.  I  cannot  hesitate  after  thie.  It  is  a 
good  many  ^les  off  where  I  met  the  persons  whom-I 
hftve  no  doubt  that  you  seek ;  and  two  or  three  dsys  ago 
my  bther  Toceivied  a  letter  from  a  very  w<ffthy,  exoal- 
lent  man,  with  whom  he  is  often  hcoaght  into  oommu- 
nieatioa  upoO'  beaevolent  objects,  —  a  Mr,  Hartopp,  the 
Mayor  of  Gateaboio',  in  which,  among  other  matter*, 
the  Mayor  menticmed  briefly  that  the  Literacy  Institute 
of  that  town  had  been  much  delighted  by  the  perfona- 
anoe  «f  a  very  remarkable  man  with  tme  e^e,  about 
whom  then  seemed  soma  mystery,  with  a  little  girl 
and  a  learned  dog;  and  I  oan't  help  thinking  tliat  the 
man,  the  girl,  and  the  dog  must  be  Uknm  whom  I  saw 
andyouaeek." 

Hb8.  Gkamb.  —  "  At  Gnteeboio'  t  —  is  that  ba  1 " 

OxoFiAir.-^''Some  wi^';  but  yon  can  get  a  crass 
train  from  this  Tillage.  I  hope  that  the  old  man  will 
not  be  separated  from  the  little  girl ;  they  seemed  Te^ 
fond  of  each  other." 
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Has.  Ckavb. — "No  doubt  of  it,  —  veiy  fond;  it 
woold  be  cruel  to  seponte  tli^m.  A  comfortable  home 
for  both.  I  don't  knov,  bit,  if  I  dan  affst  to  a  gsotle- 
nuD  of  your  evident  nnk  the  rewud,  —  bat  for  the  poor 
of  7011Z  perish. " 

OxoNiXH.  — "  Oh,  mft'em,  our  poor  mmt  for  nothing ; 
my  fether  ia  rich.  But  if  yon  would  oblige  me  by  a 
line  after  yon  have  found  these  intetetting  penoue,—- 
I  am  going  to  a  distant  part  of  the  coontzy  to-monow: 
to  Uontfort  Court,  in ahire." 

Mrs.  Cbahx.— 'To  Lord  Montfott,  —  the  head  of 
the  noble  family  of  Vipont  I " 

Oxoiruur. — "Yea;  yon  know  any  of  the  family, 
ma'aml  If  you  could  refer  me  to  one  of  Uiem,  I 
should  feel  more  eatiafied  as  to  — " 

Mrs.  Cbanx  (hastily). — "Indeed,  sir,  every  one 
must  know  that  great  funily  I7  name  and  repute.  I 
know  no  more.  So  you  are  going  to  Lord  Montfbtt'sl 
The  Marchioness,  they  say,  is  very  beantif al  t " 

Oxo«As, — "And  good  as  beautiful.  I  have  the 
honor  to  be  oonneoted  both  wUh  her  and  Lord  Uontfort ; 
tbey  are  ooneina,  and  my  grandfather  was  a  Vipont.  I 
should  have  told  you  my  name,  — Modey;  Geoige  Vi- 
pont Morley. " 

Mis.  Crane  made  a  profoond  couiteay,  atwl,  .with  an 
unmistakable  smile  of  satisfaction,  said,  as  if  half  in 
soliloquy ,'  So  it  is  to  one  of  that  noble  family  —  to  a 
Vipont^ that  tia  dear  child  will  owe  her  leatoiation 
to  my  emlaacel    Bless  you,  sirl" 

"  I  hope  I  have  done  right,"  said  Q«oige  Vipont 
Morley,  aa  he  mounted  hie  horse.  "  I  must  have  done 
right,  surely  I "  he  said  again,  when  he  was  on  the  high- 
road. *  I  fear  I  have  not  done  right,"  he  said  a  third 
time,  an  the  taca  of  Mis.  Crane  began  to  haunt  him; 
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and  when  at  nmMt  he  reached  big  bome,  tired  out, 
horse  and  man,  with  an  mnunoUy  long  ride,  and  the 
gnea  wateishank  on  which  he  had  overheard  poor 
Waife'i  nmple  giaea  and  Jojcau  babble  came  in  sight. 
"After  all,"  he  eaid  dolefuUy,  "it  was  no  butdneae  of 
nine.  I  meant  well;  bnt  —  "  His  little  Bister  raa  to 
the  gate  to  greet  him  —  "  Yes  I  I  did  quite  right  How 
should  I  like  mj  sister  to  be  loving  the  country,  and 
acting  at  Literary  Inatitntea  with  a  poodle  dog  t  Quite 
right;  kin  me,  Jane  I  " 
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CHAPTER  XVnL 

Let  •  Uag  and  a  beggM  convene  fre«lj  (ogother,  and  it  it  the 
beggai'i  fault  if  ha  doea  not  aay  something  which  make*  the 
kinff  lift  his  hat  to  him 

Thk  scene  sMfto  back  to  OateBboro',  the  foronooa  <d 
the  day  Bncceedlng  the  memorable  exhibitioa  at  the 
Institute  of  that  learned  town.  Mr,  Hartopp  was  in 
the  little  parlor  behind  hia  couutry-hoase,  his  hours  of 
buaineas  much  broken  into  hy  those  intruders  who  deem 
no  time  unseasonable  foi  the  indnlgence  of  cariosity,  the 
interchange  of  thought,  or  tiie  intereatfl  of  geneiftl  hu- 
manity and  of  national  enlightenment.  The  excitement 
produced  on  the  previous  evening,  by  Mr.  Chapman, 
Sophy,  and  Sir  Isaac,  was  greatly  on  the  increase. 
Persons  who  had  seen  them  natnrally  called  on  the 
Mayor  to  talk  over  the  exhibition.  Persons  who  had 
not  seen  them,  atill  more  naturally  dropped  in  just  to 
learn  wbat  was  really  Mr.  Mayor's  private  opinion. 
The  little  parlor  was  thronged  by  a  regular  levee. 
There  was  the  proprietor  of  a  diemal  building,  eiill 
called  "The  Theatre,"  which  was  seldom  let  except  at 
election  time,  when  it  was  hired  by  the  popular  candi- 
date for  the  delivery  of  those  haranguea  upon  liberty 
and  conscience,  tyranny  and  oppression,  which  furnish 
the  staple  of  declamation  equally  to  the  dramatist  and 
the  orator.  There  was  also  the  landlord  of  the  Boyal 
Hotel,  who  had  lately  built  to  his  house  "The  Cit? 
Goncert-ioom," — a  saperb  apartment,  but  a  losing  spec- 
ulation. There,  too,  were  three  highly  respectable  per- 
sona, of  a  serious  turn  of  mind,  who  came  to  suggest 
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doaUs  vbether  «n  aatertunmeDt  of  ao  frirolooa  a  nttnn 
tna  not  ioiuiioos  to  tiia  monlity  of  Gateaboro'.  Be- 
sides these  notableB,  there  weie  loungsn  aad  goeripe, 
with  no  particular  object  exeept  that  of  ascertaining  who 
Mr.  Chapman  was  by  birtii  end  parentage ;  and  suggest- 
ing the  expedieacj'  of  a  deputation  oBtAOsibly  for  the 
purpose  of  asking  him  to  repeat  his  performance,  but 
charged  with  private  instructions  to  cross-examine  him 
as  to  hia  pedigree.  The  genUe  Mayor  kept  bis  eyes 
fixed  oa  a  mighty  ledger-book,  pen  in  hand.  The  atti- 
tude was  a  rebuke  on  iatniders,  and  in  ordinary  times 
would  have  been  so  considered.  But  mildness,  however 
m^eatic,  ia  not  always  effective  in  periods  of  civic 
oommotion.  The  room  was  animated  by  habbub.  You 
caught  broken  sentences  hen  and  there  crossing  each 
other,  like  the  sounds  that  had  been  froaen  in  the  air, 
and  sat  free  by  a  thaw,  according  to  the  veracious  narra- 
tive of  Baron  Munchausen. 

FiiAYHouaz  FBOFRtsTOK.  —  "  The  theatre  is  the  —  " 

SamiocB  GEKTLBifAji. — "Flausihle  snare  by  which 
•  population,  at  present  grave  and  well-diapoeed,  is 
decoyed  into  becoming—  " 

Excited  Asmibbb. — "A  French  poodle,  sir,  that 
plays  at  dominoes  like  a—" 

CBBDOLotis  CoNjBcruBBB.  — "  Bfluevolent  philan- 
thiopiet,  condescending  to  act  for  the  benefit  c^  some 
distressed  brother  who  is — " 

Pbopbivtor  or  Can  Goitobbt-Boom.  — '  One  hun- 
dred and  twenty  feet  long  by  forty,  Mr.  Mayor  1  Talk 
of  that  damp  ^eatie,  sir,  you  might  as  well  talk  ol 
the  —  " 

Suddenly  the  door  fiew  open,  and  pushing  aside  a 
elerk  who  designed  to  announce  him,  in  burst  Mr. 
Chapman  himself. 
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He  had  eridently  expected  to  find  the  Mayor  alono; 
for  at  ih»  eight  of  ^t  throng  he  checked  himBeU,  and 
Btood  mute  at  the  threahold.  The  levee  for  a  moment 
was  no  leas  eurpriaed,  and  no  lees  mute.  Bat  the  good 
foltu  aoon  recovered  themselves.  To  many  it  was  a 
pleasure  to  accost  and  congratulate  the  man  who  the 
night  before  had  occasioned  to  them  emotions  ao  ogree- 
ahle.  Cordial  smiles  broke  oat,  —  friendly  hands  were 
thrust  forth.  Brief  but  hearty  compliments,  miogled 
with  entreaties  to  renew  the  performance  to  a  larger 
audience,  were  showered  round.  The  Comedian  stood 
hat  in  hand,  mechanically  passing  his  sleeve  over  its 
nap,  muttering  half  inaudibly, "  You  see  before  you  a 
man,"  —  and  tomii^  his  single  eye  from  one  face  to 
the  other,  as  if  stru^ling  to  guess  what  was  meant, 
or  where  he  was.  The  Mayor  rose  and  came  forward. 
"  My  dear  friends,"  said  he,  mildly,  "  Mr.  Chapman  calls 
1^  appointment.  Perhaps  he  may  have  something  to  say 
to  me  confidentially." 

The  three  serious  gentlemen,  who  had  hiUierto  re- 
mained aloof,  eying  Mr.  Chapman  much  as  three 
inquisitors  might  have  eyed  a  Jew,  shook  three  sol- 
emn heads,  and  set  the  example  of  retreat.  The  last 
to  linger  were  the  rival  proprietora  of  the  theatre  and 
the  city  concert-room.  Each  whispered  ttie  stranger,  — 
one  the  left  ear,  one  the  right.  Each  thrust  into  his 
hand  a  printed  paper.  As  the  door  closed  on  them,  the 
Comedian  let  fall  the  papera;  his  arm  drooped  to  his 
side;  his  whole  frame  seemed  to  oollapae.  Hartopp 
took  him  by  the  hand,  and  led  him  gently  to  his  own 
arm-chair  beside  the  table.  The  Comedian  dropped  aa 
the  chair,  still  without  speaking. 

Mb.  Uaktopp.  — "  What  is  the  matter  I  What  has 
happened  t" 
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Waif*.— "She  iB  very  ill,— in  a  bid  w^;  the 
doctor  aajt  m, — Dr.  Gill." 

Mb.  Habtoft  (feelingly). — 'Tour  little  giil  in  » 
bid  way !  Ob,  no ;  docton  ilmya  euggenta  in  order 
to  get  moie  credit  for  the  can.  2Tot  that  I  would 
dispaiBge  Dr.  Gill,  —  fallowtownaman;  fint-nte  man. 
Still  't  is  the  way  with  doctors  to  talk  cheerfully  if  one 
ia  in  danger,  and  to  look  solemn  if  than  is  nothing  to 
fear." 

Waits.  — "  Do  yon  think  aot  Tou  have  children  <A 
your  own,  air T  —  of  her  age,  toot  —  Ebl  ehl" 

Hb.  Kxbtopp.  — "  Yea;  I  know  all  about  childnn, 
—  better,  I  think,  titan  HiB.  H.  does.  What  ie  the 
complaint  t" 

WAirx.  —  "  The  doctor  says  it  is  low  f erer.  * 

Ha.  Habtopp.  — "  Caused  by  nervoos  excitement, 
periu^." 

WAin  (looking  np).  — "  7ea;  tlut's  what  he  sayst 


Hb.  Habtoit.  — "  Clever,  sensitiTe  ohiMnn,  sab* 
jected  precouonsly  to  emal^<m  and  emotion,  an 
always  liable  to  each  maladies.  My  third  girl,  Anna 
Maria,  fell  into  a  low  fever,  caused  by  nerrons  excite- 
ment in  trying  for  school  prius. " 

Waits.  — "Did  she  die  of  it,  sirt " 

Hb.  HABTorP  (aboddering). — "Die, — not  I  n- 
mored  her  from  school;  set  h«  fa>  take  osre  of  the 
poultry;  forbade  ell  Fienoh  exercises,  —  made  her  take 
En|^h  exeroise  instead,  and  ride  on  a  dtmkey.  She  *s 
quite  another  thing  now,  —  cheeks  as  red  as  an  apple, 
and  as  firm  as  a  oiic^et-ball." 

WA2n.  —  "I  will  keep  ponl^;  I  will  bay  a  don- 
key. Oh,  sirl  yon  don't  think  ^  will  go  to  heaTon 
yet,  and  leave  me  betel " 
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IIk.  Habtopp.  —  "  Notif  you  giTe  iter  reet  and  qotot. 
But  no  excitement, — no  eihibitiona." 

Waitb  (eiDp^ri°8  hia  pockets  on  fh«  table).  —  "  Will 
yon  kindly  oonnt  that  money,  airt  Don't  yon  think 
that  would  be  enoi^h  to  find  her  some  pretty  lodging 
heieabonts  till  she  gets  quite  attong  agBin  t  With  gteen 
fields, — ehe'a  fond  of  green  fields,  andafacmyard  with 
poultry ;  though  we  were  lodging  a  f«w  d^s  ago  with  a 
good  woman  who  kept  hens,  and  9ophy  did  not  aeem  to 
take  to  them  much.  A  canary  biid  is  more  of  a  com- 
panion, and —  " 

Hartopp  (intermpting). —  "Ay,  ay,— and  youlwhat 
wouldyondot" 

Waife.  — "Why,  I  and  the  dog  would  go  away  tot  »< 
litUe  while  about  the  covatbrj." 

Habtopp.  —  "  Exhibiting  t " 

Waipb. — "That  money  will  not  last  forerer,  and 
what  can  wo  do  -—  I  and  the  dog  —  in  order  to  geit  more 
for  her  I " 

Habtopp  (pieaab^  his  hand  warmly).  —  "  You  an  a 
good  man,  sir.  I  am  sure  of.  it;  yon  oannot  hare  done 
things  which  yon  should  be  afraid  to  tall  ma.  Uake 
me  your  confidant,  and  I  may  then  find  Bome  etnploy- 
meut  fit  for  you ,  and  you  need  not  aeparate  yooiaelf  from 
your  little  girl." 

Waife.  — "  Separate  from  her  I  I  ahonld  only  laare 
hw  for  a  few  days  at  a  time  till  aha  geta  welL  This 
money  would  keep  her,  —  how  long  I  Two  months, 
— threet  how  loi^l — the  doctor  would  not  charge 
much." 

Habtopp.  —  "  Ton  wilt  not  confide  in  me  Uten  I  M 
yonr  e^,—  hare  yon  no  frienda,  no  one  to  speak  a  good 
word  for  yoBt " 

Waife  (jerking  np  his  head  with  a  haughty  air),  — 
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"So  — Ml  Who  taika  to  yon  about  me,  mil  I  am 
speaking  of  my  innocent  child.  Does  ahe  want  a  good 
word  spoken  for  hert  Heaven  has  writtao  it  in  her 
foce." 

Hartopp  peTsiBt«d  zto  m<»e;  the  exoelleiat  man  was 
sincerely  griered  at  hie  Tieitor'a  obetinate  aroidaace  of 
the  trne  question  at  inne;  for  the  Mayor  could  have 
foxind  employment  for  a  man  of  Waife's  evidant  educa- 
tion and  talent.  Bat  such  employment  would  entail 
Teaponaibilitiea  and  tnut.  How  recommend  to  it  a 
man  of  whose  life  and  ciroumetaQoea  nothing  could  be 
known ,  — ■  a  n»n  without  a  ohaiBater )  And  Waife  inter- 
ested him  deeply.  We  have  all  felt  that  there  are  some 
persons  towards  whom  we  are  attracted  by  a  peculiar 
sympathy  not  to  be  explained,  —  a  sometldi^  in  the 
manner,  the  cut  of  the  face,  the  tone  of  the  roice.  If 
there  are  fifty  applicante  for  a  benefit  in  our  gift,  one  of 
the  fifty  wins  his  way  to  our  preference  at  firet  eight, 
tbongh  with  no  better  right  to  it  than  bis  fellows.  We 
eaa  no  more  say  why  we  like  the  man  than  we  can  lay 
why  we  ^1  in  love  with  a  woman  in  whom  no  one  else 
would  discover  a  charm.  "  There  is,"  says  a  Latin  Ioto- 
poet, "  no  why  or  wherefore  in  liking."  Hartopp,  there- 
fore, had  taken,  itom  the  flret  moment,  to  Waife,  — the 
staid,  respectable,  thriving  man,  all  muffled  up  from 
head  to  foot  in  the  whitest  lawn  of  reputation,  to  the 
wandering,  shifty,  trickaome  ecatterling,  who  had  not 
seemiugly  secured,  through  the  course  of  a  life  border- 
ing upon  age,  a  single  certificate  for  good  conduct.  On 
hia  hearthstone,  beside  his  ledger-book,  stood  the  Mayor, 
looking  with  a  respectfol  admiration  that  puzzled  him- 
aelf  upon  the  forlorn  creature,  who  could  give  no  reason 
why  he  should  not  be  rather  in  the  Gatesboro'  pariah 
stocks  than  in  its  chief  magistrate's  eaay-chair.     Yet, 
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were  the  Major's  aymintbetic  Ulung  and  reepectfnl 
admit^tion  wholly  Tinacooniitable  t  Bona  there  not  be- 
tween one  warm  human  heart  and  another  the  elecbio 
ofaain  of  a  eeoret  understanding  1  In  that  maimed  oat- 
oast,  BO  stubbornly  hard  to  himself, — eo  tremuloualy 
sensitiTe  for  his  siok  child,  —  wu  there  not  the  mtieaky 
to  which  they  who  have  learned  that  Xatute  has  her 
nobles,  rererently  bow  the  head!  A  man,  true  to  man's 
grave  nligion,  can  no  more  despise  a  life  wrecked  in 
all  else,  while  a  haJloving  affection  stands  oat  sublime 
through  the  rents  and  chinks  of  fortune,  than  lie  can 
profane  with  rude  mockery  a  temple  in  ruins,  —  if  still 
left  there  the  altar. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

V«Tj  won  fo  Isr  as  it  goM. 

Hb.  Habtopp. — "I  cannot  presume  to  questioa  70a 
further,  Mr.  Chapman;  but  to  one  of  your  knowledge 
of  the  world,  I  need  not  say  that  your  silence  depriTes 
me  of  the  power  to  awiet  youiself.  We  '11  talk  no  more 
of  that." 

'Wa.its.  — "  Thank  you  gtaletully,  Mr.  Mayor." 
Mb.  Hartopp.  —  "  But  for  the  little  girl,  make  your 
mind  easy,  — at  least  for  the  present.  I  will  place  her 
at  my  farm  cotti^.  My  bailiff's  wife,  a  kind  woman, 
will  take  care  of  her,  while  you  pursue  your  calling 
elaewhere.  Aj  for  this  money,  you  will  want  it  your- 
self; your  poor  little  <^ld  shall  cost  you  nothing.  So 
that's  settled.  Let  me  come  up  and  see  her;  I  am  a 
bit  of  a  doctor  myself.  Every  man  blessed  with  a  large 
&mily,  in  whose  house  there  is  always  some  interesting 
case  of  amall'pox,  measles,  hooping-cough,  scarlatina, 
etc.,  has  B  good  private  practice  of  his  own.  I  'm  not 
brilliant  in  book-learning,  Mr.  Chapman.  But  as  to 
children's  complaints  in  a  practical  way,"  added  Har- 
topp, with  a  glow  of  pride, "  Mrs.  H.  says  she  'd  rather 
trust  the  little  onee  to  me  than  to  Dr.  Oill.  I  'II  see 
jaoj  child,  and  set  her  up,  I  '11  be  bound.  But  now 
I  think  of  it,"  continued  Hartopp,  softening  more  and 
mote,  "  if  exhibit  you  must,  why  not  stay  at  Gatesboro' 
for  a  timet  More  may  be  made  in  thie  town  than 
elsewhere." 
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"  TSo,  no;  I  coald  not  hare  the  heart  to  act  hen  agun 
without  her.  I  feel  at  present  ae  if  I  can  nerer  agun 
act  at  alll  Something  else  vill  turn  up.  Piondeoee 
ia  so  kind  to  me,  Mr.  Mayor." 

Waif e  turned  to  the  door.  — "  You  will  come  booh  f " 
he  said  anxiously. 

The  Hajor,  who  had  been  locking  np  his  ledgeis  and 
papera,  replied, "  I  will  but  stay  to  give  some  oiden;  in 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  I  shall  be  at  your  hotel." 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

Soph;  UdM  heart  tiid  ihcrwi  temper. 

The  diild  wu  lying'oa  aacA  dittwrn  near  tiie  windoir 
in  her  ovn  Toom,  and  on  her  lap  tu  the  doll  Lionel 
had  given  to  her.  Carried  with  her  in  her  wanderings, 
she  had  never  played  witii  it,  — never  altered  a  ribbon 
in  ite  vellow  traaaee;  bat  at  least  once  a  day  ahe  had 
taken  it  forth  and  looked  at  it  in  secret.  And  all  that 
morning,  left  mnch  to  herself,  it  had  bem  her  compan- 
ion. She  was  smoothing  down  ita  frock,  which  aba 
fancied  had  got  raffled, — amoothing  it  dowB  with  a 
sort  of  fearful  tendemeaa,  the  doll  all  tba  while  star- 
ii^  her  full  in  the  bee  with  its  blue  bead  eyes.  Waife, 
seated  near  her,  was  trying  to  talk  gayly;  to  infent 
fairy  tales  blithe  with  Bpoit  and  fancy;  but  his  inven- 
tion flaf^ed,  and  the  fairies  prosed  awfully.  He  had 
placed  the  dominoes  before  Sir  Isaao,  but  Sophy  had 
BcaiVely  looked  at  them,  from  the  langaid  heavy  eyes 
on  which  the  doll  so  stupidly  fixed  ite  own.  Sir  leaae 
himself  seemed  spiritless;  he  was  awan  that  something 
was  wrong.  Now  and  then  he  got  up  restlessly,  sniffed 
the  dominoes,  and  placed  a  paw  gently,  very  gently,  aa 
Solly's  knee.  Not  being  eDconraged,  he  lay  down 
again  oneasily,  often  shifting  his  pontion  as  if  the 
floor  was  grown  too  hard  for  him.  Thna  the  Mayor 
lonnd  the  three.  He  approached  Sophy  with  the  step 
of  a  man  aoonstomed  to  sick-rooms  and  ailing  children, 
—  step  light  as  if  shod  with  felt ;  pat  his'  hand  on  her 
shoulder;  kissed  her  forehead;  and  then  took  thedoll. 


.coy  Google 


324  WHAT  WILL  HK  DO  WITH  JJ  ? 

Soplijr  Btarted,  and  took  it  iBck  from  him  quickly,  bat 
'without  a  woid ;  then  ahe  hid  it  behind  her  pillow.  The 
Mayor  smiled  —  "  %^  dear  child,  do  you  think  I  ahould 
hurt  your  doll  f " 

Sophy  colored,  and  said  mnnnuringly,  "No,  air;  not 
hurt  it,  but  —  "     She  stopped  shoit. 

"I  have  been  talking  to  youi  grandpapa  aboat  yon, 
my  dear,  and  ve  both  wish  to  give  yoD  a  little  holiday. 
DoUb  are  well  enough  far  the  winter,  but  green  fieldl  and 
daisy  chaini  for  the  Eummer, " 

Sophy  glanced  from  the  Mayor  to  h«r  grandfather,  and 
bock  again  to  the  Mayor,  shook  her  curU  from  her  eyes, 
and  looked  Beriously  inquisitive. 

The  Mayor,  otaerring  her  quietly,  stole  her  hand  into 
hie  own,  feeling  the  pules  as  if  merely  oaressii^  Uie 
slender  wrist.  Then  he  began  to  describe  his  bailiff's 
cottage,  with  woodbine  round  the  poroh,  the  farmyard, 
the  bee-hives,  the  pret^  duck-pond  with  an  osier  island, 
and  the  great  China  gander  who  had  a  pompous  strut, 
which  made  him  the  drollest  creature  possible.  And 
Sophy  should  go  there  in  a  day  or  two,  and  be  as  happy 
as  one  of  the  bees,  bat  not  bo  busy. 

Sophy  listened  very  earnestly,  very  gravely,  and  tiuo., 
sliding  her  bond  from  the  Mayor,  caught  hold  of  her 
graodfather'a  arm  firmly,  and  said,  "And  you,  Giandy, 
—  will  you  like  it  I    Wrai't  it  be  dull  for  you,  Otandy 

"Why,  my  darling,"  said  Waife,  "I  and  Sir  Isaac 
will  go  and  take  a  stroll  aboat  the  country  for  a  few 
weeks,  aad  —  " 

SoPHT  (passionately).  — "  I  thought  so;  I  thoi^t  he 
meant  that.  Z  taried  not  to  believe  it;  go  away  —  yoal 
And  who  'a  to  take  care  of  youf  who  '11  understand  yout 
X  won't  oarel    I — '11    JTo,  no,  it  is  you,  —  you  who 
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irant  cue.  I  shall  be  well  to-morrow,  —  qaite  well; 
don't  fear.  He  ■hall  not  be  sent  swa^  from  me;  he 
shall  aot|  air.  Oh,  grandfather,  grandfather,  how  could 
yoat "  She  fluag  herself  oa  his  breast,  clinging  there, 
— clinging  as  it  infancy  and  age  were  bat  puttm  of  tha 
same  whole. 

"Bat,"  said  the  Mayor,  "it  is  not  as  if  yoa  were 
going  to  school,  mj  dear;  yoa  are  going  for  a  holiday. 
And  your  grandfather  most  leave  yon,  —  mast  trarel 
atxtat;  'tis  his  calling.  If  yon  fell  ill  and  were  with 
him,  think  how  maoh  yoa  would  be  in  his  way.  Do 
yon  know,"  he  added,  smiling, "  I  shall  begin  to  fear 
that  yoa  are  selfish. " 

"  Selfiahl "  exclaimed  Walfe,  angrily. 

"  Selfish  I "  echoed  Sophy,  with  a  melancholy  scorn 
that  came  from  a  sentiment  so  deep  tint  mortal  eye 
ooold  scarce  fathom  it;  "Oh,  no,  sirl  can  yoa  say  it 
is  for  hia  good,  not  for  what  he  sappoees  mine,  that 
yoa  want  as  to  parti  The  pretty  cottage,  and  all  for 
me,  —  and  what  for  himi  —  tramp,  tramp  along  the  hot 
dusty  roads.  Do  you  see  that  he  is  lamel  Oh,  sir, 
I  know  him,  —  you  don't.  Selfish  I  he  would  have  no 
merry  ways  that  make  you  langh  without  me;  would 
yoQ,  Grandy  dear)  Go  away,  you  are  a  naughty  man 
—  go,  or  I  shall  hate  yon  as  much  as  that  dreadful 
Mr.  Bngge." 

"Bugge, — -who  is  hef  said  the  Mayor  cniionaly, 
catching  at  any  clew. 

"Hoah,  my  dailingl  — hush!  "  said  Waife,  fondling 
her  on  his  breast     "  Huahl     What  is  to  be  done,  sir!  " 

Hartopp  made  a  sly  sign  to  him,  to  say  no  more  before 
Sophy,  and  then  replied,  addressing  himself  to  her, — 

"What  is  to  be  done!  Xothing  shall  be  done,  my 
dear  child,  that  you  dislike.     I  don't  wish  to  part  you 
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tiro.  Doa't  h&te  me;  lie  down  again, —that's  ft  dan; 
There,  I  bare  smoothed  yoni  pillow  for  you;  oh,  hen  '■ 
your  pietty  doll  again." 

Sophy  anatched  at  the  doll  petulantly,  and  made  wtat 
the  French  call  a  taout  at  the  good  man  as  she  sofiend 
her  gruidfaOier  to  replace  her  on  the  sofa. 

"  She  has  a  atraig  tempot  of  hei  own,"  muttered  die 
Mayor;  "  so  has  Anna  Maria  a  strong  temper!  " 

Now,  if  I  were  anyway  master  of  my  own  pen,  and 
could  write  aa  I  pleased,  without  being  hurried  along 
helter-ekelter,  by  the  lyranuical  exoctioiu  of  tint 
"young  Bapid"  In  buskins  and  idiiton,  called  "Tn 
HisTOBic  MuBB,"  I  would  break  off  this  chapter,  open 
my  window,  rest  my  eyes  on  the  green  lawn  wil^urat,  and 
indulge  in  a  Aapeodical  digresrioa  upon  that  beoutifier 
of  the  moral  life  which  is  called  "Good  Temper." 
Ha,  — the  Historic  Muse  is  dosing.  By  her  learel  — 
Softly. 
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CHAimCB  XXI. 
Being  kn  Em^  CO  T«np«T  In  gnnenl,  and  ft  buvdou  expottnoit 


TawsE,  tlm  window  ib  opant  How  instiiiatiTAly  tho 
eye  nste  upon  the  gieanl  How  the  cftlm  taloi  1ui«b 
and  soothea  iti  Bat  is  ttwre  to  the  gteen  only  a  single 
hn<rt  See  liow infinite  the  mietyof  its  tints!  What 
aomlns  gn-rity  in  jFon  ocdar,  yon  motionleBs  pine-tree! 
Wliat  lively  but  nsrai^iiig  laugh  in  yon  gloaey  laorelal 
Do  tiioae  tints  ehann  us  like  the  play  in  the  joung 
leftTea  of  the  liUo,  —  lighter  here,  darker  ihan,  aa  the 
bneie  (and  so  slight  tbe  breezel)  stdra  them  into 
cheder,  —  into  ripple  t  Oh,  axreet  gieen,.  to  the  world 
what  sweet  temper  is  to  nun's  Ufel  Who  would  reduce 
into  one  dye  all  thy  lovely  Tarieties  t  Who  ezclu4e  the 
dark  ateadfiut  veidure  that  livea  on  through  the  winier 
day ;  or  the  matinons  caprice  of  the  gentler,  younger  tint 
that  came  fresh  throng  the  tears  of  April,  and  will 
shadow  with  sportive  toemor  tiia  blooBis  of  loxunaat 
Junet 

Happy  the  man  on  whose  marriage-hearth  temper 
nnilBa  kind  from  the  eyes  of  woman  I  "Ko  d«ity 
present,"  saitii  the  heathen  proverb,  "  where  absent,  — ■ 
Prudence;"  no  joy  long  a  gaeet  when  Feaea  ,is  not  a 
dweller.  Peace,  so  tike  Faith  that  they  Bi^y  he  taJcei^ 
for  each  other,  and  poets  have  clad  them  with  the  same 
veil.  But  in  childhood,  in  early  youth,  expect  not  the 
ehangelese  green  of  the  cedar.  Wouldst  thou  distin- 
guish fine  temper  from  ijiiritlesa  dnlneas,  from  cold 
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■imnlition,  — uk  len  what  tha  temper  than  what  th* 
diepoBitaoa. 

Ib  tlie  natoie  sweet  and  brutfnl ;  ia  it  free  from  the 
morbid  eelf-loTe  which  calls  itodf  "  seniiitiTe  feeling," 
and  fr«ta  at  imaginaiy  olfenoee;  ia  the  tmdency  to  be 
gtatefulfor  kiadaees,  —  yet  take  kindneea  meekly,  and 
aocept  as  a  benefit  wbat  the  vain  oall  a  doe  1  From 
dUpoeitions  thni  blessed,  aweet  temper  will  come  forth 
to  gladden  thee,  apontaneona  and  free.  Qaick  witit 
aome,  witii  some  alow,  word  and  look  emerge  ont  of 
the  heart.  Be  ihy  flnt  qneetion,  "la  the  heart  itself 
generona  and  tender  f "  If  it  be  so,  aelf-conbol  cornea 
with  deepening  affection.  Oall  not  that  a  good  heart 
which,  hastening  to  sting  if  a  fibre  be  raffled,  cries, "  I 
am  no  hypocrite."  Accept  that  excuse,  and  revengs 
becomes  virtoe.  But  when  the  heart,  if  it  give  the 
ofience,  jdnes  till  it  win  back  the  pardon;  if  offended 
itself,  bonnds  forth  to  foigiTe,  a^  longing  to  soothe, 
ever  grieved  if  it  wound :  then  be  sure  that  its  noble- 
nets  will  need  bat  few  trials  of  pain  in  each  oatl»«ak, 
to  le&ne  and  chastise  its  expression.  Fear  not  t^Ma;  be 
bat  noble  Myself,  —  thoa  art  safe  I 

Tet  what  in  childhood  is  often  called,  rebokingly, 
"  temper,"  is  bat  the  cordial  and  puiwumt  vitality  which 
oontains  all  the  elements  that  make  temper  the  sweetest 
at  last.  Who  amongst  ns,  how  wise  soever,  can  con- 
strae  a  i^Id's  heart  t  Who  conjecture  all  the  springs 
that  secretly  vila«to  withni,  to  a  touch  on  tim  euifaoe 
of  feelingt  Kaob  child,  but  especially  the  girl-child, 
would  task  the  whole  lore  of  a  esge,  deep  as  8hak- 
speare,  to  distiugoish  those  subtle  emotions  which  we 
grown  folks  have  outlived. 

"She  baa  a  strong  temper,"  said  the  Uayw,  when 
Sophy  soatohed  t^  doll  from  his  hand  a  second  tim«, 
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and  ponied  at  him,  epoilad  child,  looking  so  divinely 
crou,  80  petulantly  pretty.  And  llOW  on  earth  could 
the  Mayor  know  what  aasociationa  with  that  atnpid  doll 
made  her  think  it  profaned  by  the  touch  of  a  atcanger  t 
Waa  it  to  her  eyes  as  to  his,  —  mere  wax-work  and  frip- 
pery; or  a  symbol  of  holy  remembranees,  of  gleams  into 
a  fairer  world,  of  "  devotion  to  aomething  afar  from  th« 
ephere  of  her  sorrow  "  t  Was  not  the  evidence  of  "  strong 
temper"  the  very  sign  of  affectionate  depth  of  heart t 
PoMT  little  Sophy  I  Hide  it  again,  — safe  out  of  sight; 
close,  inscrutable,  nnguesaed,  as  childhood's  first  tnas- 
nres  of  sentiment  ever  are! 
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CHAPTEB  XXIL 

Hw  object  of  (^rillMtiaii  being  alwdjrt  to  aettle  people  one  mj  or 
tbe  other,  the  Mijor  of  GaCeeboio'  eatertuni  a  (tatcemaiilike 
ambition  to  settle  Oeutleman  Waife :  do  donbt  a  wiae  corwep- 
tion,  and  in  accordiuicB  nith  the  genius  of  the  Nation.  —  Ever; 
Sewion  of  Parliament,  England  is  employed  in  Mttling  Mki, 
whether  M  home  or  at  the  Antipodee,  who  Ignotautlj  object  to 
be  «etUad  in  her  vaj ;  in  thort,  "  1 11  settle  them,"  has  become 
a  vtUgai  idiom,  tantamonnt  to  a  threat  of  nttermost  extermiiia- 
tiou  or  Bmasb.  —  Therefore  the  Uafor  of  Oateeboro',  barborinf; 
that  benignant  idea  with  reference  to  "  Gentleman  Waife,"  all 
kindly  readers  will  exclMm,  "Dii  M«liot»l  What  will  he  do 
with  it  1 " 

The  doll  once  more  safe  behind  the  pillow,  Sophy's 
foce  gmdually  softened;  she  hent  forward ,  touched  the 
JJiijor'a  hand  timidly,  and  looked  at  him  with  plead- 
ing, penitent  eyes,  still  wet  with  tears,  — eyes  th^t  said, 
though  the  lips  were  silent,  "  I  '11  not  hate  you.  I  w» 
nngrateful  and  peevish;  may  I  beg  pardon)" 

"I  forgive  you  with  all  my  heart,"  cried  the  Mayor, 
interpreting  the  look  aright.  "And  now  try  and  com- 
poee  yourself  and  eleep  while  I  talk  with  your  grand- 
papa below. " 

"  I  don't  see  how  it  is  poeaible  that  T  can  le«ye  bei," 
said  Waife,  when  the  two  men  had  adjourned  to  the 
sitting-room. 

"  I  am  Hure,"  quoth  the  Mayor,  seriouBly,  "  that  it 
is  the  beet  thing  for  her;  her  pulse  han  much  nerroua 
excitability;  she  wants  a  complete  rest;  she  ought  not 
to  move  about  with  you  on  any  account.  But  come,  — 
though  I  must  not  know,  it  seems,  who  and  what  joa 
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an,  Mr.  Chapnuui, — I  don't  tiiink  you  will  nm  off 
villi  m;  cows,  and  if  70a  like  to  atay  at  the  bailitTa 
eottage  for  a  weelc  or  two  with  your  gondchild,  you 
Eh&ll  be  left  in  peace,  and  aaked  no  quectioua.  I  will 
own  to  you  a  wsakneas  of  mine,  —  I  tbIus  O^self  on 
being  seldom  01  never  taken  in.  I  don't  think  I  conld 
fti^ive  the  man  who  did  take  me  in.  Bnt  taken  in  I 
certainly  ehall  be,  if,  despite  all  your  myeteiy,  yon  ara 
not  as  honest  a  fellow  aa  ever  stood  upon  ehoe-leatJiei! 
So  come  to  the  cottage. " 

Wufe  was  Tery  mnch  affected  by  this  confiding  kind- 
ness ;  bnt  he  shook  hia  head  despondently,  and  that  same 
abject,  almost  cringing  humility  of  mien  and  nuuDcr 
which  had  pained  at  times  Lionel  and  Vance,  crept 
over  the  whole  man,  so  that  he  seemed  to  cower  and 
shrink  as  a  Pariah  before  a  Brahmin.  "  Xo,  sir;  thank 
yon  most  humbly.  Ko,  sir,  —  that  must  not  be.  I 
must  work  for  my  daily  bread,  i£  what  a  poor  v^abond 
like  me  may  do  can  be  called  work.  I  have  made  it  a 
rule  for  years  not  to  force  myself  to  the  hearth  and  home 
of  any  kind  man  who,  not  knowing  my  past,  has  a  rigU 
to  suspect  me.  Whan  I  lodge,  I  pay  as  a.  lodger;  or 
whatever  favor  shown  me  spares  my  purse,  I  taj  to 
return  in  some  useful,  humble  way.  WLy,  sir,  how 
could  I  make  free  and  easy  with  another  man's  boatd 
and  roof-tree  for  days  or  weeks  together,  when  I  would 
not  even  come  to  yoor  hearthstone  for  a  cup  of  tea  f " 
The  Mayor  remembered,  and  was  startled.  Waife  hur' 
ried  on.  "  But  for  my  poor  child  I  have  no  such  scru> 
plee,  — 'DO  shame,  no  false  pride.  I  take  what  you  offer 
her  gratefully,  — gratefully.  Ah,  air,  she  is  not  in  her 
right  place  with  me ;  but  there 's  no  use  kicking  against 
the  pricks.  Where  was  It  Ohl  well,  I  tell  you  what 
we  will  do,  sir.     I  will  take  her  to  the  cottage  in  a  day 
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M  two,  —  u  Boon  OB  she  is  veil  euongh  to  go,  —  and 
Bpend  the  day  with  her,  and  deceive  her,  sirl  jea,  ds- 
oeive,  cheat  het,  sirl  I  am  a  cheat,  — a  player, — and 
ehe  '11  think  I  'm  going  to  stay  with  her;  and  at  night, 
when  she  'e  aaleep,  I  'U  creep  off,  I  and  the  other  dog. 
But  I  '11  leave  a  letter  for  her,  —  it  will  soothe  hei,  and 
she  '11  be  patient  and  wait.  I  will  come  back  again  to 
see  her  in  a  week,  and  once  every  week  till  ahe  'a  well 
again." 

"  And  what  will  you  do  t " 

"  I  don't  know ;  but,"  aaid  the  actor,  totoing  a  laugh, 
"  I  'm  not  a  man  likely  to  starve.     Oh,  never  fear,  siil " 

So  the  Mayor  went  away,  and  strolled  acroee  the  fields 
to  his  bailifTs  coUage,  to  prepare  for  the  guest  it  would 
receive. 

"  It  is  all  very  well  that  the  poor  nuu  should  be 
away  for  some  days,"  thought  Hr.  Hartopp.  "Before 
he  comes  again,  I  shall  have  hit  on  some  plan  to  serve 
him ;  and  I  can  learn  more  about  him  from  the  child  in 
his  absence,  and  see  what  he  is  really  fit  for.  There 's  a 
schoolmaster  wanted  in  Morley's  village.  Old  Morley 
wrote  to  me  to  recommend  him  one.  Good  salary, 
pretty  house.  Bat  it  would  be  wrong  to  set  over  young 
-  children  —  recommend  to  a  respectable  proprietor  and  his 
parson  —  a  man  whom  I  know  nothing  about.  Impos- 
sible! that  will  not  do.  If  there  was  any  plaoe  of  light' 
service  which  did  not  require  trust  or  responsibility, — 
but  there  is  no  such  place  in  Great  Britain.  Suppose 
I  were  to  set  him  up  in  some  easy  way  of  business,— 
a  little  shop,  eht  I  don't  know.  What  would  Wil- 
liams say  t  If,  indeed,  I  wen  taken  inl  — -if  the  man  I 
am  thus  credulously  trusting  turned  out  a  rogue,"  —  the 
Mayor  paused  and  actually  shiverod  at  that  thought,  — 
'  why,  then,  I  should  be  fallen  indeed.     My  wife  would 
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Bot  let  ma  have  balf-a-down  in  my  pockets ;  lod  I  oonld 
not  walk  a  hundnd  juda  Imt  Willianu  would  be  at  n^ 
heela  to  protect  me  from  being  atolen  I7  gypaiea.  Taken 
in  by  himi  —  No,  impoeaiblel  But  if  it  turn  out  aa  I 
■napect,  —  that,  oontnty  to  vulgar  prudence,  I  am  divin- 
ing a  leally  great  and  good  man  in  difficulties, — aha, 
what  a  triumph  I  aball  then  gain  ovei  them  all  I  How 
Williama  will  leven  met"  Tha  good  man  laoghed 
aloud  at  that  thougbt,  and  walked  on  with  a  pionder 
atep. 
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A  pnttj  trifla  {n  ita  way,  no  donU,  Ii  tbe  lors  betrntti  youtli  md 
youth. — 0*7  Tmrietiea  of  tb*  bswUe  ipread  ttw  counter  of  the 
On«t  T<9-8bop. — Bat  tboa,coaitwnuDftiiMl7atim,nue  thine 
aim  to  Jim  ilielf,  tamewhat  ont  of  evec^-da)*  nkch,  And  bring 
me  down  that  obaoleCe,  neglected,  nnconiidered  tWag,  the  Lore 
bUwoen  A^  and  ChUdhood. 

The  next  day  Sophy  vaa  better;  the  day  after,  improTe- 
ment  was  more  visible,  —  and  on  the  third  day  Waife 
paid  his  bill,  and  conduated  ber  to  the  rural  abode  to 
which,  credulooB  at  last  of  bia  promises  to  share  il'  with 
her  for  a  time,  he  enticed  bei  fated  steps.  It  was  little 
more  than  a  mile  beyond  tbe  suburbs  of  the  town,  and 
thotigb  the  walk  tired  her,  she  concealed  fatigue,  and 
would  not  aufier  him  to  cany  her.  The  oottage  now 
smiled  out  before  them, — thatched  gable  loof,  with 
fancy  barge-board;  half  Swiss,  half  what  is  called 
Elizabethan;  all  the  fences  and  sheds  round  it,  as 
only  your  rich  traders,  condescending  to  turn  farmeis, 
construct  and  maintain, — sheds  and  fences,  trim  and 
neat,  as  if  models  in  waxwork.  The  breezy  air  came 
fresh  from  the  new  haysbtcks;  from  the  woodbine  round 
the  porch;  from  the  breath  of  tbe  lazy  kine,  as  they 
stood  knee-deep  in  the  pool,  that,  belted  with  weeds  and 
broad-leaved  water-lilies,  lay  calm  and  gleaming  amidst 
level  pafltures. 

Involuntarily  they  arrested  tbeir  st«pe,  to  gase  on  the 
cheerful  landscape  and  inhale  the  balmy  air.  Mean- 
while the  Mayor  came  out  from  the  cottage  porch,  his 
wife  leaning  on  bis  arm,  and  two  of  his  younger  chil- 
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dien  Ixmndii^  on  before,  wilih  J070UB  fsoea,  giving  chase 
to  a  gaudy  butterfly  which  they  had  started  from  the 
'woodbine. 

Hn.  Hattopp  had  conoeirod  a  livaly  cariasi^  to  SM 
and  judge  for  herself  of  the  objects  of  her  liege  lord's 
henerolent  interest.  She  sharbd,  of  course,  the  aoziety 
which  formed  the  standing  excitement  of  all  those  who 
lived  hut  for  one  godlike  purpose,  that  of  preserving 
Josiah  Hartopp  from  being  taken  in.  But  whenever 
the  Mayor  specially  wished  to  secure  his  wife's  counte- 
nance to  any  pet  project  of  his  own,  and  oonviuoe  her 
either  that  he  was  not  taken  in,  or  that  to  hb  discreetly 
taken  in  is  in  this  world  a  very  popular  and  soie  mode 
of  getting  up,  he  never  &iled  to  attain  hia  end.  That 
man  was  the  cunningest  creatuiel  As  full  of  wiles  and 
stratagems  in  order  to  get  his  own  way,  —in  henevolent 
objects,  —  as  men  who  set  up  to  be  clever  are  for  selGah 
ones.  Mrs.  Hartopp  was  certainly  a  good  woman,  but 
a  made  good  woman.  Married  to  onottier  man,  I  sus- 
pect that  she  would  have  been  a  shrew:  Petruchio 
would  never  have  tamed  her,  I  '11  swear.  But  she, 
poor  lady,  had  been  gradually  but  completely  sub- 
dued, subjugated,  absolutely  cowed  beneath  the  weight 
of  her  spouse's  despotic  mildness;  for  in  Hartopp  there 
was  a  weight  of  soft  quietude,  of  placid  oppression, 
wholly  irresistible.  It  would  have  buried  a  Titoness 
under  a  Pelion  of  mor^  featbei-beds.  Mass  upon  mass 
of  downy  influence  descended  upon  you,  seemingly  yield- 
ing as  it  fell,  enveloping,  overbearing,  stifling  you, — 
not  presenting  a  single  hud  point  of  contact;  giving  in 
as  you  pushed  against  it;  suppling  itself  seductively 
round  you,  softer  and  Boft«r,  heavier  and  heavier,  till, 
Z  assure  you,  ma'am,  no  matter  how  high  yonr  natural 
wifely  spirit,  yon  would  have  had  it  smothered  out  of 
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joo,  jroor  lut  rebeUious  marmur  dying  langoidlj  away 
under  the  daaoending  fleeoee. 

"  So  kind  in  jou  to  oome  vith  me  Muy,"  s&id 
Hartopp.  "  I  oould  not  h&ve  been  happy  witltout  your 
approval;  look  at  the  child,  —  aomethiiig  about  her  like 
Mary  Anne,  and  Mary  Anae  ia  the  picture  of  you! " 

Waife  advanced,  uncovering;  the  tvro  children,  hav- 
ing lost  trace  of  the  butterfly,  had  run  up  towards  Sophy. 
But  her  shy  look  made  themselves  shy ,  —  shyness  ia  so 
contagious,  —  and  they  stood  a  little  aloof,  gazing  at  her. 
Sir  Isaac  stalked  direct  to  the  Mayor,  sniffed  at  him, 
and  wagged  his  tail. 

Mrs.  Hartopp  now  bent  over  Sophy,  and  acknowledg- 
ing that  the  face  was  singularly  pretty,  glanced  graciously 
towards  her  husband,  and  said,  "I  see  the  likeness! " 
then  to  Sophy,  "I  fear  you  are  tired,  my  dear;  yea 
must  not  over*fatigue  yourself,  —  and  you  must  tske 
milk  fresh  from  the  cow  every  morning."  And  now 
the  bailiff's  wife  came  briskly  out, — a  tidy,  frash- 
oolored,  kind-foced  woman,  fond  of  ohildzen;  the  more 
BO  because  she  had  none  of  her  own. 

So  they  entered  Uie  farmyard, — Mn.  Hartopp  being 
the  chief  talker;  and  she,  having  pointed  out  to  Sophy 
the  cows  and  the  turkeya,  the  hencoops  and  the  great 
China  gander,  led  her  h7  ^  ^^^  hand  — while  So[diy'B 
other  hand  dung  firmly  to  Wolfe's — across  the  liUle 
garden,  with  its  patent  bee-hives,  into  the  house,  took 
offher  bonnet,  and  kJsaed  her.  "Very  like  Mary  Anne! 
—  Mary  Anne,  deer."  One  of  the  two  children  owning 
tiut  name  approached, — snnb-noeed,  black-eyed,  with 
cheeks  like  peonies.  "  This  little  giil,  my  Mary  Anae, 
was  as  pale  aa  you,— over-study;  and  now,  my  dear 
child,  you  must  by  and  steal  a  little  of  her  color. 
Don't  yon  think  my  Mary  Anne  is  like  her  papa,  Mr. 
Chapman  1 " 
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"Like  met"  ezclumsd  the  BCayor;  whispering 
Waife,  "  Imi^  of  her  motbert — &»  same  intelleo- 
tiul  lookl" 

Seid  the  ertfiil  actor,  "Indeed,  ma'am,  the  yomig 
lady  has  her  tather'a  month  and  eyebrows;  but  that 
acute,  sensible  ezpreSBloa  is  yours,  — qiiit«  yours.  Sir 
Isaac,  make  a  bow  to  the  yonng  lady,  and  then,  sir,  go 
throogh  the  sword  exercise  1 " 

The  dog,  pat  upon  his  tricks,  delighted  the  childrBn; 
and  the  poor  actor,  though  hie  heart  lay  in  hia  breast 
like  lead,  did  hii  beet  to  tepay  benevolence  by  mirth. 
Finally,  much  pleaaed,  Mrs.  Hartopp  took  her  hus- 
band's arm  to  depatl  The  children,  on  being  separated 
from  Sir  Isaac,  began  to  cry.  The  Mayor  interrupted 
his  wife, —who,  if  left  to  herself ,  would  have  scolded 
them  into  worse  crying;  told  Mary  Anne  that  he  relied 
on  her  strong  intellect  to  ccmsote  her  brother  Tom; 
observed  to  Tom  that  it  was  not  like  his  manly  nature 
t«  set  so  example  of  weeping  to  his  sister;  and  con- 
trired  thus  to  flatter  their  tears  away  in  a  trioe,  and 
sent  them  forward  in  a  laoe  to  the  tumstile. 

Waife  and  Sophy  were  alone  in  the  cottage  parlor, 
Mrs.  Qoooh,  the  bailifTs  wife,  walking  part  of  the  way 
back  wiOi  the  good  couple,  in  order  to  show  the  Mayor 
a  heifer  who  had  lost  appetite  and  taken  to  moping. 
"Let  us  steal  out  into  the  hack-garden,  my  darling," 
said  Waife.  "  I  see  an  arbor  there,  where  I  will  com- 
pose myself  with  a  pipe,  —  a  liberty  I  should  not  like  to 
take  in-dooTS. "  They  stepped  acroaa  the  threshold,  and 
gvned  the  arbor,  which  stood  at  the  extreme  end  of  the 
small  kitchen-garden,  and  commanded  a  pleasant  view 
of  paatnrea  and  cornfields,  backed  by  the  blue  ontline  of 
distant  hills.  Afar  were  faintly  heard  the  laugh  of  the 
Mayor's  happy  children;  now  and  then  a  tinkling  sheep- 
Toi-t— a 
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bell,  M  the  tap  of  the  voodpBcker,  uniepremed  by  the 
fauah  of  the  midmost  rammer,  which  atilla  the  more 
tuneful  choriBters  umidst  their  coTerte.  Waife  lighted 
his  pipe,  snd  smoked  silently;  Sophy,  Testing  hei  head 
on  his  bosom,  silent  also.  She  was  exquisitely  eenai' 
tire  to  nature;  the  quiet  beauty  of  all  round  hei  was 
soothing  a  spirit  lately  troubled,  and  health  came  steal- 
ing gently  back  through  frams  and  through  hetut.  Ai 
lenKth  she  said  softly,  "We  could  be  so  happy  here, 
grandfather!     It  cannot  last,  can  iti" 

"  *T  is  no  use  in  this  life,  my  dm,"  retomed  Waife, 
pfailoeophiiing,  —  "no  use  at  all  disturbing  present  hap- 
piness by  asking  '  Can  it  laatl '  To-day  is  man's,  to- 
morrow bis  Maker's.  But  (ell  me  frankly, do  you  really 
dislike  so  much  the  ideaof  ezhibituigl  I  don't  mean  as 
we  did  in  Mr.  Bngge'a  show.  I  know  you  hate  tliatj 
bat  in  a  gentoel  private  way,  as  the  other  night.  Tou 
dgh!     Out  with  it." 

"  I  like  what  you  like,  Qruidy." 

"That's  not  true.  I  like  to  smoke;  yon  don't. 
Corns,  you  do  dislike  acting  t  WhyT  You  do  it  so 
well,  — wonderfully.  Generally  speaking,  people  iike 
what  itoy  do  well." 

"  It  ia  not  Ute  acting  itself,  Grandy  dear,  that  I  don't 
like.  When  I  am  in  some  part,  I  am  carried  away,  — I 
am  not  myself.     I  am  some  one  elael  " 

"  And  the  applause  1 " 

"  I  don't  feel  it.  I  dareaay  I  should  miss  it  if  it 
did  not  oome ;  but  it  does  not  seem  to  me  as  If  J  were 
applauded.  If  I  felt  tiiat,  I  should  stop  short,  and  get 
frightened.  It  is  as  if  that  somebody  else  into  whom  I 
was  changed  was  making  friends  with  the  audience ;  and 
all  my  feeling  is  for  that  somebody — juxt  as,  Qranc^ 
dear,  when  it  is  over,  and  we  two  are  alone  together, 
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wU  my  feeling  is  for  70U, ' —  at  lenet "  (hanging  hit  head) 
"it  osed  to  ba;  but  lately,  aomehoir,  I  am  ashamed  to 
ttiink  how  I  hare  been  feeling  foi  myself  mora  than  for 
yon.  la  it — is  it  that  I  am  growing  selfish,  as  Ui. 
UsjoTsaidf  Oh,  no.  Now  ve  an  here,  —  not  in  thoae 
noii7  towna,  not  in  the  inns  and  on  the  highvaya, — now 
hen,  here,  I  do  feel  again  for  you, — all  for  yont " 

"  You  era  my  little  angel,  you  are,"  eaid  Waife,  tiem- 
Tiloasly.  "Seififlhl  yaul  a  good  jc^  thatl  Mow  yon 
see,  I  am  not  what  is  called  dananstiatiTe,  —  a  long 
wcod,  Sophy,  which  meani,  that  I  don't  show  to  you 
always  how  fond  I  am  of  you;  and,  indeed,"  he  added 
ingenuously,  *  I  am  not  always  aware  of  it  myself.  I 
like  acting,  —  I  like  the  applaoae,  and  the  lights,  and 
the  excitement,  and  Uie  illusion;  the  make-belief  of  Uie 
whole  thing;  it  takes  me  out  of  memory  and  thought; 
it  is  a  world  that  baa  neither  past,  present,  nor  future, 
an  interlude  in  time, — an  escape  from  space.  I  sup- 
pose it  is  the  same  with  poets  when  tbey  are  making 
veieea.  Yes,  I  like  all  this;  and,  when  I  think  of  it,  I 
foi^et  you  too  much.  And  I  nsTef  obaerved.  Heaven 
fo^ve  mel  that  you  were  pale  and  drooping,  till  it  was 
pointed  out  to  me.  Well,  take  away  your  arms.  Let 
us  consnltl  As  aoon  as  you  get  quite,  quite  well, — 
how  shall  we  live  T  what  shall  we  do  t  You  are  as  wise 
as  a  little  woman,  and  such  a  careful,  prudent  house- 
keeper; and  I  'm  such  a  harum-scarum  old  fellow,  with- 
out a  sound  idea  in  my  head.  What  shall  we  do  if  we 
give  np  acting  altogether  I  " 

*  Give  up  acting  alfa^ther,  when  you  like  it  so  I  So, 
no.  I  will  like  it  too,  Grandy.  But — but — "  She 
stojqwd  eAiort,  afraid  to  imply  blame  or  to  give  pain. 

"But  vba,t,  —  let  us  make  clean  breasts,  one  to  the 
other;  tell  trutit,  and  shame  the  Father  of  Idea," 
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"  Tell  tnth,"  said  Sophy,  liftiiig  up  to  him  her  pore 
eyes  with  sueh  heavenly,  loving  Idndnen,  that  if  the 
iroida  did  imply  reproof,  the  eyee  stole  it  away. 
'  Could  ve  bat  man^e  to  tell  truth  off  the  stage,  I 
should  not  dislike  acting!  Oh,  grandfather,  when  that 
kind  gentleman  and  his  lady  and  those  merry  children 
come  up  and  speak  to  us,  dtm't  you  feel  ready  to  creep 
into  the  earth!— I  do.  Are  we  telling  truth  1  Aiewe 
living  tmthi  One  name  to-day,  another  name  to-mor- 
row t  I  should  not  mind  acting  on  a  stage  or  in  a 
room,  for  the  time,  but  always  acting,  always, — we 
oureelTes  '  make-beliefs  'I  Orandfather,  must  that  be! 
Tfuy  don't  do  it;  I  mean  by  '  they,'  all  who  an  good 
and  looked  up  to  and  respected,  as  —  as —  Oh,  Graady, 
Grandy,  what  am  I  saying?     I  have  pained  you." 

Waife  indeed  was  atriving  hard  to  keep  down  emo- 
tion; but  his  lips  were  set  firmly,  and  the  blood  had  left 
them,  and  his  hands  were  trembling. 

"We  mxt»t  hide  ouraelvea,"  he  said  in  a  ve>y  low 
voice;  "we  must  take  false  names,  —  I,  because  —  be- 
cause of  reasons  I  can't  tell  even  to  yon;  and  you, 
because  I  failed  to  get  you  a  proper  home,  where  you 
ought  to  be;  and  there  is  one  who,  if  be  pleases,  and  he 
may  please  it  any  day,  could  take  you  away  from  me, 
if  he  found  you  out;  and  so — and  so  —  "  He  paused 
abruptly,  looked  at  her  fearful,  wondering,  soft  bee,  and 
rising,  drew  himself  up  with  one  of  those  rare  outbreaks 
of  dignity  which  elevated  the  whole  character  of  hie 
person.  "  But  as  for  me,"  said  he,  "  if  I  have  lost  all 
name ;  if,  while  I  live,  I  must  be  this  wandering,  slculk- 
ing  outcast,  —  look  above,  Sophy ;  look  up  above,  there 
all  secrete  will  be  known,  all  hearts  read;  and  there  my 
best  hope  to  find  a  place  in  which  I  may  wait  your  com- 
ing ia  in  what  has  lost  me  all  birthright  here.     lfo(  to 
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«x&lt  myialf  do  I  ia7  tiiii, — noj  but  that  yon  ma;  Imt* 
comfort,  duling,  if  em  hereafter  yoa  are  pained  by  what 
men  say  to  you  of  me." 

As  be  spoke,  Uke  expreanon  of  his  face,  at  first  solemn 
and  lofty,  relaxed  into  melancholy  Bubmiseion.  Than 
passing  his  arm  into  hers,  and  leaning  on  it  as  if  sunk 
once  more  into  the  broken  cripple  needing  her  frail  sup- 
port, he  drew  her  forth  from  the  arbor,  and  paced  the 
litUe  garden  slowly,  painfully.  At  length  he  seemed 
to  recover  himself,  and  said  in  his  ordinary  cheerful 
tone, "  But  to  the  point  in  question,  suppoee  we  have 
done  with  acting  and  roaming,  and  keep  to  one  name, 
and  settle  somewhere  like  plain  folks,  again  I  ask,  — 
how  shall  we  live  1 " 

"  I  have  been  thinking  of  that,"  answered  Sophy. 
*  Tou  remember  that  those  good  Hiss  Burtons  taugbt 
me  all  kinds  of  needlework,  and  I  know  people  can 
make  money  by  needlework.  And  then,  Grandy  dear, 
what  can't  you  dot  Do  yoa  forget  Mrs.  Saunders' 
books,  that  you  bound,  and  her  cups  and  saucers  that 
you  mended  T  So  we  wonld  both  work,  and  have  a 
little  cottage  and  a  garden,  that  we  could  take  care  of 
and  sell  the  herbs  and  vegetables.  Oh,  I  have  thought 
over  it  all,  the  last  fbrtoi^t,  a  hundred,  bundled  times, 
<mly  I  did  not  dare  to  speak  first.'* 

Waife  listened  very  attentively.  "  I  can  make  very 
good  baskets,"  said  he,  rubbing  his  chin,  "  famous 
baskets  (if  one  could  hire  a  bit  of  oeier  ground),  and, 
as  you  say,  there  might  be  other  fancy  articles  I  could 
turn  out  prettily  enough,  and  you  could  work  samplers, 
and  um-mgB,  and  doyleya,  and  pin-cushions,  and  so 
forth;  and  what  with  a  rood  or  two  of  garden-ground, 
and  poulbry  (the  Mayor  says  poultry  is  heidthy  for  chil- 
dren), upon  my  word,  if  we  eould  find  a  safe  place,  and 
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people  would  not  trouble  us  with  theii  goosip, — and  wb 
Goold  wve  a  little  mone;  for  you  when  I  uu  —  " 

"Bees  too,  —  honey?"  intermpted  Sophy,  groving 
more  and  more  inteieBted  and  excited. 

"  Tes,  bees,  —  certainly.  A.  cott^e  of  that  kind  in  a 
village  Tould  not  be  above  £6  a  year,  and  £20  spent 
on  nisteriids  for  fancy-works  would  set  us  up.  Abl  but 
furniture,  —  beda  and  tables,  —  moostrone  deart" 

"  Oh,  no;  very  little  would  do  at  first." 

"  Let  UB  count  the  mtmey  we  have  left,"  said  Waife, 
throwing  himself  down  on  a  piece  of  sward  that  emnr- 
cled  a  shady  tDulbeny-lree.  Old  man  and  child  oounted 
the  money,  bit  by  bit,  gayly  yet  anzioosly,  —  babbling, 
interrupting  each  other,  scheme  upon  scheme;  they  for- 
got post  and  present  as  much  as  in  acting  plays.  They 
were  absorbed  in  the  future,  —  innocent,  simple  futnie, 
innocent  as  the  future  planned  by  two  infanta  fresh  from 
Bobinson  Crusoe  or  fairy  tales. 

"  I  remember,  —  I  remember;  just  the  place  for  us," 
oried  Waife,  suddenly.  "  It  is  many,  many,  many  yean 
since  I  was  there;  I  was  oourting  my  Liuy  at  the  time, 
—  alas,  alasl  But  no  sad  thoughts  now  I  — juat  the  place, 
near  a  large  town,  hut  in  a  pretty  village  quite  retired 
from  it.  'Twaa  there  I  learned  to  make  baskela.  I 
had  Iffoken  my  1^,  — fall  from  a  horss;  nothing  to  do. 
I  lodged  with  an  old  bosket-maker;  he  had  a  capital 
teade.  Rivulet  at  the  back  of  his  house ;  reeds,  osieis 
plentiful.  I  see  them  now,  as  Z  saw  them  frran  my 
little  casement  while  my  1^  was  setting.  And  Lioy 
used  to  write  to  me  such  dear  letters ;  my  baskets  ww« 
all  for  her.  We  had  baskete  enough  te  have  furnished 
a  house  with  baskets;  could  have  dined  in  baskets,  ntin 
baskete,  slept  in  baskets.  With  a  few  lessons  I  oould  soon 
recover  the  knack  of  the  work.     I  should  like  to  see  the 
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flaea  iffon ;  it  would  be  shaking  handa  witii  m3r  yovtli 
once  more.  None  who  could  possibly  lecogaiKe  me  eould 
be  now  living.  Saw  no  one  but  the  soigeon,  the  baAet- 
maker,  and  his  wife;  all  bo  old,  they  must  be  long  siBee 
gathered  to  their  fathers.  Ferhape  no  one  curies  on  the 
basket  trade  now.  I  may  revive  it  and  have  it  all  to 
myself;  perhaps  the  oottage  itself  may  be  easily  hired." 
Thus,  ever  disposed  to  be  sanguine,  the  vagabond  ohafr- 
teied  on,  So|diy  listening  fondly,  and  smiling  up  to  hia 
face.  "And  a  fine  lai^  pork  close  by;  the  owners, 
great  lords,  deserted  it  Uien^  perhape  it  is  deserted  still. 
You  might  wander  over  it  as  if  it  were  your  own,  S(^hy. 
Such  wonderful  trees, —  such  green  solitudes;  and  pretty 
shy  hares  numing  acioea  the  vistas,  —  stately  deer  tool 
We  will  make  friends  with  the  lodge-keepers,  and  we  will 
call  the  pork  yours,  Sophy;  and  I  shall  be  a  genius  who 
weaves  magical  baskets,  and  you  shall  be  the  enchanted 
princess  concealed  from  all  evil  eyes,  knitting  doyleys 
of  pearl  under  leaves  of  emerald,  and  catching  no  sound 
from  the  world  of  perishable  life,  except  as  the  boughs 
whisper  and  the  birds  eing. " 

"  Deu  me,  here  yon  are,  —  we  thought  you  were 
lost,"  said  the  bailiff's  wife;  "tea  is  waiting  for  you, 
and  there's  husband,  air,  coming  up  from  his  work; 
he  '11  be  proud  and  glad  to  know  you,  sir,  and  you  too, 
my  dear;  we  have  no  children  of  our  own." 

It  ia  paat  eleven.  Sophy,  worn  out,  but  with  emo- 
tions far  more  pleasm&ble  than  she  had  long  known,  is 
fast  asleep.  Waife  kneels  by  her  side,  looking  at  her. 
He  touches  her  hand,  so  cool  and  soft,  — all  fever  gone; 
he  rises  on  tiptoe;  he  benda  over  her  forehead,  —  a  kiss 
there,  and  a  tear;  he  steals  away,  down,  down  the  staira. 
At  the  porch  is  the  bailiff,  holding  Sir  Isaac 
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'"We'll  take  all  care  of  her,"  said  Ur.  OoodL 
*  Ton '11  not  know  her  again  when  yon  come  back." 

Waife  pressed  the  hand  of  his  grandchild's  host,  bat 
did  not  speak. 

"Yoa  aie  sate  you  will  find  yonr  way;  no,  tiiat's 
the  wrong  turn,  —  sbxight  on  to  the  town.  They'll 
be  sitting  up  for  you  at  the  Saracen's  Head,  I  snppoea; 
of  course,  airt  It  seems  not  hospitable  like,  yonr  going 
away  at  the  dead  of  night  thus.  But  I  understand  yon 
don't  like  ctying,  air, — we  men  don't;  and  your  sweet 
little  girl,  I  daresay,  would  sob,  ready  to  bueak  her 
heart,  if  she  knew.  Fine  moonlight  ni^t,  sir, — 
straight  on.  And  I  say,  don't  fret  about  her;  wifs 
lores  children  dearly, — so  do  I.     Good  night." 

On  went  Waife,  — lamely,  slowly,  Sir  Isaac's  white 
coot  gleaming  in  the  moon,  ghostlike.  On  he  went, 
bundle  strapped  across  his  shoulder,  leaning  on  his  staff, 
along  by  the  folded  sheep  and  tho  sleeping  cattle.  But 
when  he  got  into  the  high-road,  Gatosboro'  full  befras 
him,  witJi  all  its  roofs  and  spires,  he  tamed  his  back  on 
the  town,  and  tramped  once  more  along  the  deeert  thor- 
oughfaie, — more  slowly,  and  more;  more  lamely,  and 
more, — till  several  milestones  were  passed;  and  then  he 
erept  through  the  gap  of  a  hedgerow,  to  the  sheltering 
eaves  of  a  haystack ;  and  under  &at  root-tree  he  and  Sit 
Isaac  lay  down  to  rest. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 
I^ngh  at  lonbodfiigi  of  avO,  bnt  tKinble  kftw  lUj-dTCami  of 

Waifk  left  behind  hJm  at  the  cottage  two  lett«TS,  — 
one  introBted  to  the  bttilitf,  with  a  sealed  hag,  for  Mt. 
H&rtoppj  oae  for  Soph;,  placed  on  a  chair  beside  her 
bed. 
The  first  letter  was  aa  follows  — 

I  truit,  dear  and  honored  sir,  that  I  shall  come  hack  safely ; 
and  when  I  do,  I  may  have  found,  perhaps,  a  home  for  her, 
and  some  waj  of  life  inch  as  job  wonld  not  blame.  Bnt,  in 
case  of  accident,  1  haye  left  with  Mr.  Qooch,  sealed  up,  the 
monej  we  made  at  Gatesboro',  after  paying  the  inn  bill,  doc- 
tor, etc,  and  retaining  the  mere  trifle  I  need  in  case  I  and  Sir 
Isaac  fail  to  support  ouiselves.  Tou  will  kindly  take  care  of 
it.  I  should  not  feel  safe  with  more  money  about  me,  an  old 
man.  I  might  be  robbed ;  besides,  I  am  caretese.  I  never 
can  keep  money;  it  slips  ont  of  my  hands  like  so  eel.  Heaven 
bless  yon,  sir  ;  your  kindness  seems  like  a  miracle  vouchsafed 
to  me  for  that  child's  dear  sake.  No  evil  can  chance  to  bet 
with  yon ;  and  if  I  should  fall  ill  and  die,  even  tiien  jron,  who 
would  have  aided  the  tricksoma  vagrant,  will  not  grudge  the 
saving  hand  to  the  harmless  child. 

The  letter  to  Sophy  ran  thus :  — 

Darling,  forgive  me  ;  I  have  stolen  away  from  yon,  bnt  only 
for  a  few  days,  end  only  in  order  to  see  if  we  csnnot  gain  the 
mt^c  home  where  1  am  to  be  the  Qenin^  and  yon  the  Prin- 
cess. I  go  forth  with  such  a  light  heart,  Sophy  dear.  I  shall 
be  walking  thirty  miles  a-day,  and  not  feel  an  ache  in  the 
lame  leg;  you  could  not  keep  up  with  me, — yoa  know  yon 
could  not.    So  think  over  the  cottage  and  the  basket-work. 
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and  piaolUB  at  somplen  and  pin-eiuhionB,  when  it  ia  too  hot 
to  plaj;  and  be  rtout  and  strong  againat  I  come  bacV.  That, 
I  trust,  will  be  this  day  week,  —  t  is  bnt  seven  days;  and  thtti 
we  will  only  act  biry  dramas  to  nodding  trees,  with  linn^ 
for  the  orebeatia;  and  even  Sir  Isaac  shall  not  be  demeaned 
by  mercenazy  tricks,  but  shall  employ  his  uithmetical  tatents 
in  casting  up  the  weekly  bills ;  and  he  shall  never  stand  on 
his  hind  legs  except  on  sonny  days,  when  he  shall  CKiiy  a 
paiasol  to  shade  on  enchanted  princem.  Laagh,  duling, — let 
me  fancy  I  see  you  laughing  j  but  dont  fret,  —  dout  faaqr  I 
dewrt  yon.  Do  try  and  get  well, — qnUe,  quite  well;  I  a^ 
it  of  you  on  my  knees. 

Tlie  latter  and  the  bag  were  taken  over  at  armzise  to 
Mr,  Hartopp's  villa.  Mr.  Hartopp  was  an  early  man. 
Sophy  overslept  herself;  her  room  was  to  the  west;  the 
morning  beama  did  not  reach  ite  windows ;  and  the  cottage 
without  childiea  woke  up  to  labor,  noiseless  and  still.  So 
when  at  last  she  shook  off  aleep,  and  tossing  her  hair 
from  her  blue  eyes,  looked  round  and  becams  conscious 
of  the  strange  place,  she  still  fancied  the  hour  early. 
But  she  got  up,  drew  the  curt«in  from  the  window,  saw 
the  snn  bigh  in  the  lieavens,  and,  ashamed  of  her  lari- 
ness,  turned,  and  lol  the  letter  on  the  chair!  Her  heart 
at  once  miagsve  her;  the  truth  flashed  upon  a  reason  pre- 
maturely quick  in  the  intuition  which  belongs  to  the 
union  of  sensitive  affection  and  active  thought.  She 
draw  a  long  breath,  and  turned  deadly  pole.  It  was 
some  minutes  before  she  could  take  up  the  letter,  before 
she  could  break  the  seal.  Wlten  she  did,  she  read  an 
Doiseleesly,  her  tears  dropping  over  the  page,  without 
effort  or  sob.  She  had  no  egotistical  sorrow,  no  griqf 
in  being  left  alooe  with  struigers;  it  was  the  pathos 
of  the  old  man's  lonely  wanderings,  of  hia  beraayemeiit, 
of  his  eonnterfeit  glee,  and  genuine  aeU-eaerifice,  —  this 
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if  was  tbat  mfhted  her  whole  heart  with  mmttrnmbla 
feamings  of  tandemess,  gratitude,  pity,  Traerstion.  But 
when  she  had  wept  nlently  for  some  time,  ehe  kissed  the 
letter  with  devout  passion,  and  tamed  to  that  Heaven  to 
which  the  OTitoast  had  taught  her  first  to  pray, 

AAerwarda  she  stood  stilt,  musing  a  little  while,  and 
the  sorrowful  shade  gradually  left  her  face.  Yes;  she 
would  obey  him;  she  would  not  fret;  she  would  try 
and  get  well  and  strong.  He  would  feel,  at  the  dis- 
tanoe,  that  she  was  true  to  hia  wishes,  —  that  she  was 
fitting  herself  to  be  again  his  ccmpanion;  seven  days 
would  soon  pass.  Hope,  that  oan  never  long  quit  the 
heart  of  childhood,  brightened  over  her  meditations,  as 
the  morning  sun  over  a  landscape  that  just  before  had 
lain  sad  amidst  twilight  and  under  rains. 

When  she  came  downstairs,  Mrs.  Gooch  was  pleased 
and  surprised  to  observe  the  placid  smile  Upon  her  face, 
and  the  quiet  activi^  with  which,  after  &e  morning 
meal,  she  moved  about  by  the  good  woman's  side,  assist- 
ing her  in  her  dairy-work  uid  other  housewife  tasks, 
talking  little,  comprehending  quickly, -^  composed, 
cheerful. 

"  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you  don't  pine  after  your  good 
grandpapa,  as  we  feared  you  would." 

*  He  told  me  not  to  pine,"  answered  Sophy,  simply, 
but  with  a  quivering  lip. 

When  the  noon  deepened,  and  it  became  too  warm  for 
exercise,  Sophy  timidly  asked  if  Mrs.  Qooch  had  any 
worsteds  and  knitting-needles,  and  bsing  accommodated 
with  those  implements  and  materials,  she  withdrew  to 
the  arbor,  and  seated  herself  to  work,  ^  solitaiy  and 
tranquil. 

What  made,  perhaps,  ^e  chief  s^ength  in  this  poor 
child's  nature  was   ite   inteoae   trustfulness,  —  a  part, 
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perhapB,  of  its  inBtinetive  appreciatioii  of  tnidi.  Sbe 
troatod  ia  Waife;  in  the  fature;  in  ProTideooe;  in  h«r 
own  ohildish,  not  hslpleas  aeU.  Already,  u  her  alight 
fingen  sorted  the  worateds,  and  her  graoeful  taste  shaded 
their  hues  into  blended  harmony,  her  mind  was  wear- 
ing, not  leas  harmoniously,  the  hues  in  the  woof  of 
dieanu:  the  cottage  home;  the  harmless  tasks;  Waifs, 
with  his  pipe,  in  the  armchair,  under  some  porch,  oot- 
ered,  like  that  one  yonder  —  why  nott  —  with  fragrant 
woodbine.  And  life,  if  humble,  honest,  tmthful,  not 
ahrinkii^  from  the  day,  ao  that,  if  Lionel  met  her  again, 
she  shouldnot  blnah,  nor  be  be  shocked.  And  if  their 
ways  were  so  different  as  her  grandfather  said,  still  they 
might  cross ,  as  they  had  crossed  before ,  and  —  The  work 
slid  from  her  hand;  the  sweet  lipe  parted,  smiling;  apic- 
ture  came  before  her  eyes,  —  hei  grandfather,  Lionel ,  her- 
self; all  three,  friends,  and  happf;  a  stream,  fair  as  the 
Thames  had  seemed;  green  trees,  all  bathed  in  Bommer; 
Uie  boat  gliding  by;  in  ihat  boat  they  three,  home  softly 
on  —  away — away,  what  maters  whither  t  —  by  her  side 
the  old  man;  facing  her,  the  boy's  bright,  kind  eyea. 
She  started.  She  heard  noises,  ~a  swinging  gate,  foot- 
steps. Sheetarted,  she  rose,  —  Toicea;  one  strange  to  her, 
—  a  man's  voice;  than  the  Mayor's.     A  third  voice,  — 

,  ahrill,  atem;  a  terrible  voice,  — heard  in  infancy;  asso- 
ciated with  images  of  cruelty,  misery,  woe.  It  could  not 
bel- — im^oasiblel  Near — nearer  came  the  footsteps. 
Seized  with  the  impolae  of  Sight,  she  sprang  to  the  mouth 
of  the  arbor.  Fronting  her,  glared  two  dark,  baleful  eyes. 
She  stood,  airwted,  spell-bound, — as  a  hiid  fixed  rigid 
hj  the  gase  of  a  serpent. 

"  Yea,  Mr.  Mayor;  all  right!  — it  is  oat  little  girl, — 
our  dear  Sophy.     Thie  way,  Mr.  Loaely.     Such  a  pleaa. 

.ant  surprise  for  you,  Sophy,  my  love  I "  said  Mrs.  Graoe. 
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la  tb«  UndUeat  iiMqim  tlni«  la  >  cotain  MnritimnMy  which, 
when  wotuded,  occajnwu  the  wme  pain,  wid  baqneMhM  di» 
Mat  MMDtmeut,  u  mortiAad  Tuiitj  or  golUd  lelf-Iave. 

It  is  «zaotIf  that  day  week,  towards  the  hour  of  five 
in  the  eYenin^  Mr.  Hartopp,  slone  in  the  potior  be- 
hind hia  vaiehouw,  is  locking  up  his  books  and  ledgers 
preparatory  to  the  retom  to  his  villa.  There  is  a  certain 
change  in  the  expression  of  hie  countenance  since  we  saw 
it  last.  If  it  be  possible  for  Mr.  Hartopp  to  look  sul- 
lon,  sullen  he  looks;  if  it  be  poeeible  for  the  Mayor 
of  Qatesboro'  to  be  crestfallen,  crestfallen  he  is.  That 
smooth  ezisteiice  has  sorely  received  some  fatal  concus- 
mon,  and  has  not  yet  recovered  th«  shock.  But  if  you 
will  gjaaee  beyond  the  parlor  at  Mr.  Williams  giving 
orders  in  the  warehouse,  at  the  warehousemen  them- 
selves, at  the  rough  focee  in  the  tanyard,  nay,  at  Mike 
Callaghan,  who  has  just  brought  a  parcel  from  &e  rail- 
way, all  of  them  have  evidently  shared  in  the  efiects  of 
the  concussiDn;  all  of  them  wear  a  look  more  or  less 
sullen;  all  seem  crestfallen.  Nay,  could  you  carry  your 
gaie  farther  on,  — >  could  you  peep  into  the  shops  in  the 
High  Street,  or  at  the  loungers  in  the  city  reading-room ; 
could  you  extend  the  vision  farther  still,  —  to  Mr. 
Hartopp's  villa,  behold  hia  wifs,  his  litUe  one^   his 
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men-serr&nta,  and  his  maid-aerrantB,  —  mon  and  man 
impnaaivel;  geoeial  mnild  become  the  tokena  of  dis- 
tuibance  occasioned  by  that  infamous  concusaoa.  Evei;- 
wheie  a  sullen  look,  — eveiy where  that  ine&bla  aqteot 
of  crest&lleimeasi  What  con  have  happened  t  Is  the 
good  man  bankraptl  Hc^  — rich  as  ever!  What  can 
it  be  I  Reader,  tbat  &tal  erent  which  thej  who  love 
Joaiah  Hartopp  are  ever  at  watob  to  prevent,  despite  all 
their  vigilance,  has  occurredl  Josiah  Hartopp  has  been 
lAKEK  utI  OUiei  man  may  he  occaaionally  token  in, 
and  no  one  moams, —  perhaps  they  deaerve  itl  They  are 
not  especially  benevolent,  or  they  set  up  to  be  specially 
wise.  But  to  take  in  that  Iambi  And  it  was  not  only 
the  Mayor's  heart  that  was  wounded,  but  his  pride,  hJa 
self-esteem,  his  sense  of  dignity,  were  terribly  humiliated. 
For  as  we  know,  though  all  the  world  considered  Hr. 
Hartopp  the  very  man  bom  to  be  taken  in,  and  thet«fbre 
combined  to  protect  him,  yet  in  his  secret  aoul  Mr.  Har^ 
topp  considered  that  no  man  lesa-needed  such  protection; 
that  he  was  never  taken  in,  unless  he  meant  to  be  bo. 
Thus  the  cruelty  and  ingratitude  of  the  base  action  onder 
which  his  crest  was  so  fallen,  jarred  on  hia  whole  system. 
Kay,  more,  he  could  not  but  feel  that  the  event  would 
Icmg  affect  his  personal  comfort  and  independence;  he 
would  be  more  than  ever  under  the  affectionate  (granny 
of  Mr.  WilliamB,  —  more  than  ever  be  an  object  of  - 
universal  surveillance  and  espionage.  There  would  be 
one  thought  paramount  tiuoughout  Gatesboro'.  "The 
Mayor,  Qod  bless  him !  has  been  taken  in,  —  this  must 
not  occur  agun  t  or  Gatesboro'  is  dishonored,  and  virtue 
indeed  a  name  I "  Hr.  Hartopp  felt  not  only  mortified 
but  sahjogated,  —  he  who  had  bitiiertiO  been  the  soft 
subjugator  of  the  hardest.  He  felt  not  only  subjugated, 
but  indignant  at  the  consciousness  of  being  so.     He  was 
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too  meekly  co&Tinced  of  Heaven's  tmening  jturtice  sot 
to  feel  asBOied  tii&t  the  man  who  had  taken  him  in 
would  come  to  a  tragic  end.  He  would  not  have  hanged 
that  man  with  his  own  hands,  —  be  was  too  mild  for 
Tu^eaaoe.  But  if  he  had  seen  that  man  hanging,  he 
would  have  aoid  piooalj',  "Pitting  retribution,''  and 
passed  on  hie  way  soothed  and  comforted.  Taken  in  I 
—  token  in  at  lastl  —  he,  Joeiah  Haitopp,  taken  in  1^ 
a  fdlow  wiUi  one  eye  I 
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CHAPTEE  n. 

Hm  HkToris  N  protact«d  that  h«  cannot  help  hlniMlL 

A  coMHOTioif  viihout, —  a  kind  of  howl;  a  kind  of 
hoot.  Mc.  Williams,  the  watehousemen,  the  taimerB, 
Mike  Gallaghau,  ehara  between  them  the  howl  and  the 
hoot.  The  May oi  started,  —  ia  it  poseible !  His  door 
is  buiat  open,  and,  scattering  all  who  sought  to  hold 
him  back,  —  scattering  them  to  the  right  and  left  from 
his  maasive  toiao,  in  rushed  the  man  who  had  taken  in 
the  Mayor;  the  fellow  with  one  eye,  and  witii  that 
fellow,  Bha^y  and  travel-eoiled,  the  other  d<^I 

"  What  have  you  done  with  the  charge  I  inbrosted  to 
you  t     My  child,  my  child,  —  where  is  she  1 " 

Waife's  face  was  wild  with  the  agony  of  his  emotions, 
and  his  voice  was  so  sharply  terrible  that  it  went  like  a 
knife  into  the  heart  of  the  men,  who,  thrust  aside  for 
the  moment,  now  followed  him,  fearful,  into  the  room. 

"  Mr.  —  Mr.  Chapman,  sir, "  Mteted  the  Mayor,  striv- 
ing hard  to  recover  dignity  and  seH-pooaoonioD,  "I  am 
'astonished  at  your  —  your  — " 

"  Audacity  I "  interposed  Mr.  Williams. 

"  Hy  child,  my  Sophy,  my  child !  answer  me,  man  I " 

"  Sir, "  said  the  Mayor,  drawing  himself  up,  "  have  yon 
not  got  the  note  which  I  left  at  my  bailiffs  cottage  in 
case  you  called  there  I  " 

"Your  note,  — this  thingl "  said  Waife,  strikmg  a 
crumpled  paper  with  his  hand,  and  running  his  eye  over 
ite  contents.  "Yon  have  rendered  up,  you  aay,  the 
child  to  her  lawful  protector t  Graoioos  heavens!  did 
/  trust  hor  to  you,  or  nott " 
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"  Leave  the  room,  oil  of  you, "  aud  the  Msyoi,  witii  a 
sadden  retom  of  his  uHnal  calm  vigor. 

"  Ton  go,  —  yon,  Bira ;  vhat  the  dence  do  you  do 
beiftt  "  growled  WUliame  to  the  meaner  throng.     "  Ontl 

—  I  stay;  never  fear,  men,  I'll  talce  care  of  himl  " 
The  bystandeta  surlily  slinked  o^  hut  none  returned 

to  their  work ;  they  stood  vithin  teach  of  call  by  the 
shut  door,  WUliama  tucked  up  hia  coat^leevea,  clinched 
his  fists,  hung  his  head  doggedly  on  one  side,  and  looked 
altogether  so  pugnacions  and  minatory  tiutt  Sir  Isaac, 
who,  though  in  a  state  of  great  excitement,  had  hitherto 
retained  self-control,  peered  at  him  under  his  curls,  stif- 
fened his  back,  showed  hia  teeth,  and  growled  formidably. 

"My  good  Williams,  leave  ua,"Baid  the  Mayor;  "I 
would  be  alone  with  this  person. " 

"  Alone,  —  you  I  out  of  the  question.  Kow  you  have 
been  once  token  in,  and  you  own  it,  it  is  my  du^  to 
protect  you  henoeforth;  and  I  will  to  the  end  of  my 
days." 

The  Mayor  sighed  heavily.     "Well,  Williams,  wellt 

—  take  a  chair  and  be  qniet.  Kow,  Mr.  Chapman,  so 
to  call  you  still;  you  have  deceived  me." 

"I  — howt" 

The  Mayor  was  puzuled.  "  Deceived  me, "  he  said  at 
last,  "  in  my  knowledge  of  human  nature.  I  thoo^t  you 
an  honest  man,  sir.     And  you  are  —    But  no  matter. " 

Waits  (impatiently).  —  "  My  child,  my  ohildl  you 
have  given  her  up  to  —  to — " 

Mayor.  —  "  Her  own  father,  sir. " 

Waifb  (oohoing  the  words  as  he  stagers  hw^).  — "  I 
thought  BO ,  —  I  thought  it !  " 

Mayor. — "In  so  doing  I  obeyed  the  law;  he  had 
legal  power  to  enforce  his  demand."  The  Mayor's  voice 
was  almost  apologetic  in  its  tone,  for  he  was  affected  by 
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Wadfe'B  BugoiBh,  and  not  able  to  Bil«nc3  a  pang  dt  n- 
moree.  After  all,  he  had  been  trusted;  and  he  had, 
excunUy  pecfaape,  neceaaaFilj  perhaps,  but  etjll  he  had 
failed  to  fulfil  the  trust.  "But,"  added  the  Mayor,  as 
if  reassuring  himeelf,  — "  but  I  refused  at  first  to  give 
her  up,  eren  to  her  ovn  father;  at  first  inaiBted  upon 
waiting  till  your  return;  and  it  was  only  when  I  was 
informed  what  you  yourself  were,  that  my  Bcmples  gave 
way." 

Waife  lemained  long  nlent,  breathing  very  haid,  and 
passing  his  hand  several  times  over  his  forehead ;  at  last 
he  said  more  qnietly  than  he  had  yet  spoken,  "Will 
you  tell  me  wheie  Aey  have  gone  1 " 

"  I  do  not  know;  and  if  I  did  know,  I  would  not  tell 
you!  Are  they  not  right  when  they  say  that  tiiat  inno- 
cent diild  should  not  be  tompted  away  by— by  a — in 
short,  by  you,  sir  t " 

"3%eysaidl  Her  father  — said  thati-— be  eudthatl 
Did  he —  did  A«  say  it!    Had  he  the  hoartl " 

Matob.  —  "  No,  I  don't  think  he  said  it.  Eh,  Mr. 
Williamst    He  spoke  little  to  met  " 

Mb.  Williams. — "Of  ooume  he  would  not  expose 
that  penon.     But  t^e  woman,  —  the  lady,  I  mean. " 

Waifb.  —  "Woman!  Ab,  yes.  The  tiailiff's  wife 
nid  theie  was  a  woman.     What  woman  1    What 's  her 

Matob.  — "  Beally  you  most  excuse  me.  I  can  say 
no  more.  I  have  consented  to  see  you  tbaa,  because 
whatever  you  might  have  been  or  may  lie,  still  it  was 
due  to  myseU  to  explain  how  I  come  to  give  up  the 
child;  and,  besides,  yon  left  money  with  me,  and  that, 
at  least,  t  can  give  to  your  own  hand. " 

The  Ibtyor  turned  to  his  desk,  unlocked  it,  and  drew 
fortib  the  bag  which  Waife  had  sent  to  him. 
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A«  he  extoided  it  tovuds  the  Comedian,  hii  haad 
tieiDbled  and  his  cheek  flushed.  For  Waife'e  one  bright 
•je  had  in  it  audi  depth  of  lepnaoh  that  ■gain  the 
Mayor's  conscience  ires  sorely  troubled,  and  he  wonld 
hare  given  ten  times  the  contents  i^  that  bag  to  have 
been  alone  with  the  vagrant,  and  to  have  said  th«  sooth- 
ing things  ha  did  not  dare  to  say  before  Willisms,  irho 
sat  there  mute  and  grim,  guarding  him  from  being  tmoe 
more  "  taken  in."  "  If  you  had  confided  in  me  at  first, 
Ur.  GhatHnan,"  be  said  pathetically,  "or  stbu  if  now, 
I  could  aid  you  in  an  honest  way  of  life!  " 

"Aid  him,  — nowl  "  said  Williams,  with  a  snort.  "At 
it  agaiul  you  're  not  a  man,  yoa  're  an  angell  " 

"But  if  he  is  penitent^  Williams." 

"Sol  sol  sol"  murmured  Waife.  "Thank  Heavea 
it  was  not  he  who  spoke  against  me,  —  it  was  but  a 
strange  ffoman.  Obi  "  he  suddenly  broke  off  wiUi  a 
groan.  "  Oh  1  but  that  strange  woman,  —  who,  what 
can  ^B  bel  and  Sophy  with  her  and  him.  Distraction  1 
Yes,  yea,  I  take  the  money.  I  shall  want  it  all.  Six 
Isaac,  pick  up  that  bag.  Oentlemen,  good-day  to  you  I " 
He  bowed,  — such  a  failnre  that  bowl  nothing  ducal  in 
it, —  bowed  and  turned  towards  the  Aoot;  then,  when  he 
gained  the  threshold,  as  if  some  meeker,  holier  thought 
restored  to  him  dignity  of  bearing,  his  form  rose,  though 
his  face  softened,  and  stretching  his  right  band  towaids 
the  Mayor,  he  said,  "  You  did  bat  as  all  perhaps  would 
have  done  on  the  evidence  before  you.  You  meant  to  - 
be  kind  to  hsr.  If  yon  knew  all,  bow  you  would  re- 
pent 1    I  do  not  blame,  — I  forgive  you." 

He  was  gone:  the  Mayor  stood  transfixed.  Even 
Williams  felt  a  cold,  comfortiesa  thrill.  "  He  does  not 
look  like  it, "  said  the  foreman.  "  Cheer  up,  sir,  no  won* 
der  you  were  token  in,  —  who  would  not  have  been  t " 
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"  Hukt  ttiftt  hoot  agun.  Oo,  Willums,  don't  lot  ths 
men  inflult  liim.     Go,  di^  —  I  shall  be  gntefoL" 

Bat  before  WiUiama  got  to  the  door,  the  cripple  and 
his  dog  h&d  Taniahed, — Taniahed  dom  a  dark,  narrow 
alley  on  iha  opposite  side  of  the  atieet.  The  ruds  work- 
men had  followed  bim  to  the  month  of  the  alley,  mocking 
him.  Of  the  exact  charge  against  tba  Comftdian's  good 
name  they  were  not  informed;  that  knowledge  was  con- 
fined to  the  Mayor  and  Mi.  WiUiama.  But  the  latter 
had  dropped  such  haiah  es^reasiona  that  bad  as  the 
charge  might  really  be,  all  in  Mr,  Hartopp'a  employment 
probably  deemed  it  worse,  if  possible,  than  it  really  was. 
And  wretch  indeed  must  be  the  man  by  whom  the  Mayor 
bad  been  confessedly  taken  in,  and  whom  the  Mayor  had 
indignantly  given  up  to  the  reproaches  of  bis  own  con- 
science. Bo^  the  cripple  was  now  out  (d  sight,  lost 
anudst  those  labyrintba  of  squalid  homes  whicb  in  great 
towns  are  thrust  beyond  view,  branching  off  abruptly 
behind  High  Streets  and  Market  Flacea,  ao  that  stntngera 
paasing  only  along  the  bioad  thoroughfares,  with  glitter- 
ing shops  and  gas-lit  cauaeways,  exclaim,  "  Where  do 
the  poor  livel  " 
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CHAFTEB  nL 

Ecce  iteram  Qn^I^iuol 

It  was  hj  no  calcuUtiou,  bat  by  iavoliintaiy  impulse, 
that  Waife,  thus  escaping  bom  the  harsh  looks  and 
taunting  murmun  of  the  goaaipB  round  the  Mayor's  door, 
dived  into  thoee  sordid,  deTioos  lanes.  Vagne^  he  felt 
that  a  ban  was  upon  him;  that  the  covering  he  had 
thrown  over  hia  htoad  of  outcast  was  lifted  up ;  that  a 
sentence  of  expulsion  from  the  High  Streets  and  Market 
Places  of  decorous  life  was  passed  against  him.  He  had 
been  robbed  of  his  child,  and  Society,  speaking  in  the 
voice  of  ths  Mayor  of  Gatesboro',  said,  "  Kightly  I  thou 
art  not  fit  companion  for  the  innocent! " 

At  length  he  found  himself  out  of  the  town,  beyond 
itfl  straggling  suburbs,  and  once  more  on  the  solitary 
road.  He  had  i  already  walked  far  that  day.  He  was 
thoroughly  exhausted.  He  sat  himself  down  in  a  dry 
ditch  by  the  hedgerow,  and  taking  his  head  between  hia 
hands,  strove  to  re-coUect  his  thonghte,  and  rearrange 
his  plans. 

Waife  hod  returned  that  day  to  the  bailifTa  cottage 
joyous  and  elated.  He  bad  spent  tlie  week  in  travd- 
ling,  —  partly,  though  not  all  the  way,  on  foot^  to  the 
distant  village  in  which  be  had  learned  in  youth  the 
basket-maker's  arti  He  had  found  the  very  cottage 
wherein  he  had  theii  lodged,  vacant,  and  to  be  let.  There 
seemed  a  ready  opening  for  the  bumble  bat  pleasant  craft 
to  which  he  had  diverted  his  ambition. 

The  bailiff  intrusted  with  the  letting  of  the  cottage 
and  orier-gronnd  had,  it  is  true,  requested  some  nfe^ 
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enoe,  —  not,  of  course,  as  to  all  b  tonant'e  antecedentB, 
but  as  to  the  ireanouable  probability  that  tha  tenant  would 
be  a  quiet,  sober  man,  who  would  pay  hia  rent^  and  ab> 
stain  from  poaching.  Waife  thought  he  might  safely 
presume  that  the  Mayor  of  GateaboTo'  would  not,  so  far 
as  that  went,  object  to  take  his  past  upon  toast,  and  give 
him  a  good  word  towards  securing  so  harmless  and  obecuie 
a  future.  Waife  had  never  before  aaked  such  a  favor  of 
any  man:  he  shrunk  from  doing  eo  now;  but  for  his 
grandchild's  aoke,  he  would  waive  hia  scruples  or  humble 
his  pride. 

Thua,  then,  he  had  come  hack,  full  of  Elyeian  dreams, 
to  hia  Sophy,  —  his  Enchanted  Princess.  Gone ;  taken 
away,  and  with  the  Mayor's  consent,  — the  consent  of 
the  very  man  upon  whom  he  bad  been  relying  ia  secure 
a  livelihood  and  a  shelter!  Little  more  had  he  learned 
at  the  cottage,  for  Mr.  and  Mie.  Goocb  had  been  oau- 
tioned  to  be  as  brief  as  possible,  and  give  Mm  no  clew 
to  regain  his  lost  treasure,  beyond  the  note  which  in- 
formed him  it  was  with  a  lawful  posseasor.  And,  in- 
deed, the  worthy  pair  were  now  prejudiced  against  the 
vagrant  and  were  rude  to  him.  But  he  had  not  tarried 
to  croee-examine  and  inquire.  He  had  rushed  at  once 
to  the  Mayor.  Sophy  waa  with  one  whoee  l^al  right 
to  diapoae  of  her  he  could  not  question.  But  when 
that  person  would  take  her,  where  he  retdded,  what  he 
would  do  with  her,  — he  had  no  means  to  conjecture. 
Moat  probably  (he  thought  and  guessed)  she  would  be 
carried  abroad,  —  was  already  out  of  the  country.  But 
the  woman  with  Losely,  he  had  not  heard  her  described; 
his  guesses  did  not  turn  towards  Mrs.  Crane ;  the  woman 
waa  evidently  hostile  to  him,  — it  waa  the  woman  who 
had  spoken  against  him,  not  Losely ;  the  woman  whoae 
tongue  had  poisoned  Hartopp's  mind,  and  turned  into 
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BOom  aU  HaA  admiring  respect  which  bad  before  greeted 
the  great  Comedian.  Why  was  that  Toman  bie'  enemy  t 
Who  could  ehe  be  T  What  had  she  to  do  with  3opby  t 
He  was  haU  beeide  biouelf  with  tenor.  It  waa  to  aare 
her  leea  even  from  Losely  than  from  euch  direful  wonua 
ae  LoBely  made  his  confidante  and  associatea,  that  Waife 
had  taken  Sophy  to  himaelf.  Aji  for  Mn.  Cnna,  she 
had  never  seemed  a  foe  to  Aim;  she  had  ceded  tiie  child 
to  him  willingly;  he  had  no  reason  to  believe,  from  the 
way  in  whidi  she  had  spoken  of  Losely  when  he  last 
nw  her,  that  ahe  could  henceforth  aid  the  intereeta,  or 
riiare  Oie  aohemea  of  the  man  whose  perfidies  ahe  then 
denonoced;  and  as  to  Bn;^  he  had  not  appeared  at 
Oateeboio'.  Mis.  Oiane  had  prudently  suggested  that 
his  pieBKLoe  would  not  he  propitiatory  or  discreet,  and 
that  all  teferenoe  to  him,  or  to  the  oonlxact  with  him, 
should  be  suppresBed.  Thus  Waife  wsa  wholly  withoat 
one  guiding  evidence,  one  gioundwork  for  conjecture 
that  might  enable  him  to  teck  the  lost;  all  he  knew  was 
ibat  she  had  been  given  up  to  a  man  whose  whereabouts 
it  wasdifiGcult  to  discover,  —a  vagrant,  of  life  darker  and 
more  hidden  tbaa  his  own. 

But  how  had  the  hunt«rs  discovered  the  place  where 
he  had  treasured  up  his  Sophy,  —  how  do^ed  that  re- 
treatl  Perhaps  from  the  villi^  in  which  we  first  saw 
him.  Ay,  doubdess,  learned  from  Mrs.  Saunders  of  the 
dog  he  had  purchased,  and  the  dog  would  have  served 
to  direct  them  on  his  path.  At  that  thought  he  pushed 
away  Sir  Isaac,  who  bad  been  resting  his  head  on  the 
old  man's  knee,  —  pushed  him  away  angrily ;  the  poor 
d(^  slunk  ofT  in  sorrowful  surprise,  and  whined. 

"Ungrateful  wretch  that  I  amt  "  cried  Waife;  and  he 
opened  hia  arms  to  the  brute,  who  bounded  forgivingly 
to  his  breast. 
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"CMne,i»mej  we  will  go  bock  to  the  -riUageiit  Snmf. 
Tnunpi  .tcuapl  "  Bftid  the  or^ple,  roiiBiiig  himself.  XnH 
at  that  m(»nent,  juat  aa  he  gained  hia  feet,  a  fiieadlf 
hAnd  was  laid  on  hia  ahouldai,  a-nH   g  frieodly  voioe 

"I  have  found  yon  I  theciTBtalaaidsol    Marbelloiul" 

"MeiJe,"  faltered  ont  the  ragrant,  —  "Uerle,  yoa 
here!  Oh,  perhapa  you  come  to  tell  rae  good  dbwb: 
ytm  hare  seen  Sophy,  ->  you  know  where  ahe  ial " 

The  Cobbler  shook  his  head.  "  Can't  see  her  jnat  at 
present.  Oystal  saya  noat  aboat  her.  Bat  I  know  aha 
waa  taken  from  yon,  and — and  —  yon  Hbake  ti«niBn- 
joual  Ijoan  on  me,  Mr.  Waife,  and  caU  off  that  big 
animal.  He 'a  a-auapicating  my  calves,  and  dicnmtit- 
tyvating  them.  Tbank  ye,  ui.  Yon  see  I  was  bom 
with  ainiatet  aspects  in  my  Twelfth  Hooae,  which  apper- 
tains to  Ing  ""i"'!"  and  enemies ;  and  dogs  of  that  sin 
about  one's  calves  are  —  malefics  1 " 

Aa  Iferle  nbw  sbwly  led  the  cripple,  and  Sir  Isaac, 
relinquishing  his  first  sospicdons,  walked  drooping^  be- 
sida  them,  Hie  Cobbkc  began  a  long  atoiy,  much  en- 
cumbered by  astrological  illostoationB  and  moralising 
oommente.  The  suhatanca  of  bis  narrative  ia  thus 
epitomized:  Bugge,  in  punning  Waife'a  track,  had 
naturally  called  on  Uerle  in  company  with  Losely  and 
Mrs.  Crane,  The  Cobbler  had  no  clew  to  give,  and  no 
mind  to  give  it,  if  dew  he  had  posaessed.  But  his 
curiosity  being  roused,  he  bad  smothered  the  inclination 
to  '<i""''y  the  inquirers  wititi  more  speed  than  good-breed- 
ing, and  even  refreshed  hia  slight  scquaintsnce  with  Mr. 
Rngge  in  so  well  simulated  a  courtesy  that  that  gentle- 
man, when  left  behind  by  Losely  and  Mrs.  Omne  in 
their  joumey  to  O&tesboro',  condescended,  for  want  of 
other  company,  to  drink  tea  with  Mr.  Merle;  and  tea 
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being  saccaeded  b;  stronger  potationfl,  he  b^f  tid- 
boumed  him'wlf  of  bie  hopes  of  reoovering  So{^,  and 
his  ambition  of  hiring  the  York  theatre. 

The  day  afterwaTds  Bugge  went  away  seemingly  in 
high  spirits,  and  the  GobUer  had  no  dcmbt,  fiom  some 
vords  he  let  fall  in  passing  Merle's  stall  towards  the 
railway,  that  Sophy  was  recaptured,  and  that  Bugge 
was  summoned  to  take  possession  of  her.  Asceitain- 
ing  from  the  manager  that  Loaely  and  Mrs.  Cmne  had 
gone  to  G«t«sboro',  the  CohUer  called  to  mind  that  he 
had  a  sister  living  there,  married  to  a  green  grooer  in  a 
very  small  way,  whom  he  had  not  seen  for  many  yean ; 
and  finding  his  business  slack  just  than,  he  resolved  to 
pay  this  relative  a  visit,  with  the  benevolent  intention 
of  looking  up  Waife,  whom  he  expected,  from  Bilge's 
account,  to  find  there,  and  oSJeriog  him  any  consolation 
or  aid  in  his  power,  should  Sophy  have  been  taken  from 
him  against  his  wilL  A  omsultation  with  hie  crystal, 
whioh  showed  him  the  face  of  Mr.  Waife  alone  and 
much  dejected,  and  a  horary  scheme  whioh  prranised  suc- 
cess to  his  journey,  decided  his  movements.  He  had 
arrived  at  Gatesboro'  the  day  before,  had  heard  a  con- 
fused story  about  a  Mr.  Chapman,  wi&  his  dog  and  his 
child,  whom  the  Mayor  had  first  taken  up,  but  who 
afterwards,  in  some  mysterious  manner,  bad  taken  in  the 
Mayor.  Happily,  the  darker  gossip  in  the  Hi^  Street 
had  not  penetoatod  the  back  lane  in  which  Merle'a  sister 
resided.  There  little  more  was  known  tbaa  the  fact 
that  this  mysterious  stranger  had  imposed  on  the  wisdom 
of  Gateeboro's  learned  Institute  and  enlightened  Mayor. 
Merle,  at  no  lose  to  identify  Waife  with  Chapman,  could 
only  suppose  that  he  had  been  discovered  to  be  a  strolling 
player  in  Bugge's  azhil»tion,  after  pretending  to  be  some 
much  greater  man.     Such  an  offence  the  Cobbler  was  not 
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diipoaed  to  eonsider  hunonB.  But  Mr.  GHapman  tm 
gone  from  Gfttraboro',  none  knew  whither;  tnd  Merle 
had  not  yet  ventured  to  call  himself  on  the  chief  magis- 
trate <:^  tiie  place,  to  inquire  after  a  man  by  whom  ttiat 
august  perscou^  had  been  deceived.  "HowaomeTer," 
quoth  Merie,  in  condaai<m,  "  I  was  just  standing  at  my 
raster's  door,  with  hei  last  babby  in  my  arms,  in  Scrob 
Lane,  when  I  saw  you  pass  by  like  a  shot.  You  were 
gone  while  I  ran  in  to  give  up  the  bebby,  who  is  teething, 
with  molefioB  In  square,  —  gone,  clean  out  of  sight.  Yon 
took  one  torn,  I  took  another;  but  yon  see  we  meet  at 
last,  as  good  men  always  do  in  this  world,  —  or  the 
other,  which  is  the  same  thing  in  the  kmg  nm." 

Waife,  who  had  listened  to  his  friend  without  oUier 
interruption  thui  an  occanonal  nod  of  tiie  head  or  inter- 
jectjonal  expletive,  was  now  restored  to  mnch  of  his  coo- 
stitutional  mood  of  sanguine  cheerfolness.  He  rec4^;nized 
Mrs.  Crane  in  the  woman  described,  and  if  surprised,  he 
was  rejoiced ;  for  much  as  he  disliked  that  gentlewoman, 
he  thouf^t  Sophy  might  be  in  worse  female  hands. 
Without  mnch  need  of  sagacity,  he  divined  the  gist  of 
the  truth.  Losely  had  somehow  or  other  become  ao- 
(iueint«d  with  Rugge,  and  sold  Sophy  to  the  manager. 
Where  Bugge  was,  there  would  Sophy  be.  It  could  not 
be  very  difficult  to  find  out  the  place  in  which  Bugge 
was  now  exhibiting;  and  then,  —  ah  thent  Waife 
whistled  to  Sir  Isaac,  tapped  his  forehead,  and  amiled 
triumphantly.  Meanwhile  tiie  Gobbler  had  led  him  back 
tnto  the  suburb,  with  the  kind  intention  of  ofliering  him 
food  and  bed  for  the  night  at  his  sister's  house;  but 
Waife  had  already  formed  his  plan :  in  London,  and  in 
London  alone,  could  he  be  sure  te  learn  where  Bugge  was 
now  exhibiting ;  in  London  there  were  places  at  which 
that  information  could  be  gleaned  at  once.      Tba  last 
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train  to  the  niBtropolis  was  not  gone.  He  would  slink 
lonnd  the  town  to  tiie  station;  be  and  Sir  Isaac  at  that 
hour  might  secnie  places  unnoticed. 

When  Merle  foond  it  was  in  ^n  to  press  him  to  stay 
over  the  night,  the  good-hearted  Oobblst  aeoompanied 
hi"i  to  the  train,  and,  while  Waife  fihrank  into  a  dark 
comer,  bought  the  tickets  for  dt^  and  master.  Aa  he 
was  paying  for  these,  he  overheard  two  citizens  *»-1k''"g 
fd  Mr.  Chapman.  It  waa  indeed  Mr.  Williams  azplain- 
ing  to  a  fellow-burgess  just  returned  to  Oatesboro',  after 
a  week's  absence,  how  and  by  what  manner  of  man  Mi. 
Hartopp  had  been  token  in.  At  what  Williams  said, 
the  Gobbler's  cheek  paled.  When  be  joined  the  Come- 
dian, hia  manner  was  greatly  altered;  he  gave  the  tii^ete 
without  speaking  but  looked  hard  into  Waife's  face,  as 
the  latter  repaid  him  the  fares.  "  No, "  said  the  Cobbler, 
suddenly,  "  I  don't  believe  it." 

"Believe  what!  "  asked  Waife,  startled.    • 

"  That  you  are  —  " 

The  Cobbler  paused,  bent  forward,  and  whispered  the 
rest  of  the  sentence  close  in  the  vagrant's  ear.  Waife's 
head  fell  on  his  bosom,  but  he  made  no  answer. 

"Speak,"  cried  Merle;  "say  'tis  a  lie."  The  poor 
cripple's  lip  writhed,  but  be  still  spoke  not. 

Merle  looked  aghast  at  that  obstinate  silence.  At  length, 
but  very  slowly,  as  the  warning  bell  summoned  him  and 
Sir  Isaac  to  their  several  places  in  the  train,  Waife  found 
Toice :  "  So  you,  too,  —  you,  too,  desert  and  despise  me  1 
God's  will  be  done !  "  He  moved  away,  —  spiritless, 
limping,  hiding  his  &oe  as  well  as  he  could.  The  porter 
took  the  dog  from  him,  to  thrust  it  into  one  of  the  boxes 
reserved  for  such  four-footed  paasengere. 

Waife,  thus  parted  from  his  last  friend,  —  I  mean  the 
d<^  —  looked  after  Sir  Isaac  wistfully,  and  crept  into  a 
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third-elaas  carriage,  in  which  Inckily  th«n  was  no  <»m 
«lae.  Suddenly  Merle  jumped  in,  niatehed  hia  hand, 
and  pressed  it  t^htly.  "  I  don't  despise,  I  don't  turn  m^ 
Inck  on  you ;  whenaret  yoa  and  the  little  one  want  a 
home  and  a  friend,  come  to  Kit  Herle  as  liefore,  and  I  '11 
bite  my  tangoe  out  if  I  ask  any  more  questiona  of  yoa; 
111  ask  Oie  stars  ioateod." 

The  GobMer  had  hut  just  time  to  splutter  out  Aeee 
oomforting  words,  and  redescend  the  carriage,  when  the 
toain  put  iteelf  into  movement^  and  the  lifelike  iron  mira- 
cle, fuming,  hisang,  and  aczeeching,  bore  off  to  London 
its  motley  convoy  of  human  beings,  — each  pasBenger'e 
heart  a  mystaiy  to  the  other  j  all  boond  the  same  road, 
all  wedged  otoae  within  tiie  same  whirling  mechanism,  — 
what  a  separate  and  distinct  world  in  each  I  Such  is 
civilization  t  How  like  we  are  one  to  the  other  in  the 
mass,  how  strangely  <liiBiiinil»r  in  tlie  abstiaoti 


.coy  Google 


What  wiu.  b>  do  with  irt 


CHAPTER  rv. 

"  If,"  tmj»  m  gift  thinker  (Dmbuhdo,  Du  Pa/ectit>rmtmeiU  MortMt, 
chapter  ix.,  "  On  the  Difflcultiea  ve  enconnter  In  Self-Stodj  "), 
"if  one  concentrates  reflection  too  mnch  on  oneeelf,  one  vads 
Ij  no  longer  feeing  anjthfng,  or  neing  011I7  what  one  wishes. 
Bj  the  Tei7  act,  as  it  were,  of  (aptnring  oneadf,  the  penonagfi 
we  beliere  we  liave  laiiad,  eBa^ns,  dii^posn.  Nor  is  it  ady 
ibe  eampktitf  of  oar  inner  being  which  obctmcts  ou  Ttnmin* 
tion,  bnC  ito  exceeding  Tariabilitj.  The  investigator's  regard 
shonld  embrace  all  the  sidsi  of  the  inbject,  and  peneveiingljr 
pnrsne  bH  Its  phaaaa.' 

It  is  the  noe-woek  ia  Hmnboiston,  a  connfy  town  Ux 
horn  Gateaboro',  and  in  the  nortii  of  England.  The 
TBcea  htst  thiee  days:  the  fint  da;  ia  over;  it  has  bees 
a  brilliant  speotaole,  —  the  coarse  crowded  with  the  caii- 
riagea  of  piovincial  magnatea,  with  equestrian  betters 
oi  note  from  the  metropolis,  blacklegs  in  great  muster; 
there  have  been  gamii^bootbs  on  the  gronad,  and 
gTpaiee  telling  fortnnes;  much  champ^(ne  imbibed  b; 
the  well-bred,  much  soda-water  and  brand;  by  the  vulgar. 
Thoosaads  and  tans  of  thousands  have  been  lost  and  won; 
some  paupers  have  been  for  the  time  enriched;  some 
rich  man  made  poor  for  life.  Horns  have  won  £ame; 
some  of  their  owners  lost  character.  Din  and  uproar, 
and  coarse  oaths,  and  rode  pasaipuB,  —  sll  have  had  their 
hour.  The  amateurs  of  the  higher  classes  have  gone 
hack  to  dignified  ooantry-houses,  as  oouxteoos  hoota  or 
forored  gneets.  The- prof esdonal  speculators  of  a  lower 
grade  have  poured  baok  into  the  county  town,  and  inns 
and  taverns  are  crowded.  Drink  is  hotly  called  for  at 
reeking  ban;  waiters  and  chambermaids  pass  to  and  fro, 
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■with  duih«s  and  tankaids  and  botUoB  ia  Quit  hands. 
All  is  Doiae  and  bustle,  and  eating  and  swilling,  and 
disputation  and  slang,  wild  glee  and  wilder  deapajr, 
amongst  those  who  come  hack  from  the  race-coorae  to 
the  inns  in  the  county  town.  At  one  of  these  taverns, 
neither  the  best  nor  the  worst,  and  in  a  nnall,  narrow 
slice  of  a  room  tiiat  seemed  lobhed  from  the  landing-place, 
sat  Mrs.  Crane,  in  her  iroU'^ray  silk  gown.  She  iras 
seated  dose  by  the  open  window,  as  carriage^  chaises, 
flies,  carte,  vans,  and  horsemen  succeeded  each  ottier 
thick  and  fast,  watching  the  scene  with  a  soured,  soom- 
fut  look.  For  human  joy,  as  for  human  grief,  she  had 
little  sympathy.  Life  had  no  Satumolian  hoUdays  left 
for  her.  Some  memory  in  her  past  had  poisoned  the 
wellsprings  of  her  social  being.  H(^»eB  uid  objects  she 
had  still,  bnt  oat  of  (ihe  wrecks  of  the  natural  and  he^th- 
ful  existence  of  womanhood,  those  objects  and  hopes 
stood  forth  exa^erated,  intense,  as  are  the  ruling  pas- 
■ions  in  monomania.  A  bad  woman  is  popularly  said  to 
be  worse  than  a  wicked  man.  If  so,  partly  becauM 
women,  being  more  solitary,  brood  more  unceasingly  orer 
cherished  ideaa,  whether  good  or  evil;  partly  also,  for 
tiie  same  reason  that  makes  a  wicked  gentleman  who 
has  lost  caste  and  character  more  irreolaimable  tiian  a 
wicked  clown  low-bom  and  low-bred,  — namely,  that  in 
I^opoition  to  the  loaa  of  shame,  is  l^e  gain  in  reckless- 
ness ;  but  principally,  perhaps,  becanse  in  eztteme  wii^ed> 
□ess  there  is  neceasarily  a  distcfftion  of  the  reasoning 
^ulty ;  and  man,  accustomed  from  the  a«dle  rather  to 
reason  than  to  feel,  has  that  faculty  more  firm  against 
abrupt  twiste  and  lesions  than  it  is  in  woman ;  where 
virtue  may  have  left  him,  Ic^c  may  still  lingw;  and  he 
may  decline  to  push  evil  to  a  point  at  which  it  is  clear 
to  bis  understanding  tiiat  profit  vanidies  and  puni^unent 
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Teste;  while  woman,  once  ahukloned  to  ill,  finds  suffi- 
cient charm  in  its  mere  excitement;  and,  regaidless  of 
coneeqiiencM,  whei«  the  man  asks,  "  Can  If"  raves  ont, 
"  I  will  I  "  Thus  man  may  be  criminal  through  cupidity, 
vanity,  love,  jealousy,  fear,  ambition,  rarely  in  civiliied, 
that  is^  leasoning  Ufe,  through  hate  and  revenge;  for 
hate  is  a  profitless  investment,  and  revenge  a  ndnons 
speculation.  But  when  women  are  thoroughly  depraved 
and  hardened,  nine  times  out  of  ten  it  is  hatred  or  re- 
venge that  makes  them  so.  Arabella  Crane  had  not,  how- 
ever,  attained  to  that  last  state  of  wickedness,  which, 
consistent  in  evil,  is  callous  to  remoise;  she  vas  not  yet 
nnsexed.  In  her  nature  was  still  Uiat  esaence,  "  varyii^[ 
and  mutable, "  which  distinguishes  woman  while  woman- 
hood is  left  to  her.  And  now,  as  she  sat  gazing  on  the 
throng  below,  her  haggard  mind  recoUed  perhaps  from 
the  conscious  shadow  of  the, Evil  Principle  which,  in- 
voked as  on  ally,  renkains  as  a  destroyer.  Her  dark 
front  relaxed;  she  moved  in  her  seat  uneasily.  "Must 
it  be  always  thus ! "  she  muttered,  — "  always  this  hell 
here  I  Even  now,  if  in  one  large  pardon  I  could  include 
tiie  undoer,  the  earth,  myeelf,  and  again  he  human,  — 
human,  even  as  those  slight  triflers  or  coarse  brawlers 
that  pass  yonderl  Oh  for  somethii^;  in  common  with 
eommon  lifel  " 

Her  tips  closed,  and  ber  eyes  again  fell  upon  tiie 
crowded  street.  At  that  moment  three  or  four  he&vy 
vans  or  wagons  filled  with  operatives  or  laborers  and 
their  wives,  coming  back  from  the  lace-course,  obstructed 
the  way ;  two  outriders  with  satin  jackets  were  expostu- 
lating, cracking  their  whips,  and  seeking  to  clear  space 
for  an  open  carria^  with  four  thoroughbred  impatient 
horses.  Towards  that  carriage  every  gaier  from  the 
windows  was  directing  ei^r  eyes;  each  foot-passenger 
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wt  tiie  pavement  lifted  his  hai,  —  evideaUy  in  tliat  eai^ 
mgB  some  great  pereonl  Like  all  who  ue  at  war  wi& 
tite  woild  as  it  is,  Arabella  Ciane  aUiomd  th«  gnat, 
and  deopised  tlie  small  foi  woTshipping  tlie  great.  Bat, 
still,  her  own  fierce,  dark  e^ee  mechaoic^y  followed 
those  of  ttiA  Tulgai.  The  carriage  bore  a  niarqueai'B 
coronet  on  its  panels,  and  was  filled  with  ladies:  two 
other  carriages  bearing  a  siiollar  coronet,  and  erideiitlf 
belonging  to  the  same  party,  were  in  the  rear.  Mrs. 
Ctsne  started.  In  that  first  carriage,  as  it  now  slowly 
moved  under  her  veiy  window,  and  paosed  a  mini^  oi 
more  till  the  obstructing  vehicles  in  front  were  mar- 
shalled into  order,  then  flashed  upon  her  eyes  a  face 
radiant  with  female  beauty  in  its  most  gloriona  ^ime. 
Amongst  the  crowd  at  that  moment  was  a  blind  man, 
adding  to  the  vaiunts  discords  of  the  street  by  a  miser- 
able hurdy-gurdy.  In  tba  movement  of  the  thnmg  to 
get  nearer  to  a  sight  of  the  ladies  in  the  carriage,  this 
poor  creature  was  thrown  forwaidj  the  dog  Hat  led 
him,  an  ugly  brute,  on  his  own  account  or  bis  master's, 
took  fright,  broke  from  the  string,  and  ran  under  the 
horses'  hoofs,  snarling.  The  horses  became  reatiTB;  the 
blind  man  made  a  jdnnge  after  his  dog,  and  was  all  but 
ran  over.  The  lady  in  the  first  carriage^  alarmed  for 
his  safety,  rose  up  tnm  her  seat,  and  made  her  ontrideis 
dismount,  lead  away  the  poor  blind  man,  and  restore  to 
him  his  dog.  Thus  engaged,  her  face  shone  full  upon 
Arabella  Crane;  and  with  that  face  rushed  a  tide  of 
earlier  memories.  Long,  very  long,  since  she  had  seen 
that  faoe, — seen  it  in  ^lose  years  when  she  herself 
Arabella  Crane,  was  young  and  handsome. 

Tba  poor  man  —  who  seemed  not  to  lealiie  the  idea 
of  the  danger  he  had  escaped  —  once  more  safe,  the  lady 
resumed  her  seat;  and  now  that  the  momentary  aniaft- 
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tion  of  hanutna  feu  huI  womanly  oompuaon  pssaed 
from  her  oountoiuuioe,  ita  exprossioii  altered;  it  took  Uia 
tmha,  ainuxt  the  ooldnen  of  a  Qreek  statoe.  But  with 
the  calm  then  was  a  lixtlese  m^ancholy,  which  Gieek 
acalptoTB  never  givea  to  tiie  Parian  atone;  atcmfl  cannot 
eonvey  that  melancholy,  —  it  ia  tJie  shadow  which  needa 
for  ite  Bafastance  a  liviiift  mortal  heart. 

Crack  want  tiie  whips;  the  horses  booaded  on,  — the 
equipage  rolled  fast  down  the  street,  follow«d  by  its 
nt«llitee.  "Weill"  said  a  voice  in  ths  stieet  below, 
"  I  never  saw  Lady  UoBtfort  in  snob  beauty.  Ah,  here 
eomsB  my  lord  I " 

Mrs.  CruLB  heard  and  looked  forth  again.  A  dosen 
or  more  gentlsmen  aa  horseback  rode  slowly  up  the 
street;  whida  of  theae  was  Lord  Uootfortt — not  diffi- 
cult to  iliiriangniiih.  As  the  bystanders  lifted  their  hats 
to  the  cavalcade^  the  horsemen  generally  returned  the 
Ralutation  1^  simply  toaohing  their  own, — one  horse- 
man nnooveied  wholly.  That  one  must  be  the  Uor- 
qoaaa,  the  greatest  man  in  those  parts,  with  lands 
stretching  away  on  either  side  Uiat  town  for  miles  and 
miles, —  a  territory  which,  in  feudal  times,  might  have 
alarmed  a  king.  He,  the  oivilest,  must  be  the  greatest. 
A  man  stiU  young,  —  decidedly  good-looking,  yonder- 
folly  weU-dressed,  wonderfully  well-mounted,  the  oare- 
lesB  ease  of  high  rank  in  hia  air  and  gesture.  To  the 
superficial  gaie,  just  what  the  great  Lord  of  Montfoit 
should  be.  Look  again  I  In  that  fair  face  is  tiiere  not 
something  that  puts  you  in  mind  of  a  fiorid  period  which 
contains  a  feeble  platitodeT —  sometiiing  in  its  very 
prettinsBS  that  betrays  a  weak  nature  and  a  sterile 
mindt 

The  cavaleade  passed  away,  —  the  vans  and  the  wagons 
again  usurped  the  thoton^ifare.  Arabella  Crane  left  the 
vol.  L— H 
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windov,  and  apptoached  the  UttJe  looking-gl&aB  over  tia 
m&ntel-piece.  She  gsiied  upon  her  own  face  bU:t«]j, 
— she  vas  comparmg  it  with  the  featnree  of  the  dazzling 
Maiohionea. 

Th«  door  was  flung  open,  and  Jasper  Looely  aannteied 
in,  whistling  a  French  air,  and  flapping  the  dust  from 
his  boots  with  his  kid  glove. 

"  All  right, "  said  he,  gajly.     "  A  famous  day  of  it! " 

"  You  have  won, "  said  Mrs.  Crane,  in  a  t<»ie  rather  (A 
disappointment  than  congratulation. 

"  Yea.  That  £100  of  Bugge's  has  been  the  making  of 
me.  I  only  wanted  a  capital  just  to  start  with]  "  He 
flung  himself  into  a  chair,  opened  his  pocket-book,  and 
scrutinized  its  contents.  "Guess,"  said  he,  suddenly, 
"on  whose  horee  I  won  these  two  roultauxf  Lord 
Hontfort'sl    Ay,  and  I  saw  my  lady  I " 

"  So  did  I  see  her  from  this  window.  She  did  not  look 
happy! " 

"  Not  happy !  —  with  such  on  equipage  1  Keatest  turn- 
out I  ever  set  eyes  on;  not  happy,  indeed!  I  had  half 
a  miiid  to  ride  up  to  het  carriage  and  advance  a  claim  to 
her  gratitude." 

"  Gratitude  t  Oh,  for  your  part  in  that  miserahle  afiair 
of  which  yon  told  me  t " 

"  Not  a  miserable  afibii  for  her,  —  but  certainly  I  never 
got  any  good  from  it.  Trouble  for  nothing  I  Batta. 
No  use  looking  bock." 

"No  use;  hut  who  can  help  itt  "  said  Arabella  Crane, 
e%hing  heavily ;  then,  as  if  eager  to  change  the  subject, 
she  added  abruptly :  "  Mr.  Bngge  has  beMi  'here  twioe 
this  morning,  highly  excited,  —  the  child  will  not  aci 
He  says  you  are  bound  to  make  her  do  so!  " 

"  Nonsense.  That  is  his  look-out.  /  see  after  chil- 
dren, indeed! " 


.coy  Google 


VHAT  WILL  HI  DO  WITH  IT?  S71 

BCsa.  CxAiTX  (with  a  visible  efibrt).  —  "  liaten  to  nw, 
Jaeper  Loeelf ,  I  have  no  leason  to  love  that  child,  as 
yon  may  soppow.  But  nov  that  you  so  desert  her,  I 
think  I  feel  oompaanon  foi  her;  and  when,  this  momin^ 
I  raised  my  hand  to  strike  her  for  her  stubborn  spirit, 
and  saw  her  eyes  unflinching,  and  her  pale,  pale,  but 
fearless  face,  my  arm  fell  to  my  side  powerlessL  She 
will  not  take  to  this  life  without  the  old  man.  She  will 
waste  away  and  die. " 

LosKLT.  — "How  you  bother  mel  Aze  you  serious! 
What  am  I  to  dot" 

Mb8.  Gkaitk.  —  "You  have  won  money,  yon  sayj 
revoke  the  contract;  pay  Bu^  back  his  £100.  He  is 
disappointed  in  his  bargain;  he  will  take  the  money." 

LoBSLT.  —  "I  daresay  he  will,  indeed.  No,  —  I  have 
won  toJay,  it  is  true,  but  I  may  loee  to>morrow,  and, 
besides,  I  am  in  want  of  so  many  tiungs ;  when  one  gets 
a  Lttle  money,  one  has  an  immediate  necessity  for  more, 
—  hal  hal  Still,  I  woold  not  have  the  child  die;  and 
she  may  grow  np  to  be  (rf  use.  I  tell  you  what  I  will 
.  do;  if,  when  the  races  are  over,  I  find  I  have  gained 
enough  to  afibid  it,  I  will  see  about  buying  her  off.  But 
£100  is  too  much  I  Bugge  ought  to  take  half  the  money, 
or  a  quarter,  because,  if  she  don't  act,  I  euppose  she  does 
eat." 

Odious  ss  the  man's  words  were,  he  said  them  with  a 
laugh  that  seemed  to  render  them  less  revolting,  — •the 
laugh  of  a  very  handsome  mouth,  showing  teeth  still 
briUiantly  white.  More  comely  than  usual  tliat  day,  for 
he  was  in  great  good-hnmor,  it  was  diMcnlt  to  conceive 
that  a  man  with  so  healttiful  and  &ui  sn  ezteriw  was 
really  quite  rotten  at  heart. 

"  Yoor  own  young  laugh, "  said  Arabella  Crone,  almost 
tenderly.     "  I  ksow  not  how  it  is,  but  this  day  I  feel  as 
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if  I  vete  1«>  old,  altued  thongti  I  be  in  bee  and  mind. 
I  hsTB  allowed  mf  self  to  pity  that  diild ;  vhile  I  epeak, 
I  can  pitf  you.  Yes  I  piliy,  —  wbes.  I  Hank  of  That  you 
wen.  Must  yongoOQ  thoal  To  whati  Jasper  Loaelf," 
she  <x»itmaed  ahari^y,  eagerly,  clasping  her  hands,  — 
"  hear  me:  I  have  an  income,  not  loige,  it  is  troe,  but 
aaanred;  yon  have  nothing  but  what,  as  yon  say,  you 
may  lose  to-morrow;  ahaie  my  inoconel  Fulfil  your 
solemn  promisea,  —  marry  me.  I  will  forget  whose 
danf^ter  that  girl  is,  —  I  will  be  a  mother  to  her.  And 
for  yourself,  give  me  the  right  to  feel  far  you  again  bb  I 
once  did,  and  I  may  find  a  way  to  laiae  you  yet,  —  higher 
Hian  yoa  can  raise  yourself.  I  have  some  wit,  Jasper, 
SB  you  know.  At  the  worst  you  shall  have  the  pastime, 
I  the  toil!  In  your  illness  I  will  nurse  you;  in  your 
joys  I  will  intrude  no  share.  Whom  else  can  you  marry  T 
to  whom  else  could  you  confide )  who  else  could  —  " 

She  stopped  short  as  if  an  adder  bad  stung  her,  utter- 
ing a  shriek  of  rage,  of  pain ;  for  Jasper  Loeely,  who  had 
hiUierto  listened  to  her,  stupefied,  astounded,  hera  burst 
into  a  fit  erf  merriment,  in  which  there  was  such  undis- 
guised contempt,  such  an  enjoyment  of  the  ludicrous, 
provoked  by  the  idea  of  the  marriage  pressed  upon  him, 
that  the  insult  pierced  the  woman  to  her  vaiy  souL 

Continuing  bis  laugh,  deepite  that  cry  of  wrathful 
agony  it  had  caused,  Jaaper  rose,  holding  his  sLde^  and 
survejruig  himaelf  in  the  glass,  with  very  difierent  feel- 
ings at  the  sight  from  those  that  had  made  his  companicu's  ' 
gaze  there  a  few  mmutea  before  so  mournful. 

"  My  dear,  good  friend, "  he  said,  composing  himself  at 
last,  and  wiping  hie  eyes,  "  excuse  me,  but  really  when 
you  said  whom  else  could  I  marry  —  hal  hal  —  it  did 
seem  such  a  capital  Jokel  Many  you,  my  fair  Cranel 
ITo, —  put  that  idea  out  of  your  headj   we  know  each 
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other  too  well  for  coitjugal  felicity.  You  love  me  nov; 
yon  always  did,  and  always  will,  —  that  ie,  while  we  are 
not  tied  to  each  other.  Women  who  once  love  me, 
always  love  me,  —  can't  help  themselveB.  I  am  aare 
I  don't  know  why,  except  that  I  am  what  they  call  a 
Tillainl  Hal  the  clock  striking  seven,  — I  dine  with  a 
set  of  fellows  I  have  picked  np  on  the  race-gronnd;  they 
don't  know  me,  nor  I  them;  we  shall  be  better  acquainted 
after  &e  third  bottle.  Cheer  up,  Crane;  go  and  scold 
Sophy,  and  moke  her  act  if  you  can;  if  not,  scold  Bugge 
into  letting  her  alone.  Scold  somebody,  —  nothing  like 
it,  to  keep  other  folks  qniet,  and  oneself  busy.  Adleul 
and  piay,  no  mora  matrimonial  solicitaUcmfl,  —  they 
feighten  mel  Oad,"  added  Lose^,  .as  he  banged  the 
door,  "  such  overtures  would  frighten  Old  Nick  himself  I" 

Sid  Arabella  Gnne  hear  those  last  words,  —  or  had 
she  not  heard  enough  1  If  Losely  hod  turned  and  beheld 
hei  bee,  would  it  have  startled  back  his  trivial  laugh  I 
Foeeibly;  hot  it  would  have  caused  only  a  momentary 
uneasiness.  If  Alecto  herself  had  reared  over  him  her 
Iwow  horrent  with  vipers,  Jasper  Losely  would  have 
thought  he  hod  only  to  look  handsome  and  say  ooaxingly, 
"Alecto,  my  deer,"  and  the  Fury  would  have  pawned 
her  head-dress  to  pay  his  washing-bill. 

After  all,  in  the  foce  of  the  grim  woman  he  had  thus 
so  wantonly  incensed,  there  was  not  so  much  muiaoe  as 
resolve.  And  that  resolve  was  yet  more  shown  in  the 
movement  of  the  bands  ihon  in  the  aspect  of  the  counte- 
nance; those  hands — lean,  firm,  nervous  hands  —  slowly 
expanded;  then  as  slowly  clinched,  as  if  her  own  thought 
had  taken  snbsiAnce,  and  she  was  locking  it  in  a  clasp, 
—  tightly,  tightly;  never  to  be  loosened  till  the  pulse 
was  still. 
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OHAPTEB  V. 

Tha  moK  mlmitMiTe,  when  they  lore,  may  ba  the  moat  Kiibbac* 
irbere  thej  do  not  lore.  —  Soph;  it  Kubbom  to  Mi.  Bngge.  — 
Thmt  iajored  nuui  fmnnioiii  to  hii  lide  Hn.  Cnae,  '—'*-""|[ 
the  policy  ot  thoee  potebtatM  who  wonld  tetrien  tlie  biliiMB 
of  force  by  the  inceeaeea  of  diplomacy. 

ita,  BuGOC  has  obtained  his  object.  Bat  now  comet 
the  qoeatioii,  "What  will  lie  do  with  itt"  Qneetioii 
with  as  many  heads  as  the  Hydni;  and  no  sooner  does 
an  author  dispose  of  one  head  than  up  springa  another. 

Sophy  has  been  bought  and  paid  for,  ~- she  is  now, 
legally,  Mr.  Bngge'e  proper^.  But  there  was  a  wise 
peer  who  once  bought  Punch,  —  Punch  became  his 
proper^,  and  was  brought  in  taiumph  to  his  lord- 
ship's bouse.  To  my  lord's  great  diemay,  Punch  would 
not  talk.  To  Bugge's  great  dismay,  Sophy  would  not 
act. 

Bendered  up  to  Jasper  Loeely  and  Mis.  Cnme,  they 
had  not  lost  an  hour  in  removing  her  from  Oatesboro' 
and  its  neighborhood.  They  did  not^  however,  go  back 
to  the  village  in  which  tiiey  had  left  Bngge,  but  re- 
turned  straight  to  London,  and  wrote  to  the  mKuger  to 
join  them  there. 

Sophy,  once  captured,  seemed  stupefied;  she  evinced 
no  noisy  passion, — she  made  no  violent  redstanoe. 
When  she  was  told  to  love  and  obey  a  father  in  Jasper 
Losely,  she  lifted  her  eyes  to  his  face, — then  turned 
them  away,  and  shook  hra  head,  mute  and  inoreduloua.  . 
That  man  her  father!  she  did  not  believe  it.  Indeed, 
Jasper  took  no  pains  to  convinoe  hei  of  the  relationship, 
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«r  win  ber  aMacbmeat.  He  waa  not  ankindlj  longh; 
he  seemod  wholly  indiflerent,  —  probably  he  wu  ao. 
For  th«  raling  vice  of  the  man'  wu  in  fai>  egotimi. 
It  was  not  ao  much  tliat  he  had  bad  pimciplea  and  bad 
feelings,  ae  ttiat  he  had  no  principlea  and  so  feelinga 
at  all,  eioept  aa  they  began,  continued,  and  ended  in 
that  ayatein  of  centraliiatioa  which  not  more  pandyzea 
healthful  action  in  a  state  than  it  does  in  the  individual 
man.  Self-indulgence  with  him  was  abeolute.  He  was 
not  without  power  of  keen  calculation,  not  without  much 
cunning.  He  could  oonceire  a  project  for  some  gain  fax 
off  in  the  future,  and  concoct,  for  ita  realiiation,  aohemee 
subtly  woTen,  astutely  guarded.  But  he  oould  not  aecuro 
their  success  by  any  long-sustained  sacrifices  at  the  caprice 
of  one  hour,  or  the  indolence  of  the  next.  If  it  had  been 
•  great  object  to  him  for  life  to  win  Sophy's  filial  affec- 
tion, he  would  not  have  bored  himself  for  five  minutes 
each  day  to  gain  that  object.  Besides,  he  had  just 
enough  of  shame  to  render  him  uneasy  at  the  sight  of 
the  child  he  bad  deliberately  sold.  So,  after  chucking 
her  under  the  chin,  and  telling  her  to  be  a  good  girl 
and  be  grateful  for  all  that  Mrs.  Ciane  had  dons  for  her 
and  meant  still  to  do,  be  ooosigned  her  almost  solely  to 
that  lady's  care. 

When  Bngge  arrived,  and  Sophy  was  informed  of  her 
intended  destin&tion  she  broke  silence,  — her  color 
went  and  came  quickly;  ahe  declared,  folding  her  anna 
npon  her  Ineast,  that  she  would  never  act  if  separated 
from  her  grandfather.  Hrs.  Ci&ne,  struck  by  her  man- 
ner, suggested  to  Bugge  that  it  might  be  as  well,  now 
tiiat  she  was  legally  secured  to  the  manager,  to  humor 
her  wish,  and  n-eng^  Waife.  Whatever  the  tale  with 
which,  in  order  to  obtain  Sophy  from  the  Mayor,  she 
had  turned  that  worthy  magistrate's  mind  gainst  the 
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Gomediaa,  she  had  not  gratiGed  Mt.  Bogge  by  a  and- 
lar  confidence  to  Um.  To  him  she  said  nothing  which 
might  operate  against  renewing  engagemente  with  Weife, 
if  he  were  eo  diepoaed.  But  Bugge  had  no  futh  in  a 
child's  firmnew,  and  he  had  a  strong  spite  against  Waife; 
ao  ha  obetinately  refused.  He  insisted,  however,  aa  a 
peremptory  condition  of  the  bargain,  that  Mr.  Losely 
and  Mrs.  Crane  should  accompany  him  to  the  town  to 
which  he  had  tranafened  his  tooop,  both  in  order  by 
their  presence  to  confirm  his  authority  orei  Sophy,  and 
to  sanction  his  claim  to  her,  should  Waife  reappear  and 
dispute  it.  For  Bugge's  prafeasion  being  scarcely  legiti- 
mate and  decidedly  equivocal,  his  right  to  bring  up  a 
female  child  to  the  same  calling  might  be  called  into 
question  before  a  magistrate,  and  neoeasitate  the  produc- 
tion of  her  father  in  order  to  suhetantiate  the  special 
contract.  In  return,  the  manager  handsomely  oSorad 
to  Mr.  Losely  and  Mra.  Gtane  to  pay  their  expenses 
in  the  excuraion,  — a  liberality  haughtily  rejected  by 
Mra.  Crane  for  herself,  thoi^>h  she  agreed  at  her  own 
cha^  to  accompany  Loeely,  if  he  decided  on  comply- 
ing with  the  manager'a  requeat  Losely  at  firet  raised 
objections,  but  hearing  that  there  would  be  racea  in  the 
neighborhood,  and  having  a  peculiar  passion  for  betting 
and  all  kinds  of  gambling,  as  well  as  an  ardent  desire  to 
enjoy  his  £100  in  ao  fashionable  a  manner,  he  oonseutad 
to  delay  his  return  to  the  Continent,  and  attend  Anbella 
Crane  to  the  provincial  Elia.  Bugge  oarridd  off  Sophy 
to  hez  fellow  "  orphans." 

And  Sopht  would  not  A<rc  I 

fa  vain  she  was  ooaxed;  in  Tain  she  was  ttueatened; 
in  vain  she  was  deprived  of  food ;  in  vain  shut  up  in  a 
dark  hole ;  in  vain  was  the  lash  held  over  her.  Bugge, 
tyrant  though  he  was,  did  not  aufier  the  lash  to  faUL 
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Hia  seU-TBBtraint  there  might  be  hnmaiuty,  —  migtii  be 
fear  of  the  conseqaences.  For  the  state  of  her  health 
b^sn  to  alarm  him;  she  might  die,  —  then  might  be 
an  inquest.  He  wished  now  that  hs  had  taken  BCrs. 
Crane's  suggeetion,  and  re-engaged  Waile.  But  where 
was  Waile  1  Meanwhile  he  had  adrertieed  the  Young 
Phenomenon;  placarded  the  walls  with  the  name  of 
Juliet  Araminta;  got  up  the  piece  of  the  Semorseless 
Baron,  with  a  new  Tock-scene.  As  Waife  had  had 
nothing  to  say  in  that  drama,  bo  any  one  conld  act  his 
part. 

The  first  performance  was  announced  for  that  night; 
there  would  be  such  an  audience,  — the  best  seats  even 
now  pre-engaged;  first  night  of  the  race-week.  The 
clock  had  struck  seven,  —  the  performance  b^an  at 
eight.     And  Sopht  would  not  act  I 

The  child  was  seated  in  a  space  that  served  for  the 
green-room,  behind  the  scenes.  The  whole  company 
had  been  convened  to  peraoade  or  shame  hei  out  of 
her  obstinacy.  The  king's  lieutenant,  the  seductive 
personage  of  the  troop,  was  on  one  knee  to  her,  like  a 
lover.  He  was  accustomed  to  lovers'  parts,  both  on  the 
stage  and  off  it.  OfT  it,  he  had  one  favored  phrase, 
hackneyed,  but  effective:  "Yon  are  too  pretty  to  be 
so  cruel."  Thrice  he  now  repeated  that  phrase,  with  a 
simper  between  each  repetition  that  might  have  melt«d 
a  heart  of  stone.  Behind  Sophy'e  chair,  and  stickii^ 
calico-flowers  into  the  child's  tresses,  stood  tlie  senior 
matron  of  the  establishment,  —  not  a  bad  sort  of  woman, 
—  who  kept  the  dresses,  nursed  the  sick,  revered  Sugge, 
told  fortunes  on  a  pack  of  cards  which  she  always  kept 
in  her  pocket,  and  acted  occasionally  in  parts  where  age 
was  no  drawback  and  ugliness  desirable,  —  such  as  a 
witch,  or  duenna,  or  whatever  in  the  dialogue  waa 
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poetically  called  'Hag."  Indeed,  Hag  was  the  naua 
she  usually  took  bom  Kngge,  —  that  which  she  bote 
from  her  defunct  husband  was  Gonuerick.  This  lady, 
as  she  braided  the  garland,  was  also  bent  on  the  sooth- 
ing system,  saying,  with  great  sweetness,  considering 
that  her  mouth  was  full  of  pins,  "  N'ow,  deary,  — now, 
dovey,  —  look  at  ooseU  in  the  glass;  we  could  beat  oo, 
and  pinoh  oo,  and  stick  pins  into  oo,  dovey,  hut  we 
won't.  Dovey  will  be  good,  I  know;"  and  a  great 
pat  of  rouge  came  on  the  child's  pale  cheeks.  The 
clown  therewith,  squatting  befoie  hei  with  his  hands 
on  his  kn^,  grinned  lustily,  and  shrieked  out,  "Hy 
eyes,  what  a  beauty !  " 

Augge.  meanwhile,  one  hand  thrust  in  his  bosom, 
oontemplated  the  diplomatic  efforts  of  his  nunisters, 
and  saw,  by  Sophy's  compressed  lips  and  unwinking 
eyes,  that  ^eir  cajoleries  were  unsuocessful.  He  ap- 
proached and  hissed  into  her  ear,  "  Don't  madden  mat 
don't,  — yon  will  act,  ehl  " 

"No,"  said  Sophy,  suddenly  rising;  and,  tearing  the 
wreath  fiom  her  bair,  she  set  her  email  foot  on  it  with 
force.     "  No !  not  if  you  kill  me !  " 

"Gods I"  faltered  Bugge.  "And  the  sum  I  have 
paid!  I  am  diddled!  Who  has  gone  for  Mn. 
Crane  t" 

"Tom,"  said  the  clown. 

The  word  was  scarcely  out  of  the  clown's  mouth  ere 
Mrs.  Orane  herself  emerged  from  a  side  scene,  and, 
putting  off  her  bonnet,  laid  both  hands  on  the  child's 
shoulders,  and  looked  her  in  the  face  without  speaking. 
The  child  as  firmly  returned  the  gaze.  Give  that  child 
a  mark's  cause,  and  in  that  frail  body  there  would 
have  been  a  martyr's  soul.  Arabella  Crane,  not  in- 
e^ierienoed  in  children,   recognized  a  power  of  will 
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ttionger  than  ttie  powei  of  brute  foioe,  in  that  tran- 
quillity of  eye;  the  spark  of  calm  light  in  iti  tender 
blue, — blue,  pure  as  the  sky;  light,  steadfast  as  the 
star. 

"  Leave  her  to  me,  all  of  you,"  nid  Mrs.  Crane.  "  I 
will  take  her  to  your  private  room,  Mr.  Rugge;"  and 
she  led  the  child  away  to  a  sort  of  recess,  room  it  cotild 
not  be  rightly  called,  fenced  round  with  boxes  and  cxates, 
and  containing  the  manager's  desk  and  two  stools. 

"Sophy,"  then  said  Mrs,  Crane,  "yon  esy  yon  will 
not  act  unless  jour  grandfather  be  with  you.  Now,  hear 
me.  You  know  that  I  have  been  always  stem  and  hard 
with  you.  I  never  professed  to  love  you,  —  nor  do  I; 
but  you  have  not  found  me  un^thful.  When  I  say  a 
thing  seriously ,  as  I  am  speakii^  now,  yon  may  believe 
me.  Act  to-night,  and  I  will  promise  yo>u  fiuthfnlly 
that  I  will  either  bring  your  grandfather  here,  or  I  will 
order  it  so  that  yon  shall  be  restored  to  him.  It  yon 
refuse,  I  make  no  threat,  but  I  shall  leave  this  place; 
and  my  belief  is  ttkat  you  will  be  yonr  grandfather's 
death." 

"  His  death,  his  death ,  —  It" 

"  By  first  dying  yourself.  Oh,  you  smile;  you  think 
it  would  be  happiness  to  die.  What  matter  that  the  old 
man  you  profess  to  care  for  is  broken-hearted!  Brat, 
leave  eelfishnesa  to  boys,  —  you  are  a  girll  —  8uff«I" 

"Selfish!"  murmured  Sophy,  "  selfish  t  that  was  said 
of  me  before.  Selfish!  —  ah,  I  understand.  No,  I 
ought  not  to  wish  to  die,  —  what  would  become  of 
bimt"  She  fell  on  her  knees,  and  raising  both  her 
clasped  hands,  prayed  inly,  silently, — an  instant,  not 
more.  She  rose.  "  If  I  do  act,  then,  —  it  is  a  promise ; 
you  will  keep  it  t  I  shall  see  him;  he  shall  know  where 
I  am;  we  shall  meetl " 
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*A  [ODDUM, — Bacred.  I  will  keep  it.  Oh,  girl, 
how  much  70U  will  lore  some  day,  —  how  your  heut 
will  ftchel  And  when  you  are  my  age,  look  at  that 
heart,  then  at  your  glass,  —  perhaps  you  may  be,  within 
and  without,  like  me." 

Sophy  —  innocent  Sophy — stared,  awe-atrichen,  but 
uncomprehending.     Mrs.  Crane  led  her  bock  passive. 

"There,  she  will  act  Put  on  the  wreath.  Tiick 
her  out.  Haik  ye,  Mi.  Bu^e.  This  is  for  cme  night. 
I  have  made  oonditiona  with  her:  either  you  must  take 
back  her  gruidfather,  of — she  must  return  to  him." 

"And  my  £1001" 

"  Id  the  latter  case  ought  to  be  repaid  you." 

"Am  I  never  to  have  the  Soyal  York  Theatre t 
Ambition  of  roy  life,  ma'am!  Dreamed  of  it  thrioet 
Ha!  hut  she  will  act,  and  ancceed.  Bat  to  take  back 
the  old  vagabond, — a  bitter  pill!  He  shall  halve  it 
with  me  I    Ma'am,  I 'm  your  grateful — " 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

Ilireadbwv  U  the  limlla  which  eon^MMa  tha  world  to  a  MtafSfi. 
Schiller,  len  compIimeDlaiy  than  Shokipeare,  lowon  the  illii»- 
tiation  from  a  atege  to  a  pnppet-ahow.  But  erer  between  reall- 
tiee  and  ihowi  there  ia  a  lecnt  commimication,  an  undetected 
Interchange, — tometimea  a  stem  reaUtj  in  the  be*it  of  the 
ostemible  actoi,  a  &uitaatlc  (taf^play  in  the  biain  of  the  nniio- 
ticed  spectator.  The  Bandit'i  Child  on  the  piofcewiun  U  (till 
poor  little  Sophj,  in  ipite  of  garUndi  and  looge.  Bnt  that 
honett  Tongh-looking  leDoir  to  whom,  in  reepect  for  Miricee  to 
Sorerelgn  and  Conntty,  the  approotice  yielda  w^,  — maj  be 
net  be — the  ciaf^  Comedian  t 

Takait-tabastara  —  rnb-a-dnb-dub  —  pla;  up  horn  — 
toll  drum,  —  a  quarter  to  eight;  and  the  crowd  ainadj 
Hack  before  Bugge'a  Grand  Exhibition — "  BemoraeleBS 
Baion  and  Bandit's  Ohildl  Young  Phenomenon  — 
Juliet  Anoninta  —  Fatromzed  I9  the  Nobility^  in  gen- 
enl,  and  expecting  daily  to  be  aommoned  to  perform 
befbie  tiw  Queen  —  ViwU  Stgina  /"  —  Bab-a~dub-dub^ 
The  company  isBue  from  the  curtain,  —  range  in  front 
of  the  proscenium.  Splendid  dresoes.  The  Phesome- 
noal  —  'tis  die! 

"  M7  ejee,  there  'e  a  besutjl "  eiies  the  clown. 

The  days  have  already  growm  aomewhat  shorter,  but 
it  ie  not  yet  dusk.  How  charmingly  pretty  she  atill  is, 
despite  that  horrid  point;  bat  bow  wasted  those  poor, 
bare,  snowy  arms! 

A  most  doleful,  li^brious  di^e  mingles  witti  tlw 
drum  and  horn.  A  man  has  forced  his  way  olose  ly 
tlie  stage,  —  a  man  with  a  confounded  crocked  htudj' 
gnidy.      Whine,    whine,  —  craaks    the    hurdy-gurdy. 
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"Stop  tbaX  —  stop  tliat  mu-zeek,"  criea  k  dslioat« 
apprantioe,  clapping  Mb  hands  to  his  ears. 

"  Pity  B  poor  bUud  — "  anawen  the  man  vitli  the 
huidy-gurdy, 

"  Oh,  you  are  blind,  are  yonl  but  we  are  Dot  deaf. 
There 's  a  penny  not  to  play.  What  black  thing  hare 
you  got  there  by  a  string  1 " 

"My  dog,  air!" 

"Deuced  ugly  one;  not  like  a  dog, — more  like  a 
bear  —  with  horuBl  " 

"I  pay,  master,"  cries  the  down,  "here's  a  blind 
man  come  to  see  the  Phenomenon!" 

The  crowd  laugh;  they  make  way  foe  the  blind  man's 
black  dog.  They  suspect,  from  the  down's  address,  that 
the  blind  man  has  something  to  do  with  the  company. 

You  never  saw  two  uglier  speeimena  of  their  seraral 
species  than  the  blind  man  and  his  black  d<^.  He  had 
rough  red  hair  and  a  rod  beard ;  bis  face  had  a  sort  of 
twist  that  made  every  featnie  seem  crooked.  His  eyas 
were  not  bandaged,  but  the  lids  were  dosed,  and  he 
lifted  them  up  piteously  ss  if  seeking  for  light.  He  did 
not  seem,  howBTet,  like  a  common  beggar:  had  rather 
th«  appearance  of  a.  reduced  sailor.  Tea,  you  would  hare 
bet  ten  to  one  he  had  been  a  sailor,  — not  that  his  dress 
belonged  to  that  noble  calling,  but  his  build,  the  roll  of 
his  walk,  the  tie  of  his  cravat,  a  blue  anchor  tattooed  on 
that  great  brown  hand;  certainly  a  sailor,  ^ a  British 
tar  I   poor  man. 

The  dog  was  hidsous  enough  to  have  been  exhibited 
as  a  tu»ut  natura, — evidently  very  aged;  for  iU  fact 
•nd  ears  were  gray,  the  rest  of  it  a  ms^  reddish  black. 
It  had  immensely  long  ears,  pricked  up  like  boms;  it 
was  a  dog  that  must  have  been  brought  from  foreign 
ports;  it  might  have  oome  from  Acheron,  sire  by  Csrbe- 
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TUB,  BO  poTtentons  and  (if  not  irreTerent  the  epithet) 
ao  infernal  was  its  aspect,  with  that  gray  face,  thow 
antleied  eais,  and  ite  ine&bly  weird  demeanor  alto- 
gether. A  big  dog,  too,  and  evidently  a  sbrong  one. 
All  prudent  follcs  would  hare  made  way  for  a  man  led 
by  that  dog.  Whine  creaked  the  hurdy-gurdy,  and  bow- 
wow all  of  a  sudden  barked  the  dog.  Sophy  stifled  a 
cry,  pressed  her  hand  to  her  breast,  and  such  a  ray  of 
joy  flashed  over  her  bee  that  it  would  have  warmed 
your  heart  for  a  month  to  have  seen  it. 

But  do  you  mean  to  say,  Mr.  Author,  that  that 
British  Tar  (gallant,  no  doubt,  but  hideous)  is  Gen- 
tlemaa  Waife,  or  that  Stygian  animal  the  snowy-curled 
Sir  Isaac  t 

Cpon  my  word,  when  I  look  at  them  myself,  I,  the 
Historian,  am  puzzled.  If  it  had  not  been  for  that  bow- 
wow, I  am  sure  Sophy  would  not  have  suspected.  Tara- 
tarantara.  Walk  in,  ladles  and  gentlemen,  walk  in; 
Uie  performoncs  is  about  to  commence!  Sophy  lingers 
last. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  blind  man,  who  had  been  talking 
to  the  apprentice, — "yes,  sir,"  said  he,  loud  and  em- 
phatically, as  if  his  word  had  been  queationed.  "The 
child  was  snowed  up,  but  luckily  the  window  of  the 
hut  was  left  open.  Exactly  at  two  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing, that  dog  came  to  the  window,  set  up  a  howl, 
and  —  " 

Sophy  could  hear  no  more,  —  led  away  behind  tiie 
cnrtain  by  the  King's  Lieatenant;  bat  ^e  had  heard 
enough  to  stir  her  heart  with  an  emotdon  that  set  all  the 
dimples  round  her  lip  into  undulating  play. 
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GHAPTEK  Vn. 

A  Sham  cuiiw  off  the  Beality. 

Akd  she  did  act,  and  how  charmingly  I  with  what  glee 
and  what  guato!  Bugge  was  beside  himself  with  pride 
and  laptuie.  He  could  hardl;  perfann  his  own  Baronial 
part  for  admiration.  The  audience,  a  far  choicer  and 
more  £tstidioiu  one  than  that  in  the  Suney  village,  was 
amaied,  enthusiaatdc. 

"  I  shall  live  to  see  my  dream  come  truel  I  ahall 
have  the  great  York  Theatre  I "  said  Bugge,  as  he  took 
off  hia  wig  and  laid  his  head  <m  hia  pillow.  "  Beatore 
her  for  the  £100!  not  for  Uiouaandsl " 

Alas,  mj  sweet  So[diy,  alas!  Has  not  the  joy  that 
nuMle  thee  perform  so  well  undone  thee  t  Ah,  hadst  thou 
but  had  the  wit  to  act  hoiribly,  and  be  hisaedt 

"  tTproee  the  eon  and  aproee  Baion  Kogge." 

Not  that  ordinarily  he  wbb  a  very  early  man ;  but  his 
excitement  broke  hie  slombera.  He  had  taken  up  hia 
qnarteis  on  the  ground-floor  of  a  small  lodging-house 
(dose  to  hifl  exhibition;  in  the  same  house  lodged  hia 
eenior  matron,  and  Sophy  herself.  Mrs.  Goimerick, 
being  ordered  to  watch  the  child  and  never  lose  sight 
of  her,  alept  in  the  same  room  with  Sophy,  in  tlie 
uppta  atoTj  of  the  house.  The  old  woman  served 
Bugge  for  housekeeper,  made  his  tea,  grilled  his  chop, 
and  for  oompany'a  sake,  shared  hia  meals.  Excitement 
as  often  sharpens  the  appetite  as  takes  it  away.  Bugge 
had  BUf^ted  on  hope,  and  he  felt  a  cmving  for  a  more 
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BabBtantial  bteokfast.  Accordingly,  when  lie  bad 
dressed,  lie  thrust  Ida  head  into  the  paaaage,  and 
seeing  there  the  maid-of -all -work  unbarring  the  street- 
door,  bade  her  go  upstairs  and  wake  the  Hag,  that  is, 
Mrs.  Gormerick,  Saying  this,  he  extended  a  key;  for 
he  ever  took  the  precaution,  before  retiring  to  rest, 
to  lock  the  door  of  the  room  to  which  Sophy  was  con- 
signed on  the  outside,  snd  guaid  the  key  till  the  next 

Leas  time 

than  he  expected  passed  away  before  Mrs.  Oormerick 
made  her  appearance,  her  gray  haii  streaming  under 
her  nightcap,  her  form  endued  in  a  loose  wrapper,  —  her 
very  face  a  tragedy. 

"Powers  above!  What  has  happened  1  "  exclaimed 
Bugge,  prophetically. 

"She  ia  gone,"  sobbed  Mrs.  Qormerick;  and,  tieeing 
the  lifted  arm  and  clindied  fist  of  the  manager,  pru- 
dently fainted  away. 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

CoroUariM  from  the  problem  saggeBted  in  ChApten  TI.  and  TIL 

Bboad  dayli^t,  nearly  nine  o'clock  indeed,  and  Jasper 
Losely  is  walking  back  tg  liis  inu  from  the  place  at 
which  he  had  dined  IIib  avening  before.  He  haa  spent 
the  night  drinking,  gambling,  and  tlu»igh  he  looks 
heated,  there  is  no  sign  of  f^igae.  INature,  in  wast- 
ing on  tliis  man  many  of  hei  most  glorious  elements  of 
happiness,  had  not  forgotten  a  herculean  constitution, — 
always  restUss  and  never  tired,  always  drinking  and 
never  drank.  Certainly  it  is  some  oonaolation  to  deli- 
cate invalids,  that  it  seldom  happens  that  the  sickly  are 
very  wicked,  Griminala  are  generally  athletic, — con- 
stitutioo  and  conscienoe  equally  tough;  large  backs  to 
their  heads;  strong  auspensorial  moaclee;  digestions  that 
save  them  from  the  overfine  nerves  of  the  virtuous.  The 
native  animal  most  be  vigorous  in  tiie  human  being, 
when  the  moral  safeguards  are  daringly  overleaped. 
Jasper  was  not  alone,  but  with  an  acquaintance  he  had 
made  at  the  dinner,  and  whom  he  invited  to  his  inn 
to  Inreakfaat;  they  were  walking  familiarly  arm-in-arm. 
Very  unlike  the  brilliant  Losely, — a  young  man  under 
tidrty,  who  seemed  to  have  washed  oat  all  the  colon  of 
youth  in  dir^  water.  His  eyes  dull,  their  whites  yel- 
low; hia  complexion  eoddea.  His  form  was  thickset 
and  heavy;  his  features  pug,  with  a  cross  of  the  bull- 
dog. In  diesB,  a  specimen  of  the  flash  style  of  sporting 
man,  as  exhibited  on  Qie  turf,  or  more  often,  perhaps, 
in  the  ring:  Belcher  neckcloth,  with  an  immense  pin 
representing  a  jockey  at  full  gallop ;  cat-away  coat,  oor- 
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dun>7  bteeohes,  and  boots  with  tops  of  a  chalky  white. 
Yet,  withftl,  not  the  air  and  walk  of  a  genuine  bom  and 
bred  sporting  man,  even  of  the  vulgar  oider.  Something 
about  him  which  reveals  the  pietendei.  A  woold-be 
hawk  with  a  pigeon's  liver, —  a  would-be  eportsnuUk 
with  a  cockney's  niirbire. 

Samuel  Adolphus  Poole  is  an  orphan  of  respectable 
connections.  Hie  future  expectations  cliiefly  rest  on  an 
uncle  from  whom,  as  godfather,  he  takes  the  loathed 
name  of  Samuel.  He  prefers  to  sign  himself  Adolphus; 
he  is  popularly  styled  DoUy.  For  his  present  existence 
he  relies  osteusibly  on  his  salary  as  an  assistant  in  the 
house  of  a  London  tradesman  in  a  fashionable  way  of 
buaiaeea.  Mr.  Latham,  his  employer,  has  made  a  coa- 
aiderable  fortune,  less  hy  his  shop  than  by  discounting 
the  hills  of  his  customers,  or  of  other  borrowers  whom 
the  loan  draws  into  the  net  of  ihe  custom.  Mr.  Latham 
connives  at  the  sporting  tastes  of  Dolly  Poole.  Dolly 
has  often  thus  been  enabled  to  pick  up  useful  pieces  of 
information  as  to  the  names  and  reput«  of  such  denisens 
of  the  sporting  world  as  might  apply  to  Mr.  Latham  for 
temporary  accommodation.  Dolly  Poole  has  many  sport' 
ing  friends;  he  has  also  many  debts.  He  has  been  a 
dupe:  he  is  now  a  rogue;  but  he  wants  decision  of  chai- 
acter  to  put  into  practice  many  valuable  ideas  that  his 
experience  of  dupe  and  liis  development  into  rogue  sug- 
gest to  his  ambition.  Still,  however,  now  and  then, 
wherever  a  shabby  triok  can  be  safely  done,  he  is  what 
he  calk  "lucky."  He  has  conceived  a  prodigious  ad- 
miration for  Jasper  Losely,  one  cause  for  which  will  bs 
explained  in  the  dialogue  about  to  be  reoorded;  another 
cause  for  wMch  is  analogous  to  that  loving  submission 
with  whitdi  some  ill-conditioned  brute  acknowledges 
a  master  in  the  hand  that  has  thrashed  it.     For  at 
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XxMely'a  fint  appearance  at  the  coBvirial  meetitif;  jiut 
condaded,  being  nettled  at  the  imperioos  ain  of  supe- 
riority which  that  iDistoiei  assamed,  miirfitVing  for 
efTeminac;  Jasper's  elaborate  dandyism,  snd  not  recog- 
nizing in  the  biavo's  elegant  proportions  the  tiger-like 
strength  of  which,  in  truth,  that  tiger-like  Buppleness 
should  have  warned  him,  Dolly  Poole  provoked  a  quar- 
rel ;  end  being  himself  a  stout  fellow,  nor  unaccoBtomed 
to  athletic  exercieeB,  began  to  spar:  the  next  moment  he 
was  at  the  other  end  of  the  room,  full  sprawl  on  the 
floor;  and,  two  minutes  afterwards,  the  quarrel  made 
up  by  conciliating  banqueters,  with  every  bone  in  his 
skin  seeming  still  to  rattle,  he  was  generously  blubber- 
ing out  that  he  never  bore  malice,  and  shaking  hands 
with  Jasper  Losely  as  if  he  had  found  a  bene&ctor. 
Bat  now  to  the  dialogue. 

Jaspeb.  ■ — '  Yes,  Poole,  my  hearty,  as  you  say,  that 
fellow  trumping  my  beet  club  lost  me  the  last  mbber. 
There 's  no  certainty  in  whist,  if  one  has  a  spoon  for  a 
partner." 

Poole.  — "No  certainty  in  every  rubber,  but  next  to 
certainty  in  the  long  run,  when  a  man  plays  as  well  sa 
yon  do,  Hr.  Losely.  Yoni  winnings  to-night  mnst  have 
been  pret^  large,  though  yon  had  a  bod  partner  almost 
every  hand ;  —  pretty  large,  eh  f  " 

Jaspbk  (careleBsly). — "Nothing  to  talk  of , — a&w 
ponies  I " 

Pools.  — *  More  than  a  few;  I  should  know." 

Jaspsb.  — "  Why  t  You  did  not  play  after  the  fint 
mbber." 

Pools. — "No,  when  I  saw  your  play  on  that  first 
nibber,  I  cut  out,  and  bet  on  you;  and  very  grateful 
lo  yon  I  am.  Still  you  would  win  more  with  a  partner 
who  understood  yonr  game." 
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The  Bbnwd  Dolly  paosed  a  moment,  and  leaning 
BignificantlT'  on  Jaaper's  arm,  added  in  a  liali-whisper, 
"I  do;  it  18  a  French  one." 

Jasper  did  not  change  color,  but  a  qnick  rise  of  the 
eyebrow,  and  a  alight  jerk  of  the  neck,  betrayed  some 
little  BurprisB  ot  uneasiness;  however,  he  rejoined  with' 
out  hesitation,  "French,  ayl  In  ^France  there  is  more 
dash  in  playing  out  trumps  than  there  is  with  English 
pkyera. " 

"And  with  a  player  like  you,"  said  Poole,  still  in  a 
half  whisper,  "more  tmmpa  to  play  out." 

Jasper  turned  round  sharp  and  short;  the  hard,  cruel 
expression  of  his  mouth,  little  seen  of  lat«,  came  hack  to 
it.  Poole  recoiled,  and  his  bones  b^an  again  to  aohe. 
"I  did  not  mean  to  offend  yon,  Mr.  Losaly,  but  to 
caution." 

"CauHonI" 

"  There  were  two  knowing  cores,  who,  if  they  had  not 
been  so  drunk,  would  not  have  lost  their  money  without 
a  row,  and  they  would  have  seen  how  they  lost  it;  they 
are  sharpers;  you  served  them  right, — don't  be  angry 
with  me.  Tou  want  a  partner,  —  so  do  I;  you  play 
better  than  I  do,  but  I  play  well;  you  shall  have  two 
thirds  of  oar  winnings,  and,  when  you  come  to  town, 
I  'II  introduce  you  to  a  pleasant  set  of  young  fellows,  — 
green." 

Jasper  mused  a  moment.  "  You  know  a  thing  or  two, 
I  see.  Master  Poole,  and  we'll  discuss  the  whole  sub- 
ject after  break&st.  Am't  yon  hungry!  —  No  I — I  am! 
Hillo,— who's  thatl" 

His  arm  was  seised  by  Mr.  Bugge.  "  She 's  gone,  — 
fled,"  gasped  the  manager,  breathless.  "Out  of  the 
lattice,  —  fifteen  feet  high;  not  dashed  to  pieces,— 
vanished." 
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"Go  on  Euid  order  breakfast,"  said  Lowly  to  Mr. 
Foole,  who  VBS  lietenisg  too  inquiaitively.  He  drew 
the  maaager  away.  "  Can't  you  keep  your  tongue  in 
your  head  before  strangent    The  girl  is  gonel" 

"  Oat  of  Hie  lattice,  and  fifteen  feet  high  I " 

"  Any  sheeta  left  hanging  out  of  the  lattioet ' 

"Sheetal     No." 

"  Then  she  did  not  go  without  help ;  somebody  most 
have  thrown  up  to  her  a  rope-ladder,  —  nothing  so  easy; 
done  it  myself  scores  of  times  for  the  descent  of  '  maids 
who  lore  the  moon,'  Mr.  Itugge.  But  at  her  age  there 
is  not  a  moon, — at  least  there  is  not  a  man  in  the  moon; 
one  mnat  dismisB,  then,  the  idea  of  a  rope-ladder, — 
too  precocious.  But  are  you  quite  erne  she  ia  gonel 
Not  hiding  in  some  cupboard  t  Saerel  —  Yvcj  odd. 
Haye  you  seen  Mia.  Crane  about  itt" 

"Yes,  just  come  from  her;  she  thinlcs  that  viltain 
Waife  muflt  have  stolen  her.  Bui  I  want  you,  sir,  to 
come  with  me  to  a  magistrate." 

"Magistrate I  I — wl^t — nonsense;  set  the  police 
to  work." 

"  Youi  deposition  that  she  is  your  lawful  child,  law- 
fully made  over  to  me,  ia  necessary  for  the  inquisition, 
—I  mean  police." 

"  Hang  it,  what  a  bother)  I  hate  magistrates,  and  all 
belonging  to  them.  Well,  I  must  braakfaat;  I'll  aee 
to  it  afterwards.  Oblige  me  by  not  calling  Mr.  Waife  a 
villain,— good  old  fellow  in  his  way." 

"Goodl     Fowen  aborel " 

"  But  if  be  took  her  off,  how  did  he  get  at  herl  It 
most  have  been  preconcerted. " 

"Hal  tme.  But  she  has  not  been  sufEeied  to. speak 
to  a  soul  not  in  the  company ,  —  Mta.  Crane  excepted, " 

"Perhaps  at  the  performance  last  night  some  signal 
was  given!" 
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"But  if  Waife  lutd  been  there,  I  should  luTe  seen 
Mm;  m;  troop  would  have  known  him;  auch  a  nmaik- 
able  lace,  —  one  eye,  too," 

"  Well,  well ;  do  what  yon  think  heat  I  'U  call  on 
you  after  breakfast;  let  me  go  now.     Basta/  hattal" 

Losely  wrenched  himself  from  the  manager,  and 
strode  off  to  the  ins;  then,  ere  joiuing  Poole,  he 
sought  Mrs.  Crane. 

"This  going  before  a  magistrate,"  said  Losely,  "to 
depose  that  I  have  made  over  my  child  to  that  black- 
guard showman,  —  in  this  town,  too,  after  such  luck  as 
I  have  had,  — and  where  bright  prospects  are  opening  on 
me,  is  most  disagreeable.  And  supposing,  when  we 
have  traced' Sophy,  she  should  be  really  with  &e  old 
man, — awkwardl  In  short,  my  dear  friend,  my  dear 
Bella,"  (Losely  could  be  very  coaxing  when  it  was 
worth  his  while),  'you  just  manage  this  for  me,  I 
have  a  fellow  in  the  next  room  waiting  to  breakfast;  as 
soon  as  breakfast  is  over  I  ahall  be  off  to  the  race-ground, 
and  so  shirk  that  ranting  old  bor«;  you  '11  call  on  him 
instead,  and  settle  it  somehow."  He  was  out  of  the 
room  before  she  coold  answer. 

Mrs.  Ciane  found  it  no  easy  matter  to  soothe  the 
infuriate  manager  when  he  heard  Losely  was  gone  to 
amose  himself  at  the  race-course.  Nor  did  she  give 
herself  mudi  trouble  to  pacify  Mr.  Bugge's  anger,  or 
■Bsist  his  investigations.  Her  interest  in  the  whole 
afiair  seemed  over.  Left  thus  to  his  own  devices, 
Bu(y[e,  however,  began  to  institute  a  sharp,  and  what 
promised  to  be  an  effective  investigation.  He  ascer- 
tained that  the  fi^iitive  certainly  had  not  left  by  the 
railw^,  or  by  any  of  Uie  public  conveyances;  He  sent 
scouts  over  all  the  neighborhood;  he  enlisted  the  sympa- 
thy of  the  police,  who  confidently  assured  him  that  they 
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had  'ft  network  over  the  three  kingdoms."  Bngge'a 
Baqtieiona  were  directed  to  Waife,  —  he  could  collect, 
howeT«T,  no  evidenoe  to  confirm  them.  No  persoo  an- 
swering to  Waife's  description  had  heen  seen  in  the 
town.  Once,  indeed,  Rugge  was  doae  on  the  right 
scent;  for,  insisting  upon  Waife's  one  eye  and  his  poa- 
BSBBioii  of  a  white  dog,  he  was  told  by  several  witnesses 
that  a  man  blind  of  two  ejes  and  led  by  a  black  dog  had 
been  close  before  the  stage,  just  previous  to  the  perfonn- 
anoe.  But  then,  the  clown  had  spoken  to  that  very 
man ;  all  the  Thespian  company  had  obeerred  him ;  all 
of  them  had  known  Waife  familiarly  for  years;  and  all 
deposed  that  any  creature  more  unlike  to  Waife  than  the 
blind  man  could  not  be  turned  out  of  Nature's  woA- 
shop.  But  where  was  that  blind  mauT  They  found 
out  the  wayside  inn  in  which  he  had  taken  a  lo^ng 
for  the  night;  and  there  it  was  ascertained  that  he  had 
paid  for  his  loom  befoiehand,  stating  that  he  aboold 
start  for  the  nkce-conne  early  in  the  morning.  Bugge 
himself  set  out  to  the  race-course  to  kill  two  birds  with 
one  stone,  —  catch  Mr.  Losely;  examine  the  blind  man 
himself. 

He  did  catch  Mt.  Losely,  and  very  nearly  caught 
something  else;  for  that  gentleman  was  in  a  ting  of 
noisy  honemen,  mounted  on  a  hired  hack,  and  loud  as 
the  noisieBt.  When  Bugge  came  up  to  his  stirrup  and 
b^an  his  harangue,  Losely  tamed  his  hack  round  with 
BO  sudden  an  appliance  of  bit  and  spur,  that  the  animal 
laabed  out,  and  its  heel  went  within  an  inch  of  the  man- 
ager's cheek-bone.  Before  Kngge  could  recover,  Losely 
was  in  a  hand-gallop.  But  the  blind  manl  Of  course 
Bugge  did  not  find  himt  Ton  are  mistaken;  he  did. 
The  blind  man  was  there,  dog  and  all.  The  manager 
spoke  to  him,  and  did  not  know  him  from  Adam. 
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Not  bare  yon  or  I,  m;  venerated  isaden,  any  right 
whatsoever  to  doubt  whether  Mr.  Bogge  could  be  so 
stolidly  obtuse.  Granting  tiutt  blind  sailor  to  be  the 
veritable  William  Waife, — William  Waif«  was  a  maa 
of  genina,  taking  paina  to  appear  an  ordinary  mortal. 
And  the  anecdotes  of  Afnnden  or  of  Bam^lde  Moora 
Carew  euffice  to  tell  us  how  Prot«an  is  the  power  of 
transfarmatiou  in  a  man  whose  genius  is  mimetic  But 
how  often  doea  it  happen  to  uBi  venerated  readers,  not 
to  recognize  a  man  of  geniiu,  even  when  he  takes  no 
particular  pains  to  escape  detection!  A  man  of  genius 
may  be  for  ten  years  oar  next-door  nei^^bor;  he  may 
dine  in  company  with  ns  twice  a  week;  his  face  may  be 
aa  &nuliar  to  our  eyes  as  our  arm-cbair;  his  voice  to  our 
ears  as  the  click  of  our  parlor  dock,  —  yet  we  axe  never 
more  astonished  tban  when  all  of  a  oudden,  some  bright 
day,  it  is  discovered  that  our  next-door  neighbor  is — a 
man  of  genius.  Did  you  ever  hear  tell  of  the  life  of 
a  man  of  genius,  but  what  there  were  numerous  wit- 
nesses who  deposed  to  the  fact,  that  until,  perfidious 
dissembler!  he  flared  up  and  set  the  Thames  on  fire, 
they  had  never  seen  anything  in  him,  —  on  odd  crea- 
ture, perhaps  a  good  creature,  probably  a  poor  creature; 
— but  a  HAN  of  QENiusI  They  would  as  soon  have 
suspected  him  of  being  the  Cham  of  Tortaryl  Nay, 
candid  readers,  are  there  not  some  of  you  who  refuse  to 
tiie  last  to  recognize  t^  man  of  genius,  till  he  has  paid 
his  penny  to  Charon,  and  his  passport  to  immortality 
has  been  duly  examined  by  the  custom-house  officers  of 
Styxl  When  one  half  the  world  drag  forth  that  same 
next-door  neighbor,  place  him  on  a  pedestal,  and  have 
him  cried,  '  0  yei!  0  yesl  Found,  a  man  of  genius! 
Public  property,  —  open  to  inspection!"  does  not  the 
ot^Ler  half  the  world  put  on  its  spectacles,  tain  ap  ita 
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aoM,  and  crj,  "  TK<U  ft  man  of  geniua,  indeadl  Pelt 
himl  —  pelt  himl"  Then,  of  couiae,  tliere  is  a  clatter, 
what  the  Tulgar  call  "a  shindy,"  round  the  pedeataL 
Sqneeiad  by  his  balievers,  shied  ai,  hy  his  bco&is,  tiie 
poor  man  gets  horribly  mauled  about,  and  drops  from 
the  perch  in  the  midst  of  the  row.  Then  they  shovel 
him  over,  clap  a  gnat  stone  on  his  relics,  wipe  their 
foreheads,  shake  hands,  compromise  tiie  dispute, — the 
one  half  the  world  admitting  that  though  be  was  a 
genius,  he  was  still  an  ordinary  man;  the  other  half 
allowing  that  though  he  was  an  ordinary  man,  he  was 
still  a  genius.  And  so  on  to  the  next  pedestal  with  its 
"  Hie  stet,"  and  the  next  great  stone  with  its  '  Hie 
jacet." 

The  manager  of  the  Qmnd  Theatrical  Exhibition 
gaied  on  the  blind  sailor,  and  did  not  know  him  from 
Adaml 
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CHAPTER  rX. 

The  aboriginal  ibat^aXer,  or  Pocket-Caimitnl,  li  misceptible  of  the 
r«fininf;  in€ae>icea  of  CiTilization.  '  He  decontea  hii  twr  with 
the  skins  of  bis  victims ;  he  sdonu  his  penon  with  the  apoilt  of 
those  whom  be  deioon.  Mr.  L0HI7  introduced  to  Hr.  Poole's 
friends,  —  dnasea  for  dinner;  and,  coraMnlug  elegance  with 
appetite,  eats  Ibem  up. 

Elatkd  with  the  success  which  had  rewarded  his  talents 
for  pecuniary  speculation,  and  dismiesing  from  his  mind 
all  thoughts  of  the  fugitive  Sophy  and  the  spoliated 
Bugge,  Jasper  Xioselj  returned  to  London  in  company 
with  his  new  friend  Mr.  Poole.  He  left  Arabella  Crane 
to  perform  the  same  journey,  unattended;  but  that  grim 
lady,  carefully  concealing  any  resentment  at  such  want 
of  gallantry,  felt  assured  that  she  should  not  be  long  in 
London  without  being  honored  by  his  Tisits. 

In  renewing  their  old  acquaintance,  Mrs.  Crane  had 
contrived  to  establish  over  Jasper  that  kind  of  infioenoe 
which  a  vain  man,  full  of  schemes  that  are  not  to  be 
told  to  all  the  world,  but  which  it  is  convenient  to  dis- 
cuss with  some  confidential  friend  who  admires  himself 
too  highly  not  to  respect  his  secrets,  mechanically  yields 
to  a  woman  whose  wits  are  superior  to  Ms  own. 

It  is  true  that  Jasper,  on  his  return  to  ^e  metopolis, 
was  not  magnetically  attracted  towards  Fodden  Place; 
nay,  days  and  even  weeks  elapsed,  and  Mrs.  Crane  was 
not  gladdened  by  his  presence.  But  she  knew  that  her 
influence  was  only  suspended,  not  extinct.  The  body 
attracted  Was  for  the  moment  kept  from  the  body  attract- 
ing, by  the  abnormal  weights  that  had  dropped  into  its 
pockets.     Restore  the  body  thns  temporarily  counter- 
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poised  to  its  former  light&esB,  aod  it  would  htm  to 
Poddeu  Place  aa  the  needle  to  the  Pole.  Meaowhile, 
obliyious  of  &11  such  natural  laws,  the  disloyal  Jaepei 
bad  fixed  himaelf  as  far  from  the  reach  of  the  magnet, 
as  from  Bloomsbuiy's  remotest  verge  ia  St.  James's 
animated  centre.  The  apartment  he  engaged  was  showy 
and  commodious.  He  added  largely  to  his  wardrobe, 
his  dressing-case,  his  trinket-box.  Nor,  be  it  here 
observed,  was  Mr.  Losely  one  of  those  beauiah  bri- 
gands who  wear  tawdry  scarfs  over  soiled  linen,  and 
paste  rings  upon  imwashed  digitals.  To  do  him  jua- 
tice,  the  man,  so  stcmy-hearted  to  others,  loved  and 
cherished  his  own  person  with  exquisite  teadeineee, 
lavished  upon  it  delicate  attentions,  and  gave  to  it 
the  very  best  he  could  affoid.  He  was  no  coarse  de- 
bauchee, amelling  of  bad  cigan  and  ardent  spirits. 
Cigars,  indeed,  were  not  among  his  vices  (at  worst 
the  rare  peccadillo  of  a  oigarettt),  —  spirit-drinking 
was;  but  the  monster's  digestion  was  still  so  strong 
that  he  could  have  drank  out  a  gin  palace,  and  you 
would  only  have  sniffed  the  jasmine  or  heliotrope  on 
the  dainty  cambric  that  wiped  the  last  drop  from  hia 
lips.  Had  his  soul  been  a  tenth  part  aa  clean  as  the 
form  that  belied  it,  Jasper  Loeely  had  been  a  saintt 
His  apartments  secured,  his  appearance  thus  revised 
and  embellished,  Jasper's  next  care  was  an  equipage 
in  keeping;  he  hired  a  smart  cabriolet  with  a  high- 
stepping  horse,  and,  to  go  behind  it,  a  groom  whose 
size  had  been  stunted  in  infamiy  by  provident  parents 
designing  him  to  earn  hie  bread  in  the  stables  as  a 
light-weight,  and  therefore  mingling  hie  mother's  milk 
with  heavy  liquors.  In  short,  Jasper  Losely  set  up 
to  be  a  bock  about  town ;  in  that  cq>acity  Dolly  Poole 
inUoduced  him  to  several  young  gentlemen  who  oom- 
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Inned  commercial  vocationB  with  sportiag  tootesj  they 
coold  not  but  participate  in  Poole's  admiring  and  some- 
what  anvioiu  lespect  for  Jaepei  Loaelf.  Thet«  waa 
indeed  about  the  vigoious  miscreant  a  gnat  deal  of 
false  brilliancy.  Deteriorated  from  earlier  youth 
though  the  beauty  of  his  countenance  might  be, 
it  waB  Btill  undeniably  handsome;  and  aa  force  of 
muscle  is  beauty  in  itself  in  the  eyes  of  young  sport- 
ing men,  so  Jasper  daisied  many  a  ffraeilis  puer,  who 
had  tbe  ambition  to  become  an  athlete,  with  the  lara 
personal  strength  which,  as  if  in  the  ezubeianoe  of 
animal  spirits,  he  would  sometimes  condescend  to  dis- 
play, by  feats  that  astonished  the  curious  and  frightened 
the  timid,  — such  as  bending  a  poker  or  horse-Bboe  be- 
tween hands  elegantly  white,  nor  unadorned  with  rings; 
or  lifting  the  weight  of  Samuel  Dolly  by  the  waistband, 
and  holding  him  at  anu's-langtb,  with  a  playful  bet  of 
ten  to  one  that  he  could  stand  by  the  fireplace  and 
pit«h  the  said  Samuel  Dolly  out  of  tbe  open  window. 
To  know  BO  strong  a  man,  ao  fine  an  animal,  waa 
something  to  boast  of  I  Then,  too,  if  Jsspei  had  a 
false  brilliancy,  he  had  also  a  false  bonhomie;  it 
was  true  that  he  was  somewhat  imperioos,  swaggering, 
bullying, — but  he  was  also  off-hand  and  jocund;  and 
aa  you  knew  bim,  that  sidelong  look,  that  defying  gait 
(look  and  gait  of  the  man  whom  the  world  cuts)  wore 
away.  In  fact,  be  bad  got  into  a  world  which  did 
not  cut  him,  and  bis  exterior  was  improved  hj  the 
atmosphere. 

Mr.   Losely    professed   to    dislike    general    society. 
Drawing-rooms  were  insipid;  cluba  full  of  old  fogiea. 
"I  am  for  life,  my  boys,"  said  Mr.  Losely,— 
" '  Con  sorrow  from  the  goblet  flow. 
Or  pain  from  Beauty's  aye  1 '" 
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JSx.  Looel^  therefore,  his  hat  on  one  side,  loanged 
into  the  ealoons  of  theatres,  accompanied  by  a  cohort 
of  juTeuile  admirers,  their  hats  on  one  eide  also,  and 
returned  to  the  pleasonteflt  little  suppeis  in  his  own 
apartment.  There  "  the  goblet "  flowed,  —  and  after  the 
goblet,  cigars  for  some,  and  a  rubber  for  all. 

So  puissant  Loaely's  vitality,  and  so  bleseed  by  the 
stars  his  luck,  that  his  form  seemed  to  wax  stronger  and 
his  puree  fuller  }jy  this  "  life."  Ko  wonder  he  was  all 
for  a  life  of  that  kind;  but  the  slight  beings  who  tried 
to  keep  up  with  him  grew  thinner  and  thinner,  and 
poorer  and  poorer;  a  few  weeks  made  their  cheeks 
spectral  and  their  pockets  a  dismal  void.  Then,  as  some 
dropped  off  from  sheer  inanition,  others  whom  they  had 
decoyed  by  their  praises  of  "  life  "  and  ite  hero,  came 
into  the  magic  circle  to  fade  and  vanish  in  tiieir  turn. 

In  a  space  of  time  incredibly  brief,  not  a  whist- 
player  was  left  upon  the  field;  the  victorious  Losely 
had  trumped  out  the  last;  some  few  whom  Nature  had 
endowed  more  liberally  than  Fortune,  still  retained 
strength  enough  to  sup,  —  if  asked; 

"  But  none  who  came  to  sup  lemained  to  play." 

'  Plague  on  it,"  said  Losely  to  Poole,  as  one  after- 
noon they  were  dividing  the  final  spoils;  "  your  friends 
are  mightily  soon  cleaned  out.  Could  not  even  get  up 
double  dummy  last  night;  and  we  must  hit  on  some 
new  plan  for  replenishing  the  coffersl  You  have  rich 
relations;  can't  1  help  you  to  make  them  more  useful  1" 

Said  Dolly  Poole,  who  was  looking  exceedingly  bil- 
ious, and  had  become  a  martyr  to  chronic  headache,  — ■ 

"  My  relations  are  prigs!  Some  of  them  give  me  the 
cold  shoulder,  others  —  a  great  deal  of  jaw.  But  as  for 
tin,  I  might  as  well  scrape  a  flint  for  it.  My  nncle 
Sam  is  more  anicious  about  my  sins  than  the  other 
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eodgen,  becaoM  he  is  my  godfather,  uid  reeponnble  ttti 
my  Bina,  I  mippoM;  and  he  saye  he  will  put  me  in  the 
m;  of  being  lespectable.     JSj  head  'a  splitting  —  " 

*  Wood  does  split  till  it  is  seasoned,"  answered  Loeeljr. 
'  Good  fallow,  Unole  SamI  He  '11  put  you  in  the  way 
of  tin ;  nothing  else  makea  a  man  respectable. " 

'  Yea,  —  90  he  soya;  a  girl  with  money —  " 

"A  wife,  —  tin  canister)  Introduce  me  to  her,  and 
she  shall  be  tied  to  you." 

Samuel  Dolly  did  not  appear  to  reliah  the  idea  of  such 
an  introduction.  "  I  have  not  been  introduced  to  her 
myself,"  said  he.  "  But  if  you  advise  me  to  be  spliced, 
why  don't  yon  get  spliced  yonrseli)  —  a  handsome  fel- 
low like  you  can  be  at  no  loes  for  an  heiress." 

"  Heireesea  are  the  most  horrid  cheats  in  the  world," 
said  Losely:  "  there  is  always  aome  father,  or  uncle,  or 
fas^  Lord  Chancellor  whose  consent  is  essential,  and 
not  to  be  had.  Heiresses  in  scores  have  been  over  head 
■ad  ears  in  love  with  me.  Before  I  left  Paris,  I  sold 
tlieir  locks  of  hair  to  a  wig-maker,  —  three  great  trunks- 
ful,  — honor  bright.  Bat  there  were  only  two  whom  I 
could  have  safely  allowed  to  ran  away  with  me;  and 
they  were  so  closely  watched,  poor  tilings,  that  I  was 
forced  to  leave  ^m  to  their  fate,  —  early  graves ! 
Don't  talk  to  me  of  heiresses,  Dolly;  I  have  been  the 
victim  of  heiresses.  But  a  rich  widow  is  an  estimable 
creature.  Against  widows,  if  rich,  I  have  not  a  word 
to  say  ;  and  to  tell  yoa  the  truth,  there  ia  a  widow 
whom  I  suspect  I  have  fascinated,  and  whose  connec- 
tion I  have  a  particular  private  reason  for  deeming 
desirable  I  She  has  a  whelp  of  a  son,  who  is  a  spoke 
in  my  wheel, — were  I  his  &ther-in-1aw,  would  not  I 
be  a  spoke  in  hisi  I  'd  teach  the  boy  '  life,'  Dolly." 
Here  all  trace  of  beau^  vanished  from  Jasper's  facy. 
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and  Poole,  itarmg  at  him,  paehed  away  his  duir. 
"  Bat,"  oontmued  Loselj,  raining  his  mora  iunal  ex- 
preaaion  of  levity  and  boldness,  — "  bat  I  am  not  yet 
quite  mre  what  the  widow  has,  besides  her  son,  in  her 
own  poaaesaioni  we  shall  see.  Meanwhile,  is  then — 
no  chance  of  a  rubber  to-night  t " 

"  N'one ;  unless  y on  will  let  Brown  and  Smith  play 
apon  tick." 

"  Foob!  but  there 's  Bobinson;  he  has  an  aunt  he  can 
borrow  from  t " 

"Bobinson I  spitting  blood,  with  an  attack  of  deli- 
rium treTiiene  I  —  you  hare  dona  for  him. " 

"  Can  sorrow  from  the  goblet  fiow  I "  said  Losely. 
"Well,  I  suppose  it  can, — when  a  man  has  no  coats 
to  hie  Btomaoh;  bat  you  and  I,  Dolly  Poole,  have  etom- 
acbs  thick  as  pea-jackets,  and  proof  as  gntta-peicha. " 

Poole  forced  a  ghastly  smile,  while  Loaely,  gayly 
springing  up,  swept  his  share  of  hoo^  into  his  pock- 
ets, slapped  his  comrade  on  the  back,  and  said:  "  Then, 
if  the  mountain  will  not  come  to  Mahomet,  Mahomet 
must  go  to  the  mountain  I  Hong  whist  and  up  with 
rouge-et-noir  I  I  have  an  infallible  method  of  win- 
ning,—  only  it  requires  capital.  Yoa  will  club  your 
cash  with  mine,  and  I  '11  play  for  both.  Sup  here  to- 
night, and  we  '11  go  to  the hell  afterwards." 

Samuel  Dolly  had  the  most  perfect  confidence  in  his 
friend's  science  in  the  art  of  gambling,  and  he  did  not, 
therefore,  disswit  from  the  proposal  made.  Jasper  gave 
a  fresh  touch  to  hie  toilette,  and  stepped  into  his  cabrio- 
let. Poole  cast  on  him  a  look  of  envy,  and  crawled  to 
his  lodging,  —  too  ill  for  his  desk,  and  with  a  strong 
desire  to  take  to  Ma  bed. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


If  tbeie  be  mch  a  heart,  it  is  noC  in  the  breast  of  ■  Pocket-CanuUML 
Yov  tme  Man-eater  is  usoallj  of  an  amorona  tempenmeiit : 
he  caD  he,  indeed,  niffidentlj  fond  of  a  lad;  to  eat  her  op.  Mi. 
Loaelj  makea  the  "■q"»<"*-v'^  of  a  widow.  For  further  par- 
ticnlan  inquire  within. 

The  dignified  serenity  of  Olonoester  Place,  Portman 
Square,  is  agitated  hy  the  intrusion  of  a  nev  inhabi- 
tant. A  house  in  that  favored  locality,  which  had  for 
seveTal  months  maintained  "  the  solemn  stillness  and 
the  dread  repose "  which  appertain  to  dwellings  that 
are  to  be  let  upcm  lease,  unfurnished,  suddenly  started 
into  that  exuberant  and  t^gressive  life  which  irritates 
the  nerrea  of  ite  peaceful  neighbors.  The  bills  have 
been  lemoved  from  the  wiiidowB;  the  walls  have  been 
cleaned  down  and  pointed;  the  street-door  repainted  a 
lively  green;  workmen  have  gone  in  and  out.  The 
observant  ladies  (single  ones)  in  the  house  opposite, 
discover,  by  the  help  of  a  telescope,  that  the  drawing- 
rooms  have  been  new  papered, —  canary -colored  ground, 
festoon  borders;  and  that  the  mouldings  of  the  shtitt«Ts 
have  been  gilt.  Gilt  shuttersl  that  looks  ominous  of 
an  ostentatious  and  party-giving  tenant. 
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Then  carte  full  of  tumiture  have  stopped  at  the  door: 
carpets,  tables,  chairs,  beds,  waidTobes,  — all  seemingly 
new,  and  in  no  inelegant  taste,  liave  been  disgorged  into 
&e  hall.  Tt  has  been  noticed,  too,  that  every  day  a 
lady  of  slight  l^ure  and  genteel  habilimente  has  come, 
seemingly  to  inspect  progress,  —  evidently  the  new  t«n- 
ant.  Sometimes  she  comes  alone;  sometimes  vith  a 
dark-eyed  handsome  lad,  probably  her  son.  Who  can 
she  bet  What  is  shet  What  is  her  name)  her  his- 
tory t  Has  she  a  right  to  settle  in  Gloucester  Plsce, 
Fortmsn  Square)  The  detective  police  of  London  is 
not  peculiarly  vigilant;  but  its  defects  are  supplied  by 
the  voluntary  efforts  of  unmarried  ladiea.  The  new- 
comer was  a  widow;  her  husband  had  been  in  the 
army;  of  good  family,  but  a  mauvaia  tvjet:  she  had 
been  left  in  straitened  circumstances  with  an  only  son. 
It  was  supposed  that  she  had  unexpectedly  come  into 
a  fortune,  —  on  the  strength  of  which  ahe  had  removed 
from  Pimlico  into  Gloucester  Place.  At  length,  —  the 
preparations  completed,  —  one  Monday  afternoon,  the 
widow,  accompanied  by  her  son,  came  to  settle. 
The  next  day  a  footman  in  gent«el  livery  (brown 
and  orange)  appeared  at  the  door.  Then,  for  the  rest 
of  the  week,  the  baker  and  butcher  called  r^ularly. 
On  the  following  Sunday,  the  lady  and  her  son  ap- 
peared at  church. 

No  reader  will  be  at  a  loss  to  discover  in  the  new 
tenant  of  "So.  —  Gloucester  Place  the  widowed  mother 
of  Lionel  Haughton.  The  letter  for  that  lady  wJiicli 
Darrell  had  intrusted  to  his  young  cousin,  had,  in  com- 
plimentary and  cordial  language,  claimed  the  right  to 
provide  for  her  comfortable  and  honorable  Eubsietence; 
and  announced  that,  henceforth,  £800  a  year  would  be 
[placed  quarterly  to  her  account  at  Mr.  Sarrell's  banker, 


.coy  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HE  DO  WITH  IT  7  403 

and  that  an  additional  snin  of  £1200  was  alread;  tlwre 
deposited  in.  her  name,  in  older  to  enable  her  to  fumisb 
any  reeidenoe  to  Trbich  ahe  might  be  inclined  to  lemoye. 
Uie.  Hanghton,  thenwitii,  had  removed  to  Gloucester 
Place. 

She  is  seated  bjr  the  window  in  her  front  drawing- 
room, —  surveying  wiUi  proud  tlu>ugh  grateful  heart  the 
elegancies  by  which  she  is  .surrounded.  A  very  win- 
ning countenance,  —  lively  eyes,  that  in  themselves 
may  be  over-quick  and  petulant;  but  their  expression 
is  chastened  by  a  gentle,  kindly  mouth.  And  over  the 
whole  face,  the  attitude,  the  air,  even  the  dress  itaelf, 
is  diffused  the  unmistakable  simplicity  of  a  sincere, 
natural  character.  No  doubt  Mrs.  Haugbton  has  her 
tempers,  and  her  vanities,  and  her  little  harmless  femi- 
nine weaknesses;  but  you  could  not  help  feeling  in 
her  presence  that  you  were  with  an  affectionate,  warm- 
hearted, honest,  good  woman.  She  might  not  have  the 
lefinements  of  tone  and  manner  which  stamp  &»  high- 
bred gentlewoman  of  convention ;  she  might  evince  the 
deficiencies  of  an  imperfect  third-rate  education ;  but  ahe 
was  saved  from  vulgarity  by  a  certain  nndefinable  grace 
of  person  and  music  of  voice,  —  even  when  she  said  or 
did  things  that  well-bred  people  do  not  say  or  doj  and 
there  was  an  engaging  intelligence  in  those  quick  haiel 
eyee  that  made  you  suie  that  she  was  sensible,  even  when 
she  uttered  what  was  silly. 

Mis.  Hai^hton  turned  from  the  interior  of  the  room 
to  the  open  window.  She  is  on  the  look-out  for  her 
BOD,  who  has  gone  to  call  on  Colonel  Morley,  and  who 
ought  to  be  returned  by  this  time.  She  begins  to  get  a 
little  fidgety,  —  somewhat  cross.  While  thus  standing 
and  thus  watchful,  there  comes  Sundering  down  the 
eteeet  a  high-stopping  home,  — bay,  wiUi  white  legs;  it 
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whirls  on  a  cabriolet,  —  blue,  with  vennilioii  vbwls', 
two  hands,  in  yellow  kid  glores,  are  jost  eeen  under  the 
hood.  Mrs.  Haugbton  suddenly  blushes  and  draws  in 
her  head.  Too  late !  the  cabriolet  has  stopped,  —  a  gen- 
tleman leans  forward,  takes  off  bia  hat,  bows  respect- 
fully. "Dear,  dear!"  murmurs  Mrs.  Haugbton,  "I  dp 
think  he  is  going  to  call;  some  people  are  bom  to  be 
tempted,  —  my  temptations  have  been  immenael  He 
is  getting  out;  he  knocks;  I  can't  say,  now,  that  I  am 
not  at  home, — yery  awkward!  I  wish  Lionel  were 
here!  What  does  he  mean,  —  neglecting  his  own 
mother,  and  leaving  her  a  prey  to  temptorsi" 

While  the  footman  is  responding  to  the  amart  knock 
of  the  visitor,  we  will  explain  how  JSie.  Haugbton  had 
incurred  that  gentleman's  aoquaintance.  In  one  of  her 
walks  to  her  new  house  while  it  waa  in  the  hands  of 
the  decorators,  her  mind  being  mach  absorbed  in  the 
Gonaideration  whether  ber  drawing-room  curtains  should 
be  chintz  or  tabouret, — just  as  she  was  crossing  the 
street,  she  was  all  but  run  over  by  a  gentleman's  cab- 
riolet. The  horse  was  hard-montbed,  going  at  fall 
apeed.  The  driver  pulled  up  just  in  time;  but  the 
vLael  grazed  her  dress,  and  though  she  ran  back  in- 
stinctively, yet,  when  abe  waa  safe  on  the  pavement, 
the  fright  oveipowered  ber  nerves,  and  she  clung  to  the 
'.--eet-post  almost  fainting.  Two  or  three  passers-by 
lumanely  gathered  round  bsr;  and  the  driver,  looking 
back,  and  muttering  to  himself,  "Not  bad-looking  — 
neatly  dressed  —  lady-like  —  French  shawl  —  may  have 
tin  —  worth  while  perhaps  I  "  —  gallantly  deacended  and 
hastened  to  offer  apologies,  with  a  respectful  hope  that 
she  was  not  injured. 

Mrs.  Haughton  answered  somewhat  tartly,  but  being 
one  of  those  good-hearted  women  who,  apt  to  be  rude, 
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are  extremely  sorry  for  it  tbe  moment  aftenrards,  ahe 
wished  to  repair  any  hurt  to  his  feelings  occasioned  by 
hei  first  impulse;  and  when,  renewing  his  excuses,  he 
offered  his  arm  over  the  crossing,  she  did  not  like 
to  refuse.  On  gaining  the  side  of  the  way  on  which 
her  house  was  situated,  she  had  recoTered  sufficiently 
to  blush  for  having  accepted  such  familiar  assistance 
fiom  a  perfect  stranger,  and  somewhat  to  falt«r  in 
returning  thanks  for  his  politeness. 

Our  gentleman,  whose  estimate  of  his  attrscttons  was 
not  humble,  ascribed  the  blushing  cheek  and  faltering 
voice  to  the  natural  effect  produced  by  his  appearance; 
and  he  himself  admiring  very  much  a  handsome  bnce- 
let  on  her  wrist,  which  he  deemed  a  favorable  prog- 
nostic of  "tin,"  be  watched  ber  to  her  door,  and  sent 
his  groom  in  tbe  course  of  the  evening  to  make  dis* 
creet  inquiries  in  the  neighboibood.  The  result  of  &e 
inquiries  induced  bim  to  resolve  upon  prosecuting  the 
acquaintance  thus  begun.  He  contrived  to  leam  the 
hours  at  which  Mrs.  Haughton  usually  visited  the  house, 
and  to  pass  by  G-loucester  Place  at  the  very  nick  of  time. 
His  bow  was  reo^nizing,  respectful,  intorrogative, — a 
bow  that  asked  'How  much  fartherl"  But  Mrs. 
Haughten'a  bow  respondent  seemed  to  declare  "14'ot 
at  all !  "  Tbe  strangei  did  not  adventure  more  that 
day;  hut  a  day  or  two  afterwards  be  came  again  into 
Gloucester  Place,  on  foot.  On  that  occasion  Mrs. 
Haughton  was  with  her  son,  and  the  gentleman  would 
not  seem  to  perceive  her.  Tbe  next  day  he  returned; 
ahe  was  tben  alone,  and  just  as  she  gained  her  door,  be 
advanced:  "I  beg  you  ten  tbonsand  pardons,  madam; 
but  if  I  am  rightly  informed,  I  have  the  honor  to  ad- 
dresB  Mrs.  Charles  Haughton! " 

The  lady  bowed  in  suiprise. 
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«  Ah,  nudam,  yoni  lamented  husband  vas  one  of  my 
moet  particular  friends. " 

"You  don't  say  eol"  cried  Mib.  Haughton;  and 
lookiI^(  more  atteDtively  at  the  stranger,  there  was  in 
hie  dreee  and  appearance  something  that  she  thought 
very  sty liah;  a  particular  friend  of  Charles  Haughton's 
was  sure  to  be  stylish,  — to  be  a  man  of  the  first  water. 
And  she  loved  the  poor  Captain's  memory,  her  heart 
warmed  to  any  "  particular  friend  of  his. " 

"  Yes,"  resumed  the  gentleman,  noting  the  advantage 
he  had  gained;  "  though  I  waa  cMinsidetably  his  junior, 
we  were  gieat  cronies  —  excuse  that  familiar  expression 

—  in  the  Hussars  together. " 

"  The  Captain  waa  not  in  the  Hussars,  sir;  he  was  in 
the  Ouards. " 

"  Of  course  he  was;  but  I  was  saying  in  the  Hussars, 
b^tJiei  with  the  Guards,  there  were  some  very  fine 
fellows,  —  very  fine;  he  was  one  of  them.  I  could  not 
resist  paying  my  respects  to  the  widowed  lady  of  so  fine 
a  fellow.  I  know  it  is  a  liberty,  ma'am,  but  'tis  my 
way.  People  who  know  me  well — and  I  have  a  luge 
acquaintance  —  are  kind  enough  to  excuse  my  way.  And 
to  think  that  villanous  horse,  which  I  had  just  bought 
out  of  Lord  Bolton's  stud  (200  guineas,  ma'am,  and 
cheap),  should  have  nearly  taken  the  life  of  Charles 
Hau^ton's  lovely  relict.  If  anybody  else  had  been 
driving  that  brute,  I  shudder  to  think  what  might 
have  been  the  consequences;  hut  I  have  a  wrist  of 
iron.     Strength  is  a  vnlgai  qualification,  —  very  vulgar, 

—  but  when  it  saves  a  lady  from  perishing,  how  con  one 
be  ashamed  of  itt  But  I  am  detaining  you.  Your  own 
bouse,  Mrs.  Haughton  I  " 

"  Yes,  sir;  I  have  just  taken  it,  but  the  workmen  have 
not  finished.     I  am  not  yet  settled  here." 
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■Cluaming  sitoatioiil  tlj  friend  left  a  bi»,  I  be- 
lieve 1    In  the  army  ttlieady  I " 

"  No,  Bit ;  hut  he  wisbee  it  very  much. " 

"Mi.  Danell,  I  think,  could  gratify  that  wish." 

"Whatl  you  know  Mr.  Danell,  —  tiiat  moat  excellent, 
generous  man.     All  we  have  we  owe  to  him." 

The  gentleman  abruptly  turned  aside, — wiaely;  f«T 
his  expression  of  face  at  ^t  praise  might  have  startled 
Mis.  Haugbton. 

"  Yes,  I  knew  him  once.  He  has  had  many  a  fee  out 
of  my  family.  Goodish  lawyer,  Dleverish  man, — and 
rich  as  a  Jew.  I  should  like  to  sea  my  old  friend's 
son,  ma'am.  He  must  be  mcmatroiu  handsome  with 
such  parentat " 

"  Oh,  air;  veiy  like  his  father.  I  shall  be  proud  to 
present  him  to  you. " 

"Ma'am,  I  thank  you.  I  will  have  the  honor  to 
call  —  " 

And  thus  is  explained  how  Jasper  Zxwely  baa  knocked 
at  Mrs.  Hai^hton's  door;  has  walked  up  her  stain;  has 
seated  himself  in  her  drawing-room,  and  is  now  edging 
his  chair  somewhat  nearer  to  her,  and  throwing  into 
hia  voice  and  looks  a  d^ree  of  admiration,  which  has 
been  sincerely  kindled  by  the  aspect  of  bei  elegant 
apartments. 

Jessica  Hai^hton  was  not  one  of  tiioea  women,  if 
such  there  be,  who  do  not  know  when  a  gentleman  is 
making  np  to  Uiem.  She  knew  perfectly  well  that 
witb  a  very  little  encoui^ement,  her  visitor  would 
declare  himself  a  suitor.  Kor,  to  ^leak  truth,  was  she 
quite  insensible  to  bis  handsome  person,  nor  quite 
unmoved  by  his  flatteries.  She  had  ber  weak  points, 
and  vanity  was  one  of  them.  Nor  conceived  she,  poor 
lady,  the  slightest  euspicion  that  Jasper  Losely  was  not 
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a  peisooAge  vhoM  attentione  might  flatter  any  womao. 
Though  ha  had  not  even  announced  a  name,  hut,  pushing 
aside  the  footman,  had  saoutered  in  with  as  familiar  an 
ease  as  if  he  had  bean  a  fint  cousin ;  though  he  had  not 
uttered  a  pliable  that  could  de&ie  his  station,  or  attoet 
his  boasted  Mendship  with  the  dear  defonet,  still  Uib. 
HaughtoiL  implicitly  beliered-  that  she  was  with  one  of 
thon  gay  Chiefs  of  Ton  who  had  glittered  round  her 
Charlie  in  that  earlier  morning  of  his  life,  ere  he  had 
sold  out  of  the  Guards,  and  bongbt  himself  out  of  jail; 
a  lord,  or  an  honorable  at  least,  and  was  even  (I  ahiid> 
der  to  say)  revolving  in  her  mind  whether  it  might  not 
he  an  excellent  thing  for  her  dear  Lionel  if  she  could, 
prevail  on  herself  to  procure  for  him  the  prop  and  guid- 
ance of  a  distinguished  and  brilliant  father-in-law,  — 
rich,  noble,  evidently  good-natured,  sensible,  attractive. 
Oh  I  bat  the  temptation  was  growing  more  and  more  m- 
iRiiraB  I  when  suddenly  the  door  opened,  and  in  spnng 
Lionel ,  crying  ont,  "  Mother,  dear,  the  Colon«l  has  come 
with  me  on  purpose  to —  " 

He  stopped  short,  staring  hard  at  Jasper  Losely. 
That  gentleman  advanced  a  few  steps,  extending  his 
hand,  but  came  to  an  abrupt  halt  on  seeing  Colonel 
Morley's  figure  now  fillii^  up  the  doorway.  Kot  that 
^he  feared  recc^nition,  — the  Colonel  did  not  know  him 
by  sight,  hut  he  knew  by  sight  the  Colonel.  In  his 
own  younger  day,  when  lollit^  over  the  rails  of  Bott«n 
Bow,  be  had  enviously  not«d  the  leaders  of  fashicm  pass 
hy,  and  Colonel  Morley  had  not  escaped  his  observation. 
Colonel  Morley,  indeed,  was  one  of  those  men  who  by 
name  and  rapute  are  sure  to  be  known  to  all  who,  like 
Jasper  Zjoaely,  in  hia  youth,  would  foin  learn  some- 
thing about  that  gaudy,  babbling,  and  remorseless  world 
which,  like  tiie  sun,  either  vivifies  or  corrupts,  accord- 
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ing  fy>  tiifi  properties  of  the  object  on  irliloh  it  ASsitM. 
Strange  to  say,  it  was  the  mere  sight  of  the  real  fine  gen- 
tleman that  made  the  mock  fine  gentleman  ahrink  and 
collapse.  Though  Jasper  Losel;  knew  tunuelf  to  be 
still  called  a  magnificent  mjui,  —  one  of  royal  Kature's 
lifeguardsmen ;  though  confident  that  from  tc^  to  toe 
Ms  habiliments  could  defy  the  oriticism  of  the  Btrietest 
martinet  in  polite  costume,  no  sooner  did  that  figure  — 
1^  no  means  handsome,  and  clad  in  garments  innocent 
<k  buckram,  but  guilty  of  wrinkles  —  appear  on  the 
threshold,  than  Jasper  Losoly  felt  small  and  shabl^, 
as  if  he  had  been  suddenly  redncod  to  five  feet  two,  and 
had  bought  hie  coat  out  of  an  old  clotheaman's  bag. 

Without  appearing  even  to  see  Mr.  JJoeely,  the 
Colonel,  in  his  turn,  oa  he  glided  past  him  towards 
Mrs.  Haughton,  had,  with  what  is  proverbially  called 
the  comer  of  the  eye,  token  the  whole  of  that  impos- 
tor's  Bupeib  personnel  into  calm  survey;  had  read  him 
through  and  through;  and  decided  on  these  twopointa 
without  the  slightest  hesitation, — "A  lady-killer  and  a 
sharper. " 

Quick  as  breathing  had  been  the  effect  thus  severally 
produced  on  Mrs.  Haughton's  visitore,  which  it  has  cost 
so  many  words  to  describe,  —  so  quick  that  the  Colonel, 
without  any  apparent  pause  of  dialogue,  has  already 
taken  ap  the  sentence  Lionel  left  uncompleted,  and 
says,  as  he  bows  over  Mrs.  Haughton's  hand,  "come 
on  purpose  to  claim  acquaintance  with  an  old  friend's 
widow,  a  young  friend's  mother." 

Mrs.  Hatjohtoit.  — "  I  am  sure,  Coltmel  Morley,  I 
am  very  much  flattered.  And  you,  too,  knew  the  poor 
dear  Captain;  'tis  so  pleasant  to  think  that  his  old 
friends  come  round  us  now.  This  gentleman,  also,  was 
a  particular  friend  of  dear  Charles." 
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The  Colonel  hid  somewhat  small  eyea,  which  mored 
with  habitual  Blowueaa,  He  lifted  those  eyea,  let  them 
dB>p  upon  Jasper  (who  still  stood  in  the  middle  of  the 
Toom,  with  one  hand  still  haU-ext«nded  towards  Lionel), 
and  letting  the  eyes  rest  there  while  he  spoke,  repeated,  — 

"  Partioular  friend  of  Charles  Haugbton's,  —  the  only 
on«  of  bia  particular  fiieads  whom  I  never  had  the  honor 
to  see  before." 

Jaapar,  who,  whatever  hie  deficiency  in  other  virtues, 
certainly  did  not  lack  oourage,  made  a  strong  effort  at 
wU-posseeaion,  and  withont  replying  to  the  Colonel, 
whoae  remark  had  not  been  directly  addressed  to  him- 
self, said,  in  his  most  rollicking  tone,  "  Yea,  Mrs. 
Haughton,  Charles  was  my  particular  friend,  but," —  lift- 
ing hie  eye-glass  —  "  but  this  gentleman  waa,"  dropping 
the  eye-glass  n^ligently, "  not  in  our  set,  I  suppose. " 
Then  advancing  to  Lionel,  and  seising  his  hand,  "  I 
must  introduce  myself,  —  the  image  of  your  father,  I 
declare!  I  was  saying  to  Mrs.  Haughton  how  much 
I  should  like  to  see  you,  —  proposing  to  her,  just  as 
you  came  in,  that  we  should  go  to  the  play  together. 
Oh,  ma'am,  you  may  trust  him  to  me  safely.  Young 
men  should  see  life."  Hera  Jasper  tipped  Lionel  one 
of  tJiose  knowing  winks  with  which  he  was  accustomed 
to  delight  and  ensnare  the  young  friends  of  Mr.  Poole, 
and  hurried  on, — "But  in  an  innocent  way,  ma'am, 
such  as  mothers  would  approve.  We  'U  fix  an  evening 
for  it,  when  1  have  the  honor  to  call  again.  Good  mom- 
it^.  Mis.  Haughton,  Your  hand  again,  sir  "  (to  Lionel). 
"  Ah,  we  shall  be  great  friends,  I  guessi  You  must  let 
me  take  you  out  in  my  cab,  —  teach  you  to  handle  the 
ribbons,  eh  f  '  Qad,  my  old  friend  Charlea  toaa  a  whip. 
Ha!  hat    Good-day,  good-day!  " 

Not  a  muscle  haJd  moved  in  the  Colonel's  face  during 
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JILt.  Losely's  jovial  monolc^iie.  But  wheD  Jaipw  had 
bowed  himeelf  out,  Mre.  Haughton,  courtesTing,  and 
ringil^  the  bell  for  the  footman  to  open  tjie  Htreet-dooi, 
the  man  of  the  world  (and,  aa  man  of  the  world,  Colonel 
Motley  was  consummate)  again  raised  those  small,  slow 
eyes,  —  this  time  towaida  her  face, — and  dropped  tiie 
words,  — 

'  My  old  friend's  particular  friend  is  —  not  bad'look- 
ing,  Mra.  Haughtonl " 

"  And  so  lively  and  pleasant,"  returned  Mrs.  Haugh- 
ton,  with  a  slight  rise  of  color,  but  no  oiher  sign  of 
emharrasGment;  "it  may  be  a  nice  acquaintance  for 
Lionel. " 

"Mother!"  cried  that  nngiateful  hoy;  "you  ore  not 
speaking  serionaly.  I  think  the  man  is  odious.  If  he 
were  not' my  father's  friend,  I  should  say  he  was —  " 

"  What,  Lionel  t "  asked  the  Colonel,  ISandly,  —  "  was 
whatt" 

"Snobbish,  sir." 

"  Lionel,  how  dare  yoni "  ezclumed  Mre.  Han^ttm. 
"What  vulgar  words  boys  do  pick  ap  at  eohool,  Col(Hiel 
Mori  ay !  " 

"  We  must  he  careful  that  they  do  not  pick  up  worse 
than  words  when  they  leave  school,  my  dear  madam. 
You  will  forgive  me,  but  Mr.  Darrell  has  so  expressly 
—  of  course,  wi&  your  permission — commended  this 
young  gentleman  to  my  responsible  care  and  guidance; 
so  openly  confided  to  me  his  views  and  intentions,  Hat 
perhape  yon  would  do  me  the  very  great  favor  not  to 
force  upon  him,  gainst  his  own  wishes,  &e  acquaint- 
ance of — that  very  good-looking  person." 

Mrs.  Haughton  pouted,  bat  kept  down  her  rising 
temper.     The  Colonel  began  to  awe  her. 

"By  the   by,"  continued   the  man  of    the  world, 
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'nut;  I  inquire  the  name  of  my  old  frieod'B  putum- 
lu  friend  t " 

"  His  name,  — npcm  my  word  I  really  don't  know  it 
Ferhape  he  left  his  card,  —  ring  the  bell,  Lionel." 

'You  don't  know  his  name,  yet  yoa  know  Am, 
ma'am,  and  would  allow  youi  son  to  see  life  under 
his  auspic^el  I  beg  yon  teD  thousand  pardons;  but 
even  ladies  the  most  cautious,  motben  the  most  watch- 
ful, ate  exposed  to  —  " 

"  ImmeoBB  temptationa;  that  is,  to — to  —  " 

"  I  undenband  perfectly,  my  dear  Mrs.  Haugfaton." 

The  footman  appeared.  "  Did  that  gentleman  leave  a 
cardl" 

'  No,  ma'am." 

"  Did  not  you  aak  his  name  whan  he  entered  i " 

'  Yes,  ma'am,  but  he  said  he  would  announce 
himself." 

When  l^e  footman  had  withdrawn,  Mrs.  Haughton 
exclaimed  piteously,  "I  have  been  to  blame,  Colonel; 
I  eee  it.  But  Lionel  will  tell  you  bow  I  came  to  know 
thio  gentleman,  —  tiie  gentleman  who  nearly  ran  over 
me,  Lionel,  and  then  spoke  so  kindly  about  your  dear 
&ther." 

"Oh,  that  is  tiie  person  I — I  supposed  so,"  cried 
Lionel,  kissing  his  mother,  who  was  inclined  to  burst 
into  tears.  "  I  can  explain  it  all  now,  Colonel  Morley. 
Ai^  one  who  says  a  kizid  word  about  my  father,  warms 
my  mother's  heart  to  him  at  once, — is  it  not  so,  mother, 
dear  I" 

"  And  long  be  It  so,"  said  Colonel  Moriey,  with  grace- 
ful earnaatnesB;  "  and  may  such  be  my  passport  to  your 
oonfidence,  Mrs.  Haughton.  Charles  was  my  old  school- 
fellow,— a  little  boy  when  I  and  Daixell  were  in  the 
sixth  form;  and,  pardon  me,  if  I  add,  that  if  that  gan- 
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Ueman  ireie  ever  Ch&rles  Haughton's  particular  friend, 
lie  could  scarcely  have  berai  a  very  wise  one.  For,  un- 
leea  hia  appearance  greatly  belie  bis  yean,  he  miut  have 
been  little  more  than  a  boy  when  Chailee  Haughton  left 
Lionel  fatherlesa." 

Here,  in  the  delicacy  of  tact,  seeing  that  Ura.  Hangh- 
ton  looked  ashamed  of  the  sabject,  and  seemed  awaie 
of  her  imprudence,  the  Colonel  rose,  with  a  request  — 
cheerfully  granted — that  Lionel  might  be  allowed  to 
come  to  breakfast  with  him  the  next  morning. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

L  man  <A  the  Torld,  htviog  accepted  »  tronbleioine  chkige,  oon- 
aider*  "  what  he  trill  do  with  it ; "  and,  baTing  ptomptlj  dadded, 
is  sure,  fint,  that  he  coold  not  haio  done  better ;  and,  secondly, 
that  mnch  may  be  a^d  to  prove  that  he  could  not  hare  done 


Bbservhto  to  a  later  occasion  any  more  detailed  de- 
scription of  Colonel  Morley,  it  aufficea  for  the  present 
to  say  that  he  was  a  man  of  a  very  fine  understanding,  as 
applied  to  the  special  world  in  which  he  lived.  Though 
no  one  had  a  more  numerous  circle  of  friends,  and  though 
with  many  of  those  friends  he  was  on  that  footing  (A 
familiar  intimacy  which  Darrell's  active  career  once, 
and  hie  rigid  seclusion  of  late,  could  not  have  estab- 
lished with  any  idle  denixen  of  that  hrilliant  society  in 
which  Colonel  Morley  moved  and  had  hie  being,  yet 
to  Alban  Morley's  heart  (a  heart  not  easily  i«ached)  no 
friend  was  eo  dear  as  Ouy  Dsrrell.  They  bad  entered 
Eton  on  the  same  day;  left  it  the  same  day;  lodged 
while  there  in  the  same  house;  and  though  of  very 
different  characters,  formed  one  of  those  strong,  imper- 
ishable, brotherly  affections  which  the  Fates  weave  into 
the  very  woof  of  existence. 

Darrell's  recommendation  would  have  secured  to  any 
young  protigi  Colonel  Morley's  gracious  welcome  and 
invaluable  advice.  But,  both  as  Danell's  acknowl- 
edged kioeman,  and  as  Charles  Haughton's  son,  Lionel 
called  forth  his  kindliest  sentiments,  and  obtained  his 
most  sagacious  delibetationB.  He  hod  already  seen  ttie 
boy  several  times,  before  waiting  on  Mrs.  HaughtoDi 
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deeming  it  would  please  her  to  defer  hia  visit  mtil  sIm 
could  receive  him  in  all  the  glories  of  Olouceetn  Place ; 
and  he  had  taken  Lionel  into  high  fttvor,  and  deemed 
him  voithy  of  a  conspionoue  place  in  Uie  world. 
Thoogh  Danell  in  hia  letter  to  Colonel  Morle;  had 
emphatically  distinguished  the  position  of  Lionel,  as  a 
favored  kioHman,  from  that  of  a  preaomptive  or  even 
a  probable  heir,  yet  tile  rich  man  had  also  added;  "  But 
I  wish  him  to  take  rank  as  the  representative  to  the 
Hanghtonsj  and  whatever  I  may  do  with  the  bulk  of 
my  fortune,  I  shall  insare  to  him  a  liberal  indepen- 
dence. The  completion  of  hia  education;  ttie  adequate 
aliowauoe  to  him;  the  t^oioe  of  a  profession,  — ai«  mat- 
tnrs  in  which  I  entreat  you  to  act  for  yourself,  as  if  yon 
were  his  guardian.  I  am  leaving  England,  —  I  may  be 
abroad  for  years."  Colonel  Morley,  in  accepting  the 
reeponai  bill  ties  thus  pressed  on  him,  hrooght  to  hear 
upon  his  charge  snbtle  discrimiDation,  as  well  as  con- 
soientious  anxiety. 

He  saw  that  Lionel's  heart  was  set  upon  the  military 
]»ofession,  and  that  his  power  of  application  seemed 
lukewarm  and  desultory  when  not  cheered  and  eon- 
centred  by  enthusiasm,  and  would,  therefore,  fail  him 
if  directed  to  studies  which  had  no  inunediate  lefeienoe 
to  tiie  objects  of  his  ambition.  The  Colonel,  acoord- 
ingly,  dismissed  the  idea  of  sending  him  for  three 
years  to  a  universily.  Alhan  Morley  summed  up  his 
tiieoriee  on  the  collegiate  ordeal  in  these  succinct  aphor- 
isms: "Nothing  so  good  as  a  university  education,  nor 
worse  than  s  university  wittiout  ito  education.  Better 
throw  a  youth  at  once  into  the  wider  sphere  of  a  capital, 
provided  you  there  secure  to  his  social  life  the  ordinary 
checks  of  good  company;  the  restraints  imposed  by  the 
presence  ol  decorous  women,  and  men  of  grave  years 
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and  dignified  repute; — than  coDfine  him  to  theexcltl- 
sive  aociet?  of  70uths  of  hia  own  age,  —  the  age  of  wild 
epirite  and  unreflecting  imitation,  —  oulesB  he  cling  to 
l^a  safeguard  which  is  found  in  hard  reading,  leas  by 
the  book-knowledge  it  beatowB,  ttutn  by  the  aerioiu  and 
preoccapied  mind  which  it  abatnotB  from  the  ooanei 
tempUtionB. " 

But  Lionel,  yonnger  in  character  than  in  years,  was 
too  boyish  aa  yet  to  be  safely  ooneigned  to  thoee  Mais 
of  tact  and  temper  which  await  the  neophyte  who  euters 
on  life  through  the  doors  of  a  raesa-roonL  Hia  pride 
was  too  morbid,  too  much  on  the  alert  for  offence;  his 
frankness  too  erode ;  his  spirit  loo  ontamed  by  the 
insensible  discipline  of  social  commenw. 

Quoth  tJie  obeervant  man  of  the  world:  "Place  hia 
honor  in  his  own  keeping,  and  he  will  cany  it  about 
wiUi  him  on  full  oock,  to  blow  off  a  friend's  head  or  his 
own  before  the  end  of  the  first  month.  Huffy,  —  decid- 
edly hu^I  And  of  all  causes  that  disturb  legimentB, 
and  induce  court-martial  b,  —  the  commonest  cause  is  a 
huffy  lad!  Pity!  for  that  youngster  has  in  him  tiie 
right  metal, — apirit  and  talent  that  should  make  him 
a  first-rate  soldier.  It  would  be  time  well  spent  that 
should  join  professional  stodies  with  that  degiee  of 
polite  culture  which  gives  dignity  and  cures  hi^fflnet$. 
1  must  get  him  out  of  London,  out  of  England;  cut  him 
off  from  his  mother's  apron-strings,  and  the  partioutar 
friends  of  hie  poor  father  who  prowl  unannounced  into 
the  widow's  drawing-room.  He  shall  go  to  Paris,  — no 
better  place  to  learn  military  theories,  and  be  civilized 
out  of  huffy  dispositiooB.  No  dOubt  my  old  friend,  the 
chevalier,  who  has  ttie  art  strategic  at  hie  Gnger-ends, 
might  be  induced  to  take  him  en  pension,  direct  his 
studies,  and  ke^  him  out  of  harm's  way.     I  can  seonie 


.coy  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HS  DO  WETH  IT  ?  417 

to  him  the  entrie  into  the  circloH  of  the  rigid  old  Fbu- 
boui^  St.  GermaiD,  whsre  iiuiuibth  are  beat  bred,  aad 
household  ties  most  nepeated.  Beaides,  u  I  am  eo 
often  at  Paris  myself,  I  shall  have  him  under  my  eye ; 
and  a  fev  years  there,  spent  in  completing  bim  as  man, 
may  bring  him  nearer  to  that  marshal's  baton  which 
every  lecroit  should  have  in  his  eye,  than  if  I  started 
him  at  once  a  raw  boy,  unable  to  take  care  of  himself 
as  an  ensign,  and  unfitted,  save  by  mechanical  routine, 
to  take  care  of  others,  should  he  live  to  buy  the  grade  of 
a  colonel." 

The  plans  thus  promptly  formed,  Albon  Morley 
briefly  explained  to  Lionel,  when  tiie  boy  came  to 
breakfast  in  Gunon  SIzeet;  requesting  him  to  obtain 
Mrs.  Hanghton's  acquiescence  in  that  exercise  of  the 
discretionary  powers  with  which  he  bad  been  invested 
by  Mr.  Darrell.  To  Lionel,  the  proposition  that  com- 
mended tiie  very  studies  to  which  his  tastes  directed 
his  ambition,  and  placed  bis  initiation  into  lespoDsible 
manhood  among  scenes  bright  to  his  fancy,  because  new 
to  his  experience,  seemed  of  course  the  perfection  of 
wisdom. 

Less  readily  pleased  was  poor  Mrs.  Haughton,  when 
her  eon  returned  to  communicate  tbe  arrangement,  back- 
ing a  polite  and  well-worded  letter  from  the  Colonel 
with  his  own  more  artless  eloquence.  Instantly  she 
flew  off  on  Vttfi  wing  of  her  "  little  tempers. "  "  What  I 
het  only  son  taken  from  her,  —  sent  to  that  horrid  Con- 
tinent, just  when  she  was  so  respectably  settledl  What 
was  ttie  good  of  money  if  she  was  to  be  parted  from  bet 
boyt  Mr.  Danell  might  take  the  money  back  if  he 
pleased, — she  would  write  and  tell  bim  so.  Colonel 
Morley  had  no  feeling;  and  she  was  shocked  to  think 
Lionel  was  in  such  unnatural   hands.     9he  saw  very 
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pUinlf  thmt  he  no  longer  eared  for  her,  —  a  serpent'i 
tooth,"  etc.,  etc.  But  u  aoon  as  the  burst  vm  OTer,  Oie 
ekj  cleared,  and  Mn.  Han^ton  became  penitent  and 
sensible.  Then  ber  grief  for  Lionel's  loss  was  diverted 
by  preparations  for  his  departure.  There  vae  his  ward- 
robe to  see  to;  a  patent  portmanteau  to  porchaae  and  to 
fill.  And,  all  done,  the  lost  evening  mother  and  sim 
dpent  ti^ether,  though  painful  at  the  moment,  it  woold 
be  happiness  for  both  hereafter  to  recall  I  Their  hands 
clasped  in  each  other;  her  head  leaning  on  his  young 
shoulder;  her  tears  kissed  so  soothingly  away.  And 
soft  words  of'  kindly  motherly  counsel,  sweet  promises 
of  filial  performance.  Happy,  thrice  luq>py,  as  an  after 
remembrance,  be  the  final  parting  between  iiopefnl  aon 
and  fearful  parent,  at  the  foot  of  that  mystic  bridge 
which  starts  from  t^  threshold  of  home,  — lost  in  the 
dimness  of  the  far-opposing  shore !  —  bridge  over  which 
goee  the  boy  who  will  never  retom  hot  as  the  mao. 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

■Hm  FockefrdimibBl  baita  Wt  womaii'a  tnp  with  lore-Mten,— 
and  a  Widow,  aUnrad,  ate^  timldlj  towmidi  it  from  imdet 


Jasfeb  Lobxly  is  beginning  to  be  hard  upl  The 
infallible  calculation  at  rouge-et-noir  has  carried  oS 
all  that  capital  which  had  accumulated  from  the  mt- 
ings  of  the  young  gentlemen  whom  Dolly  Foole  hod 
contributed  to  his  exchequer.  Poole  himaelf  ia  beaet  by 
duns,  and  pathetically  observes  "  that  he  has  lost  three 
stoue  in  weight,  and  that  he  believsa  the  calrea  to  Ms 
legs  are  gone  to  enlai^  his  liver." 

Jasper  is  compelled  to  put  down  his  oabriolet;  to  du- 
chaige  his  groom;  to  retire  from  his  fashionable  loi^ 
ings;  and  just  when  the  prospect  even  of  a  dinner 
becomes  dim,  be  bethinks  liimself  of  Arabella  Craae, 
and  remembers  that  she  promised  him  £6,  nay  £10, 
which  are  still  due  from  her.  He  calls, — he  is  re- 
ceived like  the  prodigal  son.  Kay,  to  his  own  suTprise, 
he  finds  Mrs.  Crane  baa  made  her  house  much  more  invit- 
ing,—  the  drawing-rooms  are  cleaned  up;  the  addition 
of  a  few  easy  articlea  of  furniture  gives  them  quite  ft 
comfortable  air.  She  herself  has  improved  in  costume, 
■^though  her  favorite  color  still  remains  iron-gray. 
She  informs  Jasper  that  she  fully  expected  him;  that 
these  preparationa  are  in  his  honor;  that  she  has  en- 
gaged a  vsiy  good  oook;  that  she  hopes  he  will  dine 
with  her  when  not  better  engsged,  —  in  short,  leto  him 
feel  himself  at  home  in  Podden  Place. 
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Juper  at  fint  suspected  a  sinister  deaign,  aadei  dvil- 
itiea  that  his  oonscience  told  him  were  unmerited, — a 
design  to  entrap  him  into  that  matHraonial  alliance 
which  he  had  bo  wtgallantl;  scouted,  and  from  whidi 
he  still  recoiled  with  an  abhorrence  which  man  is  not 
justified  in  feeling  for  any  connubial  partner  less  pieter- 
natuially  terrific  than  the  Witch  of  Bndor  or  the  Bleed- 
ing Nun  I 

But  Mrs.  Crane  quickly  and  candidly  hastened  to 
dispel  his  ungenerous  apprehensions.  "  She  had  given 
up,"  she  said,  "all  ideas  so  preposteiona,  —  lore  and 
wedlock  were  equally  out  of  her  mind.  But  ill  as  he 
had  behaved  to  her,  she  could  not  but  feel  a  sincere 
regard  for  him,  —  a  deep  interest  in  his  fate.  He  ought 
still  to  make  a  brilliant  marriage,  — did  that  idea  not 
occur  to  himt  She  might  help  him  then  with  her 
woman's  wit.  In  short,"  said  Mrs.  Crane,  pinching 
her  lips;  "  in  short,  Jasper,  I  feel  for  you  as  a  mother. 
Look  on  me  as  such  I " 

Th&t  pure  and  affectionate  notion  wonderfully  tickled, 
and  egiegiouely  delighted  Jasper  Losely.  "  Look  on  you 
as  a  mother!  I  will,"  said  he,  with  emphasis.  "  Best 
of  creatures  I  "  And  though  in  his  own  mind  be  bad 
not  a  doubt  that  she  still  adored  him  (not  as  a  mother), 
he  believed  it  was  a  disinterested,  devoted  adoration, 
such  as  the  beautiful  brute  really  had  inspired  more 
than  once  in  his  abominable  life.  Accordingly,  he 
moved  into  the  neighborhood  of  Podden  Place,  con- 
tenting himself  with  a  second-floor  bedroom  in  a  bouse 
recommended  to  him  by  Mis.  Crane,  and  taking  his 
meals  at  his  adopted  mother's  with  filial  familiarity. 
She  expressed  a  desire  to  make  Mr.  Poole's  acquaint- 
ance,—  Jasper  hastened  to  present  that  worthy,  itn. 
Crane  invited  Samuel  Dolly  to  dine  one  day,  to  sup  the 
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next;  bIm  lent  him  £3  to  redeem  his  dreas-coat  from 
pawn,  and  she  gave  him  medieamentB  for  the  relief  of 
hiB  headache. 

Samnel  Dolly  Teneiated  her  as  a  meet  enperior  womax, 
— envied  Jasper  suOh  a  "  mother."  Thus  easily  did 
Arabella  Cntne  poasess  herself  of  the  ezistenoe  of  Jaeper 
Loeely.  Lightly  her  fingers  closed  over  it,  —  lightly  aa 
the  fiaherman's  over  the  captivated  trout.  And  what- 
ever her  generosity,  it  was  not  carried  to  imprudenoe. 
She  jnat  gave  to  tTaaper  enough  to  bring  him  within  her 
power,  —  she  had  no  idea  of  raining  heraelf  by  larger 
supplies;  she  concealed  from  him  the  extent  of  her 
income  (which  was  in  chief  part  derived  from  house 
rents);  the  amount  of  her  savings, — even  Hm  name  of 
her  banker.  And  if  he  carried  off  to  Uie  roHff6-et-»oir 
table  the  coins  he  obtained  from  her,  and  came  for  more, 
Mrs.  Crane  put  on  the  look  of  a  mother  incensed,  —  mild 
but  awful,  —  and  scolded  aa  moUiers  sometimes  can  scold. 
Jasper  Losely  began  to  be  frightened  at  Mrs.  Crane's 
scoldings;  and  he  had  not  that  power  over  her,  which, 
though  arrogated  by  a  lover,  is  denied  to  an  adopted 
son.  His  mind,  relieved  from  the  hsbitual  distraction 
of  the  gambling^ble,  —  for  which  the  resource  was 
wanting, -^settled  witii  redoubled  ardor  on  the  image 
of  MJia.  Haughton.  He  bad  called  at  her  house  sever^ 
times  since  the  fatal  day  on  which  he  had  met  there 
Colonel  Morley,  but  Mn.  Hanghton  was  never  at  home. 
And  as  when  the  answer  was  given  to  him  by  the  foot- 
man, he  had  more  than  once,  on  crossing  the  street,  eeeo 
herself  through  the  window,  it  was  clear  that  his  ac- 
quaintance was  not  courted.  Jasper  Losely,  by  habit, 
was  the  reverse  of  a  pertinacions  and  troublesome  suitor, 
—  not,  Heaven. knows,  from  want  of  audacity,  but  from 
excess  of  self-love.     Where  a  Lovelace  so  superb  ocmde- 
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Boended  to  nuke  oveitmes,  a  CUriaM  aa  taateleSB  as  to 
dadine  them  deserved  and  experienced  his  ooatempt. 
BeaidaB,  steadfast  and  prolonged  pureuit  of  any  object, 
however  important  and  sttraetiTe,  was  alien  to  tiie  levity 
Snd  ficklenesa  of  his  temper.  But  in  this  jr^irtftp^^*  he 
had  other  motives  than  UioM  on  the  snifaoe  for  annsoal 
persevetaace. 

A  man  like  Jasper  Loaely  nevei  repoeea  implicit 
confidence  in  any  one.  He  ia  gorruloiu,  indiaoroet,  — 
lets  out  much  that  Machiarel  woald  have  advised  him 
not  to  diecloae;  but  he  invariably  has  nooks  and  comere 
in  his  mind  which  he  keepa  to  himaelf.  Jasper  did  not 
confide  to  his  adopted  mother  hie  designs  upon  his  in- 
tended t^de.  But  she  knew  them  through  Poole,  to 
whom  he  was  more  bank;  and  when  she  saw  him  look- 
ing over  her  select  and  severe  library,  -staking  there- 
from the  "  Polite  Letter- Writer "  and  the  "  Elegant 
Eztracta,"  Mrs.  Crane  divined  at  onee  that  Jasper 
Losely  was  meditating  tlie  afieot  of  epistolary  aeduo- 
tion  upon  the  widow  of  Qloueester  Place. 

Jasper  did  not  write  a  bad  love-letter  in  the  fl<nid 
style.  He  had  &t  hie  command,  in  especial,  certain 
poetical  quotations,  the  effect  of  which  repeated  experi- 
ence had  assured  him  to  be  as  patent  upon  the  female 
breast  as  the  incantations  or  "  Gonnina "  of  the  aaoieot 
sorceiy.     The  following  in  particular: 

"  Had  I  a  heart  for  falsehood  framed, 
I  ne'er  coold  injue  yon." 

Another, — geneislly  to  be  applied  when  confessing  that 
bis  career  had  been  interestingly  wild,  and  would,  if 
pi^  were  denied  him,  be  pa&etically  short: 

"  When  he  who  adores  thee  hsa  left  bat  the  name 
Of  his  faults  and  bu  foUiei  behind." 
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Aimed  vith  these  quotationa,  — many  a  aentenee  bom 
the  "  Polite  Letter- Writer  "  or  the  "  Blegwit  BrtnwtB," 
—and  a  quire  of  lose-edged  paper,  Lowly  eat  down  to 
Oridian  eompoaition.  Bat  as  he  ^proachad  the  cloae 
of  Epistle  the  Fint,  it  ocenned  to  him  that  a  eignatun 
and  addteas  were  aeceesaiy.  The  addteaa  not  difficult. 
He  oonld  give  Poole's  (hence  hia  confidence  to  Aat 
gentleman) ,  —  Poole  had  a  lodging  in  Boiy  Stoeet,  St. 
James's,  a  faahiouable  locality  foi  single  men.  Bat  the 
name  leqnited  more  can^ideiation.  Thete  were  insuper- 
able objections  against  signing  his  own,  to  any  perwai 
who  might  be  in  conununicatioa  with  Mi.  Damll,  ^ — 
a  pity,  for  theie  was  a  good  old  family  of  the  name  of 
Losely.  A  name  of  aristocratic  sound  might  indeed  be 
readily  borrowed  from  any  lordly  proprietor  thereof 
without  asking  a  formal  consent;  bat  ibis  loon  was 
exposed  to  danger.  Mis.  Haughton  might  very  natu- 
rally mention  such  name,  as  borne  by  her  hnsband's 
friend,  to  Colonel  Morley,  and  Colonel  Morley  would 
most  probably  know  enough  of  Ate  connections  and  rela- 
tions of  any  peer  so  honored,  to  aay  *  there  is  no  such 
Greville,  Cavendish,  or  Talbot."  But  Jasper  Loeely 
was  not  without  fertility  of  invention  and  leadiness  of 
resonrce.  A  grand  idea,  worthy  of  a  master,  and  prov- 
ing that,  if  the  man  had  not  been  a  rogue  in  grain,  he 
could  have  been  reared  into  a  very  clever  politician, 
flashed  across  him.  He  would  sign  himself  "  Smith.  " 
Nobody  could  say  there  ia  no  such  Smith;  nobody  could 
aay  that  a  Smith  might  not  be  a  most  reapecteble,  fash' 
ionable,  highly-connected  man.  There  are  Smiths  who 
an  millionnaiiee ;  Smiths  who  are  large-acred  squires, 
substantial  baronets,  peers  of  England,  and  pillars  of 
the  state.  Ton  can  no  more  question  a  man's  right  to 
be  a  Smith  than  his  right  to  be  a  Briton;  and  wide 


.coy  Google 


424  WHAT  WILL  HE  DO   WITH  IT  I 

as  the  divenKy  of  nnk,  linc^je,  virtoa,  and  gonitis  in 
Brittuu,  is  the  divenity  in  Smiths.  Bat  still  a  nuns 
•0  gensric  often  aflbcts  s  definitlTo  piecunor.  Jasper 
signed  hiuiself  "  J.  Goubtknat  Smith." 

He  colled,  and  left  Epistle  the  Fint  vith  his  own 
kid-gloTed  hand,  inqoinng  fiiat  if  Mia.  Han^ton  were 
at  home;  and,  responded  to  in  the  negBtire  tliis  time, 
he  asked  for  her  son.  "  Her  aoQ  vas  gone  abroad  with 
Colons  Moiley."  Jasper,  though  sori;  to  lose  present 
hold  over  tiie  boy,  was  consoled  at  learning  that  the 
Colonel  was  off  the  ground.  More  sanguine  of  buo- 
ceaa,  he  glanced  np  at  tiie  window,  and,  sure  that  Mis. 
Haughton  was  there,  though  he  saw  her  not,  lifted  his 
hat  with  as  melancholy  an  e^Kssic»t  of  reproach  as  he 
could  throw  into  his  face. 

The  Tillaiu  could  not  have  found  a  moment  in  Tiltct. 
Haughton's  widowed  life  so  propitious  to  hia  ehance  of 
success.  In  her  lodging-honse  at  Pimlico,  the  good  lady 
hod  been  too  incessantly  occupied  for  that  idle  train  of 
reverie,  in  which  the  poets  assure  us  that  Cupid  finds 
leisure  to  whet  his  arrows,  and  take  his  aim.  Had 
Lionel  still  been  by  her  side, — had  even  Colonel 
Morlsy  been  in  town, — her  affection  for  t^e  one,  her 
awe  of  the  other,  would  hare  been  her  safeguards.  But, 
alone  in  that  fine  new  house, — no  friends,  no  acquaint- 
ances as  yet  j  no  dear  viaiting  circle  on  which  to  expend 
the  desire  of  talk'  and  the  lest  for  innooent  excitement 
that  are  ikatural  to  ladies  of  an  active  mind  and  a  ner- 
vous tomperament,  the  sudden  obtrusion  of  a  suitor  so 
respectfully  ardent,  —  oh,  it  is  not  to  be  denied  thai  the 
temptation  was  imickkss! 

And  when  that  note,  so  neatly  folded,  —  so  eleganUy 
sealed, — lay  in  her  irresolute  hand,  the  widow  could 
not  but  feel  that  she  was  still  young,  still  pretty;  and 
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her  heart  Sew  back  to  the  day  when  the  liaen-dlftper's 
fail  daughter  had  been  the  cynosure  of  the  pioTiocial 
High  Street;  when  young  officers  had  lounged  to  snd 
fro  the  parement,  looking  in  at  her  window;  when 
ogles  and  notea  had  alike  beset  her,  sad  the  dark  eyes 
of  the  iiresiatible  Charlie  Hsughton  had  first  taught  her 
pulse  to  tremble.  And  in  her  hand  lisa  the  letter  of 
Charlie  Haughton'a  particular  friend.  She  breaks  tha 
aeal.     She  reads — a  declaration  I 

Tiva  letters  in  five  days  did  Jasper  write.  In  Ha 
conise  of  those  letters,  he  explains  away  the  causes  for 
suspicion  which  Colonel  Iforley  had  so  ungenerously 
suggested.  He  is  no  longer  anonymous,  —  he  is  J. 
Courtenay  Smith.  He  alludes  incidentally  to  the  pre- 
cocious age  in  which  he  had  hecome  "  lord  of  himself, 
tiat  heritage  of  woe."  Thie  accounts  for  his  friendship 
with  a  man  so  much  his  senior  as  the  late  Charlie.  He 
confesses  tiiat,  in  the  voitex  of  dissipation,  his  heredi- 
tary estates  have  disappeared;  but  he  has  still  a  genteel 
independence,  and  with  the  woman  of  his  heart,  etc, 
etc  He  had  never  before  known  what  real  love  was, 
etc.  "  Pleasure  had  fired  his  maddening  soul ;  "  "  bat 
-the  heart — the  heart  been  lonely  still."  He  entreated 
only  a  personal  interview,  even  though  to  be  rejected, — 
scorned.  Still,  when  "  he  who  adored  her  had  left  but 
the  name,"  etc.,  etc.  Alas!  alasl  as  Mrs.  Haughton 
put  down  Epistis  the  Fifth,  she  hesitated;  and  the 
woman  who  hesitates  in  such  a  case,  is  sure,  at  least, 
to  write  a  civil  answer. 

Mrs.  Haughton  wrote  but  three  lines,  —  still  they 
were  civil, — and  conceded  an  interview  for  the  next 
day;  though  implying  that  it  was  hut  for  the  purpose  of 
assuring  Mr.  J.  Courtenay  Smith  in  person,  of  her  unal* 
terable  fidelity  to  the  shade  of  his.Umented  friend. 
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In  high  glee  Jasper  showed  Mis.  Htuighton's  nnsirar 
to  Dolly  Pools,  and  began  seiiousl;  to  qwculate  on  the 
probable  amount  of  the  widow's  income,  and  the  value 
of  her  movables  in  Gloucester  Place.  Thence  he  le- 
paired  to  Mis.  Ciaaej  and,  emboldened  by  the  hope, 
forever,  to  escape  from  faei  maternal  tutelage,  brared 
her  scoldings,  and  asked  for  a  couple  of  sovereigns. 
He  was  sure  that  he  should  be  in  luck  that  night 
She  gave  to  Mm  the  sum,  and  spared  the  scoldings; 
but,  as  soon  as  he  was  gone,  conjecturii^  from  the 
bravado  of  his  manuer  what  had  really  occurred,  Kis. 
Crane  put  on  her  bonnet  and  went  out. 
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GHAPTEB  Xm. 

VtiiMpff  M  the  BUm  wbo  pnta  hi*  tnmt  In— »  woua. 

ItATB  that  eveniiig  a  Isdj,  in  a  blade  veil,  knocked  at 
Xo.  —  Gloucester  Flaoe,  and  asked  to  e»e  Mn.  Hangh- 
toD  «i  urgent  buaineaa.  BLe  waa  admitted.  Slie  ra- 
mained  but  five  minatee. 

The  next  da7,  when,  "  ga;  k  a  bridegroom  prancing 
to  his  bride,"  Jasper  Loeely  presented  himself  at  the 
widow's  door,  the  eerrant  placed  in  his  hand  a  packet, 
and  informed  him  blnffly  that  Mrs.  Haoghton  had  gone 
ont  of  town.  Jasper  witii  difficol^  suppressed  his  rage, 
opened  the  packet,—  Ms  own  letters  retomed,  with  these 
words,  —  "  Sir;  your  name  is  not  Couiten^  Smith.  If 
you  trouble  me  again,  I  shall  apply  to  the  police." 
Nersr  bom  female  hand  had  Jasper  Loeely's  pride 
received  such  a  alap  on  ito  face.  He  was  litraally 
itonned.  Mechanioally  he  hastened  to  Arabella  Crane; 
and  having  no  longer  any  object  in  concealment,  but) 
on  the  coutraiy,  a  most  urgent  craving  for  sympathy,  Iw 
poured  forth  his  indignation  and  wrongs.  Ho  modier 
could  be  more  consolatory  than  Mrs.  Crane.  She 
soothed,  she  flattered,  ahe  gave  him  an  e»»llent  din- 
ner; after  which,  she  made  him  so  comfortable,  —  what 
with  an  easy  chair  sad  complimentary  conveiee,  that, 
when  Jasper  rose  late  to  return  to  his  kx^ng,  he  said: 
'  After  all.  If  I  had  been  ugly  and  stupid,  and  of  a 
weakly  constitntion,  I  should  have  been  of  a  very 
domeatie  turn  of  mind." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

No  anthoF  enr  drew  &  chatacteT  conaistetrt  to  bnauu  nrtare,  bU 
wbM  he  wM  forced  to  Mcribe  to  it  uunj  incouabttndeo. 

Whbtkkb  moved  by  that  pathetic  apeeoh  of  Jacper'a, 
or  by  some  other  impulse  not  less  feminine,  AnbelU 
Crane  seemed  suddenly  to  conceive  the  laudable  and 
arduous  design  of  refi^ming  that  portentooa  sinner. 
She  had  some  distant  telatiotifi  in  London,  vhom  ahs 
very  rarely  troubled  with  a  vieit,  and  who,  had  she 
wanted  anything  from  them,  would  hare  shut  theix 
doors  in  hw  face;  bat  as,  on  the  oontraiy,  she  was 
well  off,  single,  and  might  leave  her  money  to  whom 
■he  pleased,  the  distant  relations  were  always  warm  in 
manner,  and  jirodigal  in  their  offers  of  service.  The 
next  day  she  repaired  to  one  of  these  kinsfolk,  — a  per- 
son in  a  large  way  of  business, — and  returned  home 
with  two  great  books  in  white  sheepskin.  And  when 
Loeely  looked  in  to  dine,  she  said,  in  the  suaveat  tones 
a  tender  mother  can  address  to  an.  amiable  truant, 
"Jasper,  you  have  great  abilities;  at  the  gaming-table 
abilities  are  evidently  useless  —  your  forte  is  calcula- 
tion; you  were  always  VMy  quick  at  that.  I  have 
been  fortunate  enough  to  proeun  yon  an  easy  piece  of 
task-work,  for  which  you  will  be  liberally  remunerated. 
A  friend  of  mine  wishes  to  submit  these  books  to  a  reg- 
ular accountant;  he  suspects  that  a  clerk  has  cheated 
him,  but  be  cannot  tell  how  or  where.  Ton  know 
Bccounte  thoroughly,  —  no  one  better, — and  the  pay 
will  be  ten  guineas." 
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Jasper,  though  his  early  life  had  rendered  familiar  and 
boile  to  him  the  science  of  book-keeping  and  double- 
entry,  made  a  grimace  at  the  reTolting  idea  of  any  honest 
labor,  however  light  and  well  paid.  But  ten  guineas 
were  an  inunense  temptation,  and  in  the  evenii^  Mrs. 
Ciane  coaxed  him  into  the  task. 

N^lecting  no  feminine  art  to  make  the  lawless  nomad 
feel  at  home  under  her  roof,  she  had  provided  for  his 
ease  and  comfort  morocco  slippers  and  a  superb  dressing- 
robe, —  in  material  rich,  in  color  becomii^.  Men,  sin- 
gle or  marital,  are  accustomed  to  connect  the  idea  of 
home  with  dresaing-gown  and  slippers,  especially  if, 
after  dinner,  they  apply  (as  Jasper  Losely  now  applied) 
to  occupations  in  which  the  brain  is  active,  the  form  in 
repose.  What  achievement,  literary  or  scientific,  was 
ever  accomplished  by  a  student  strapped  to  unyielding 
boots,  and  "  cabined,  cribbed,  confined  "  in  a  coat  that 
6tB  him  like  wazt  As,  robed  in  the  cosy  garment 
which  is  consecrated  to  Uie  sacred  familiar  Lares,  the 
relaxing,  handsome  ruffian  sat  in  the  quiet  room,  bend- 
ing his  still  regular  profile  over  the  sheepskin  books, 
the  harmless  pen  in  that  strong  well-shaped  hand,  Mis. 
Crane  watched  him  with  a  softening  countenance.  To 
bear  him  company,  she  had  actively  taken  herself  to 
work:  the  gold  thimble  dragged  from  ita  long  repose, 
marking  and  hemming,  witji  nimble  artistic  fingers, 
new  cravats  for  the  adopted  son!  Strange  creature  is 
woman!  Ungrateful  and  perfidious  as  that  sleek  tiger 
before  her  had  often  proved  himself,  — though  no  man 
could  less  deserve  one  kindly  sentiment  in  a  female 
heart  i  though  she  knew  that  be  cared  nothing  for  her, 
—  still  it  was  pleasing  to  know  that  he  cared  for  nobody 
else,  that  he  was  sitting  in  the  same  room;  and  Arabella 
Crane  felt  that  if  that  existence  could  continue  she  could 
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foiget  the  put,  and  look  contented  towaida  ilie  fotun. 
Again  I  eaj,  strange  creature  is  woman,  — and  in  this 
instance,  creature  more  strange,  liecauae  so  griml  But 
aa  her  B/ea  soften,  and  her  fingers  work,  and  her  mind 
revolves  achemea  for  making  that  lawless  wild  beast  sn 
innocuous  tame  animal,  who  can  help  feeling  for  and 
with  grim  Anhella  Crane  t 

Foot  woman  I  And  will  iLot  the  experiment  snooeed  1 
Three  evenings  does  Jasper  Losely  devote  to  this  sin- 
lesB  life  and  its  peaceful  occupation.  He  completes  his 
task,  —  he  receives  Uie  ten  guineas.  (How  much  of  that 
fee  came  out  of  Mrs.  Crane's  privy  purse  t)  He  detecto 
three  mistakes,  which  j^sti^r  suspicion  of  the  hook- 
keeper's  integrity.  Set  a  thief  to  catch  a  thiefl  He 
is  praised  for  acuteness,  and  promised  a  still  lighter 
employment,  to  he  still  better  paid.  He  departs,  de- 
claring that  be  will  come  the  next  day,  earlier  than 
usual;  he  volunteers  an  eulogium  upon  work  in  gen- 
eral ;  he  vows  that  evenings  so  happy  he  has  not  spent 
foe  years;  be  leaves  Mrs.  Crane  so  much  impressed  hy 
the  hope  of  bis  improvement,  that  if  a  good  clergyman 
had  found  her  just  at  that  moment,  she  mi(^t  almost 
have  been  induced  to  pray.     But — 

"  Hea  qnotiea  fldem 
Mntatosque  deos  fleUtt " 

Jasper  Losely  returns  not,  neither  to  Fodden  Flaee  noi 
to  hie  lodging  in  the  neighborhood.  Days  elapse ;  still 
be  comes  not,  —  even  Poole  does  not  know  where  he  baa 
gone;  even  Poole  has  not  seen  him  I  But  that  latter 
worthy  is  now  laid  up  with  a  serious  rheumatic  fever, 
— confined  to  his  room  and  water  gntel.  And  Jasper 
Losely  is  not  the  man  to  intrude  himself  on  tbe  private 
of  a  sick-chamber.     Mrs.  Crane,  more  benevolent,  visits 
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Foole;  dweiB  Mm  np;  gets  him  b  none;  writes  to 
Uncle  Sam.  Foole  bleaeeB  her.  He  hopes  that  Unfile 
Sam,  moved  by  the  spectacle  of  Ma  aisk-bed,  will  say: 
"Don't  let  yonr  debts  fret  70a,  —  I  will  pay  theml" 
Whatever  her  disappointment  or  resentment  at  Jasper's 
thankless  and  myaterioiiB  evasion,  Arabella  Giane  is 
calmly  confident  of  hiii  Tetum.  To  hei  servant,  Bridgett 
Gr^gB,  who  was  perhaps  the  sole  person  in  the  wodd 
who  entertained  affection  for  the  lone,  gaunt  woman, 
and  who  held  Jasper  Losely  in  profound  detestation, 
she  sud,  with  tranquil  sternness :  "  That  man  has  erossed 
my  life,  and  darkened  it  He  passed  away,  and  left 
night  behind  him.  He  has  dared  to  retnm.  He  shall 
never  escape  me  again,  till  the  gnve  yawn  for  one  of 
us." 

"  But,  Lor  love  you,  miss,  yon  would  not  put  your- 
self in  the  power  of  such  a  blaok-hearted  villing  t  " 

"In  /ut  power!  No,  Bridgett;  fear  not,  he  miwt 
be  in  mine,  —  aoonez  or  lat«r  in  mine,  hand  and  foot. 
Patience  I " 

Am  she  was  thos  speaking,  a  knock  at  the  door;  "  It 
is  he  —  I  told  you  so  —  quick  t " 

Bat  it  was  not  Jasper  Losely.    It  was  Mr.  Bngge. 
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CHAPTEE  XV. 

"When  God  wflb,  all  winds  bring  ruil"— ^ndmf  Pmmi, 

The  manner  had  not  eulimittAd  to  the  loes  of  Ub 
property  id  Sophy  and  £100,  without  taking  much  run 
trouble  to  recover  the  one  or  the  other.  He  had  visited 
Jasper  while  that  gentleman  lodged  in  St.  James's,  but 
the  moment  he  hinted  at  the  retam  of  the  £100,  Wt. 
Losely  opened  both  door  and  window,  and  requested 
the  manager  to  make  his  immediate  choice  of  the  two. 
Taking  the  more  usual  mode  of  exit,  Ur.  Rugge  Tented 
his  just  indignation  in  a  lawyer's  letter,  threatening  Hr. 
Losely  with  an  action  for  conspiracy  and  feand.  He  had 
also  more  iiaa  once  visited  Mrs.  Crane,  who  somewhat 
soothed  him  by  allowing  that  he  had  been  very  badly 
used ;  that  he  ought  at  least  to  be  rapaid  his  money ;  and 
promising  to  do  her  best  to  persuade  Mr.  Losely  to  '  be- 
have like  a  gentleman."  With  r^aid  to  Sophy  heraelf, 
Mrs.  Crane  appeared  to  feel  a  profound  inditCeience. 
In  fact,  the  hatred  which  Mis.  Crane  had  nnqnestion- 
ably  conceived  for  Sophy  while  nnder  her  charge,  was 
much  diminished  by  Jjoeely's  onnatural  conduct  towarda 
the  child.  To  hei  it  was  probably  a  matter  of  no  in- 
terest whether  Sophy  was  in  Bugge's  bands  or  Waife's; 
enough  for  her  that  the  daughter  of  a  woman  against 
whose  memory  her  fiercest  passions  were  enlisted,  was, 
in  either  case,  so  far  below  herself  in  the  grades  of  the 
social  ladder. 

Perhape  of  the  two  protectors  for  Sophy,  —  Bugge 
and  Waife,  —  her  spite  alone  would  have  given  the 
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pmference  to  Wnife.  He  was  on  a  stiU  lower  step  of 
the  laddai  than  the  itineiant  manager,  Nor,  though 
abe  had  bo  mortally  injured  the  forlorn  cripple  in  the 
ej'ee  of  Mr.  Hartopp,  had  ahe  any  deliberate  potpoee  ot 
Kveago  to  gratify  against  Awn/  On  the  oontraiy,  if 
ahe  viewed  Mm  with  oontempt,  it  waa  a  contempt  not 
unmixed  with  pit;.  It  waa  neoeeauy  to  make  to  the 
Mayor  Ute  communioationa  she  had  made,  or  that  worthy 
magistrate  would  not  have  siirrenddred  the  child  in- 
trusted to  him,  —  at  least  until  Waife'e  return.  And 
really  it  was  a  kindneas  to  the  old  man  to  eave  him  both 
from  an  agonizing  scene  with  tTaBper;  and  from  the  more 
public  opprobrium  which  any  resistance  on  Ms  part  to 
Jasper's  autiiority,  or  any  altercation  between  the  two, 
would  occasion.  And,  as  her  main  object  then  was  to 
secure  Losely'a  allegiance  to  her,  by  proTing  her  power 
to  be  useful  to  him,  so  Waifss,  and  Sopttys,  and  Mayors, 
and  managers,  were  to  her  bat  as  pawns  to  be  moved  . 
and  sacrificed,  according  to  the  leading  sttat^y  of  her 
game. 

Bn^e  came  now,  agitated  and  breatMeas,  to  inform 
Mrs.  Crane  that  Waife  had  been  seen  in  London.  Mr. 
Bugge'a  clown  had  seen  Mm,  not  far  from  the  Tower; 
but  the  cripple  had  disappeared  before  the  clown,  who 
was  on  the  top  of  an  omnibus,  had  time  to  descend. 
"And  even  if  be  had  actually  caught  hold  of  Mr, 
Waife,"  obeerred  Mrs.  Crane,  "what  thml  Tou  have 
no  claim  on  Mr.  Waife." 

"But  the  Phenomenon  must  be  with  that  ravishing 
marauder,"  said  Bngge.  "  However,  I  have  set  a  min- 
ister of  justice  — that  is,  ma'am,  a  detective  police  — at 
work;  and  what  I  now  ask  of  you  is  simply  this:  should 
it  be  necessary  for  Mr,  Losely  to  appear  witii  me  before 
the  senate  —  (hat  is  to  say,  ma'am,  a  metropolitan  pi^ice- 
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eonit  —  in  oidet  to  piove  toy  legal  property  in  my  omi 
banght  and  paid-for  Pbenoinenon,  will  you  induce  that 
bold,  bod  man  not  again  to  return  the  poisoned  chalioe 
to  my  lipa  t " 

"  I  do  not  even  loiow  where  Mr.  Loeely  is,  —  pei^ps 
not  in  London." 

"  Ma'am,  I  aaw  him  lut  night  at  the  theatie,  —  Prin- 
cess's. I  was  in  the  shilling  gallery.  He  who  owes  me 
£100,  ma'am — be  in  a  pciTote  bozl" 

"  Ahl  you  an  sure;  by  himself)" 

"Witii  a  lady,  ma'am,  —  a  lady  in  a  ehawl  from 
Ingee.  I  know  thun  shawls.  My  taihar  tau^t  ma 
to  know  them  in  early  childhood;  foi  be  was  an  oma- 
ment  to  British  commerce,  a  broker,  ma'am,  pawn! 
And,"  continued  Kugge,  with  a  withering  smile,  "that 
man  in  a  private  box,  which  at  the  Princess's  coets  two 
pounds  two,  and  with  the  spoils  d  Ingee  by  his  side, 
lifted  his  eye-glass  and  beheld  me,  —  me  in  the  shillii^ 
gallery  I  —  and  bis  conscience  did  not  say  '  Should  we 
not  change  places  if  I  paid  that  gentleman  £100 1 '  Can 
Bucb  things  be,  and  overcome  ua,  ma'am,  like  a  summer 
cloud,  without  our  special — ^I  put  it  to  you,  ma'am-^ 
wonder  J " 

"Oh,  with  a  lady,  was  bet*  exclaimed  At&bella 
Crane,  —  her  wrath,  which,  while  the  manager  spoke, 
gathered  fast  and  full,  bniating  now  into  words:  "  His 
ladies  shall  know  the  man  who  selU  bis  own  child  for 
a  show ;  only  find  out  where  the  girl  is,  then  coma  here 
again  before  you  stir  further.  Oh,  witii  a  lady  I  Oo  to 
your  detective  policeman,  or  rather,  send  him  to  me;  ve 
will  first  diacorer  Mr.  Losely's  address.  I  will  {lay  all 
the  expenses.     E«Iy  on  my  seal,  Mr.  Bngge." 

Much  comforted,  the  manager  went  bis  way.  He  had 
not  been  long  gone  before  Jasper  himself  appeared.    The 
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tnitot  entered  wiUi  a  mora  than  cnBtomai;  bramdo  of 
manner,  as  if  he  apprehended  a  scolding,  and  was  pre- 
pared to  face  it;  but  Mtb.  Crane  neither  reproached  him 
for  his  prolonged  absence,  nor  expressed  surprise  at  his 
return.  With  tme  feminine  duplici^,  ehe  leoeived  him 
as  if  nothii^  had  happened.  Jasper,  tima  reliered,  be- 
came of  his  own  acoord  apologetic  and  e>xplanatory ;  evi- 
denUf  he  wanted  something  of  Mis.  Gisne.  "The  fact 
is,  my  dear  friend,"  said  he,  sinking  into  a  disir;  *  that 
the  day  after  I  laat  saw'  yon,  I  happened  to  go  to  Ae 
general  post*nfBoe  to  see  if  there  weie  any  letters  for  me. 
Yon  andle,™ yon  don't  believe  me.  Honor  bright,— 
here  th^  am,"  and  Jasper  took  from  the  edde-pocket  of 
his  coat  a  pocket-book,  —  a  new  pocket-book;  a  brill- 
iant pocket-book,  —  fragrant  Bussian  leather;  delicately 
embossed;  golden  clasps;  silken  linings;  jewelled 
pencil-ease;  malachite  penknife;  an  arsenal  of  nick- 
nacks  stored  in  neat  receases;  — soch  a  pOoket-book  as 
no  man  evei  gives  to  himself.  Sardanapalua  would  not 
have  given  that  pocket-book  to  himself  I  Such  a  pocket- 
book  never  comes  to  you,  0  enviable  Lotharios,  save  as 
tributary  keepsakes  from  the  oharmera  who  adore  you  I 
Grimly  the  adopted  mother  eyed  that  pocket-book. 
KTever  had  she  seen  it  before.  Grimly  she  pinched 
her  lipB.  Out  of  this  dainty  volume  —  which  would 
have  been  of  cumbrous  sice  to  a  slim  thread-paper  «x- 
quisite,  hut  scarcely  bulged  into  rij^le  the  Atlantic 
expanse  of  Jasper  Losely's  magnificent  chest  —  the 
monster  drew  forth  two  letters  on  French  paper;  for- 
eign post-marks.  He  replaced  them  quickly,  only  suf- 
fering her  eye  to  glance  at  the  address,  and  continued : 
'Fancy I  that  purse-preud  Grand  Turk  of  an  infidel, 
thon(^  he  would  not  believe  me,  has  been  to  Fiance,  — 
jea,  actually  to  — —  making  inquiries  evidently  with 
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lefemm  to  Sophy.  The  woman  who  ought  to  hsva 
thoroughly  converted  him  took  flight,  however,  uid 
roisBod  seeing  him.  Confomid  her!  I  ought  to  have 
been  there.  So  I  have  do  doubt  for  the  present  the 
Pagan  lemainB  etnbbom.  Gone  on  into  Italy,  I  hear; 
doing  me,  violating  the  laws  of  Katoie,  and  roving 
about  the  world,  with  hiB  own  aolitaiy  hands  in  his 
bottomtesB  pockets, — like  the  Wandering  Jewl  Bat, 
as  some  slight  set-off  in  my  ran  of  ill-Iuok,  I  find  at  the 
post-offioe  a  pleasanter  letter  than  the  one  which  brings 
ma  this  news:  a  rich,  elderly  lady,  who  has  no  family, 
wants  to  adopt  a  nice  child,  will  take  Sophy ;  make  it 
worth  my  while  to  let  her  have  Sophy.  'T  is  convenient 
in  a  thousand  ways  to  settle  one's  child  comfortably  in  a 
rich  house,  —  ealablisbes  rights,  subject,  of  conne,  to 
checks  which  would  not  aflront  me,  a  father!  Bnt  the 
first  thing  requisite  is  to  catch  Sophy;  'tis  in  that  I 
ask  your  help, — you  are  so  devei.  Best  of  creaturesl 
what  could  I  do  without  youT  As  you  say,  whenever  I 
want  a  friend  I  coma  to  you,  Bella  I  " 

Mrs.  Crane  surveyed  Jasper's  faoe  deliberately.  It 
is  strange  how  much  mare  readily  women  read  the 
Uionghts  of  men  than  men  detect  those  of  womau 
"You  know  whera  the  ohild  is,"  said  ahe,  slowly. 

"  Well,  I  take  it  foi  granted  she  is  with  the  old  man; 
and  I  have  seen  him,  — seen  him  yesterday." 

"Go  on;  you  saw  him, — wheie!" 

*  Kear  London  Bridge. " 

"  What  business  could  yoo  possibly  have  in  that  direc- 
tion} Ah!  I  guess,  die  lailmy-etation,  — to  Dover; 
you  sie  going  atMoadI" 

"  No  such  thing,  —  you  are  so  horribly  suspicious. 
But  it  is  true  I  had  been  to  the  station  inquiring  after 
some  lugg^e  or  parcels  which  a  friend  of  miss  had 
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ordered  to  be  left  there, — now,  don't  interrupt  mo. 
At  the  foot  of  the  bridge  I  caught  a  sudden  gUmpM  of 
the  old  man,  —  ohuiged,  altered,  aged,  ooe  eye  loat. 
Yon  hod  aaid  I  should  not  know  him  again,  but  I  did; 
I  should  never  have  recognized  Ms  face.  I  knew  him 
I>7  the  build  of  the  ehoulder,  —  a  certain  turn  of  the 
arms,  —  I  don't  know  what;  one  knows  a  man  familiar 
to  one  from  birth  without  seeing  hia  face.  Oh,  Bellat 
I  declare  that  I  felt  as  soft,  —  as  soft  as  the  silliest  muS 
who  ever —  "  Jasper  did  not  complete  his  comparison, 
but  paused  a  moment,  breathing  haid,  and  then  broke 
into  another  sentence.  "  He  was  selling  something  in  a 
basket,  —  matches,  boot-stiape,  deuce  knows  what  I  He! 
a  clever  man,  tool  I  should  have  liked  to  drop  into  that 
d — d  basket  all  the  money  I  had  about  me." 

"  Why  did  not  you  I " 

"  Why  1  How  could  II  He  would  have  recognized 
me.  There  would  have  been  a  scene, —  a  row,  a  flare-up, 
a  mob  round  us,  I  dare  say.  I  had  no  idea  it  would  so 
upset  me;  to  see  him  selling  matches,  too; — glad  we 
did  not  meet  at  Oatesboro'.  Not  even  for  that  £100  do 
I  think  I  could  have  faced  him.  ISo,  —  as  he  said  when 
we  last  parted,  '  The  world  ia  wide  mough  for  both.' 
Give  me  some  brandy,  —  thank  you." 

You  did  not  speak  to  the  old  man,  —  he  did  not 
see  you;  but  you  wanted  to  get  back  the  child;  you 
felt  sure  she  must  be  with  him;  you  followed  him 
homel" 

"11  So;  I  should  have  had  to  wait  for  houia.  A. 
man  like  me,  loitering  about  London  Bridge  I  —  I  should 
have  been  too  conspicuous ;  he  would  have  soon  caught 
sight  of  me,  though  I  kept  on  his  blind  aide.  I  em- 
ployed a  ragged  boy  to  wateh  and  follow  him,  and  here 
is  tiie  address.     Now,  will  you  get  Sophy  hack  for  me 
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Tmiout  any  trouble  to  me,  without  my  appesringT  1 
would  rttther  charge  a  regiment  of  hone-guards  than 
bully  that  old  man." 

"  Yet  you  would  rob  him  of  tiie  child,  —  his  sole 
comfort  ? " 

"  Bother! "  cried  Losely,  impatieotly:  *  the  child  can 
be  only  a  buideu  to  him ;  well  out  of  his  way ;  't  is  for 
the  sake  of  that  child  he  is  Belling  matches  I  It  would 
be  the  greatest  charity  we  could  do  him  to  set  Mm  free 
from  that  child  sponging  on  him,  dragging  him  down; 
without  her,  he  'd  find  a  way  to  ahift  for  himself.  Why, 
he 'seven  cleverer  than  I  ami  And  there,  there,— give 
him  this  money,  but  don't  say  it  came  from  me." 

He  thrust,  without  counting,  several  sovereigns — at 
least  twelve  or  fourteen  —  into  Mrs.  Crane's  palm;  and 
ao  powerful  a  charm  has  goodness  the  very  least,  even 
in  natures  the  most  evil,  that  Uiat  unusual,  eccentric, 
inconsistent  gleam  of  human  pity  in  Jasper  Losely's 
benight«d  soul,  shed  its  relenting  influence  over  the 
angry,  wrathful,  and  vindictive  feelings  with  which 
Hrs.  Cnme  the  moment  before  regarded  the  perfidious 
miscreant;  and  ahe  gazed  at  him  with  a  sort  of  melan- 
choly wonder.  What!  though  so  liitle  sympathiiing 
with  afi'ection,  that  he  could  not  comprehend  that  he 
was  about  to  rob  the  old  man  of  a  comfort  which  no 
gold  could  repay,  —  what  I  though  ao  contemptuously 
callous  to  his  own  child, — yet  there  in  her  hand  lay 
the  unmistakable  token  'that  a  something  of  humanity, 
compunction,  compassion,  still  lingered  in  the  breast  of 
the  greedy  cynic;  and  at  that  thought  all  that  was  soft- 
est in  her  own  human  nature  moved  towards  him,— 
indulgent,  gentle.  But  in  the  rapid  changes  of  tha 
heart  feminine,  the  very  sentiment  that  touched  upon 
love  brought  back  the  jealousy  that  bordered  upon  hate. 
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Hot  «une  he  by  bo  mncli  moneyt    More  than.d^i 

ago,  h«,  the  insatiate  Bpondthrift,  had  received  for  his 

task-work  t    And  that  Pockst-Book  I 
"  YoTt  have  Boddenly  grown  rich,  Jasper  1 " 
For  a  moment  he  looked  confnsed,  but  replied  as  he 

re-helped  hinueU  to  the  brandy,  "  Yes-,  rouge-et-noir, 

—  lock.  Kow,  do  go  and  see  after  this  aflair,  that's  a 
dear,  good  woman.  Get  the  child  to-day  if  yoa  can;  I 
will  oaU  beie  in  Ae  evening. " 

'  Should  yoa  take  her,  then,  abroad  at  onoe  to  this 
worthy  ladj  who  will  adopt  faert  If  so,  we  shall  meet, 
I  BnppDse,  no  more;  and  I  am  aaaistiug  yoa  to  forget 
that  I  live  still. " 

'Abroad, — that  crotchet  of  yoate  again.  You  a» 
quite  mistaken,  —  in  fact,  the  lady  is  in  London.  It 
vaa  for  her  effects  that  I  went  to  the  station.  Oh,  don't 
be  jealous,  —  quite  elderly." 

"Jealous,  my  dear  Jasper;  you  forget.  I  am  as  your 
mother.  Oneof  your  letters,  then,  announced  tiiia  lady's 
intended  acrivsl ;  you  were  in  correspondenoe  with  this 

—  elderly  lady  I  " 

"Why,  not  exactly  in  oorreepondenoe.  But  when  I 
left  Fans  I  gave  tii»  general  post-office  as  my  address  to 
a  few  friends  in  France.  And  this  lady,  who  UxA.  an 
interest  in  my  nSain  (ladies,  whether  old  or  youi%,  who 
have  (mce  known  me,  always  do),  was  aware  that  I  had 
expectations  with  respect  to  the  child.  So,  some  days  ago, 
when  I  was  so  badly  off,  I  wrote  a  line ,  to  tell  her  that 
Sophy  had  been  no  go,  and  that,  but  for  a  dear  friend 
(that  ift  yon),  I  might  be  on  the  pavi.  In  her  answer, 
■be  said  she  should  be  in  London  as  soon  as  I  received 
her  letter;  and  gave  me  an  address  here  at  which  to  learn 
where  to  find  her  when  arrived,  —a  good  old  soni,  but 
strange  to  London,     I  have  been  very  busy,  helping  har 
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to  find  a  hooM,  leoommending  tzadeBmeii,  and  bo  forth. 
She  likee  style,  and  can  afford  it.  A  pleasant  hoiua 
enough ;  but  our  quiet  erenrngs  here  spoil  me  for  any- 
thing else.  Kow  get  on  foor  boimet,  and  let  me  aee 
yon  off." 

"  On  one  condition,  my  dear  Jasper,  —  that  yon  stay 
hen  till  I  retom." 

Jaaper  nuute  a  wty  fue;  but,  as  it  was  near  dinner 
time,  and  he  never  wanted  for  appetite,  he  at  length 
agreed  to  employ  the  interval  of  her  ahaence  in  diacusB- 
ing  a  meal,  which  experience  had  told  him  Mrs.  Crane'e 
new  cook  would,  not  uiukilfally,  Uiougfa  hastily  pre- 
pan.  Mrs.  Crane  left  him  to  order  the  dinner,  and  pat 
on  her  shawl  and  bonnet.  But,  gaining  her  own  room, 
she  rung  for  Bridgett  Qreggs,  and  when  that  confidential 
servant  appeared,  she  said;  "  In  the  aide-pocket  of  Mr. 
Loeely's  coat  there  is  a  pocket-hook;  in  it  there  are 
some  letters  which  I  must  see.  I  shall  appear  to  go 
oat,  —  leave  the  street-door  t^ar,  that  I  may  slip  in 
again  onobaerved.  Yon  will  serve  dinner  as  soon  aa 
possible.  And  when  Mr.  Losely,  as  usaal,  exchanges 
his  coat  for  the  dreesii^-gown,  contrive  to  take  out  that 
pocket-book  unobaerved  by  him.  Bring  it  to  me  here, 
in  this  room:  you  can  as  easily  replace  it  afterwards.  A 
moment  will  suffice  to  my  purpose." 

Bridgett  nodded,  and  understood.  Jasper,  standing 
by  the  window,  saw  Mrs.  Crone  leave  Sie  honae,  walk- 
ing briskly.  He  then  threw  himself  on  the  sofa,  and 
began  to  doze:  the  doze  deepened,  and  became  sleep. 
Bridgett,  entering  to  lay  the  cloth,  so  found  him.  She 
approached  on  tiptoe ;  sniffed  the  perfume  of  the  pocket- 
book;  saw  its  gilded  comers  peep  forth  from  its  lair. 
She  hesitated;  she  trembled;  she  was  In  mortal  fear  of 
that  tiucalent  elumberer;    but  sle^  leeeens  Uie   awe 
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thieves  fee),  or  heroes  inspire.'  She  has  taken  ths 
pocket-book;  she  has  fled  wiUi  the  booty;  she  is  in 
Mis.  CTBue's  apartment  not  fire  minates  after  libs. 
Crane  has  regained  its  threshold. 

Rapidly  the  jealons  woman  Rtosacked  the  pocket- 
book,  —  startftd  to  see,  elegantly  worked  with  gold 
threads,  in  the  lining,  the  votda,  "  SouTtENS'^TOi  db 
TA  GABrnxLLE,"  —  nu  other  letters,  save  the  two,  of 
which  Jasper  had  Toucluafed  to  her  bat  the  glimpse. 
Over  theRe  she  hurried  her  glittering  eyes ;  and  when  she 
restored  them  to  their  place,  and  gave  hack  the  book  to 
Bridgett,  who  stood  hy  breathless  and  listening,  lest 
Jasper  should  awake,  her  face  was  colorless,  and  a  kind 
of  shudder  seemed  to  come  over  her.  Left  alone,  she 
rested  her  face  on  her  hand,  her  lipa  moving  as  if  in 
ulf-commone.  Then  noiselessly  she  glided  down  the 
Btaiis,  regained  the  street,  and  hturiad  fast  npon  her 
way. 

Bridgett  was  not  in  time  to  restore  the  book  to  Jasper's 
pocket;  far  when  she  re-entered  he  was  turning  nrand 
and  stretching  himself  between  sleep  and  waking.  Bnt 
she  dropped  the  book  skilfully  on  the  floor,  dlose  beside 
the  sofa:  it  wonld  seem  to  him,  on  waking,  to  have 
fallen  ont  of  the  pocket  in  the  natonl  movements  of 
sleep. 

And,  in  fact,  when  he  rose,  dinner  now  oa  the  table) 
he  picked  up  the  pocket-book  witiiont  sospicion.  Bnt 
it  was  lucky  that  Brii^tt  had  not  waited  for  the  oppor- 
tunity suggested  by  her  mistress.  For  When  Jasper  put 
on  the  dressing-gown,  he  ohoerved  that  his  coat  wanted 
brushing;  and,  in  giving  it  to  the  servant  for  that  pur- 
pose, he  used  the  precaution  of  taking  out  the  pocket- 
book,  and  placing  it  in  some  other  receptacle  of  his 
dieai; 
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Um.  CniM  ntozned  in  lees  than  two  haon,  —  returned 
with  a  disappointed  look,  which  at  onoe  prepared  Jasper 
for  the  intelligence  that  the  birda  to  be  entr^ped  had 
flown. 

"  They  went  away  this  afternoon,"  said  Mrs.  Ciane, 
tOBBiog  Jasper's  Bovercigns  on  the  table  as  if  they  burned 
hsi  fingen.  "  But  leave  the  fugitives  to  me;  I  will  find 
them." 

Jasper  relieved  hie  angry  mind  by  a  aeries  of  guilty 
but  meaningless  expletives;  and  then,  seeing  no  farther 
use  to  which  Mis.  Giane's  wits  could  be  applied  at  pres- 
ent, finished  the  remainder  of  her  brandy,  and  wished 
het  good-night,  with  a  promiee  to  call  again,  but  with- 
out any  intinution  of  his  own  oddtese.  As  soon  as  he 
was  gone,  lire.  Crane  once  more  Bummoned  Bridgett. 

"  You  told  me  last  week  that  your  biothei-in-law, 
Simpson,  wished  to  go  to  America;  that  ha  bad  the  offsr 
of  employment  there,  but  that  he  could  not  afford  ttua 
fare  of  the  voyage,  I  promised  I  would  help  him,  if  it 
was  a  service  to  you. " 

"  Yon  are  a  hangel,  miael "  exclaimed  Bridgett,  drop- 
ping a  low  coortesy,  —  eo  low  that  it  seemed  as  if  she  was 
going  on  her  knees.  "  And  may  you  have  your  deserts 
in  the  next  blessed  world,  where  there  are  no  black- 
hearted  vil lings." 

"Enough,  enough,"  said  Kn.  Crane,  recoiling  per- 
haps from  that  gratoful  benediction.  "  You  have  been 
hithful  to  me,  se  none  else  have  ever  been;  but  this 
time  I  do  not  serve  you  in  return  so  much  as  I  meant  to 
do.  The  aervioe  is  reciprocal,  if  your  brother-in-law 
will  do  me  a  favor.  He  takes  vrith  him  his  daughter, 
a  mere  child.  Bridgett,  let  them  entor  their  names  on 
the  steam-vessel  as  William  and  Sophy  Waife;  they  can, 
of  oourse,  resume  their  own  name  when  the  voyage  ia 
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over.  Then  ia  the  fare  for  them,  sod  aomsthiog  mom. 
Pooh,  BO  thanks.  I  can  spare  the  money.  See  joat 
l«other-in*lAW  the  first  thing  in  the  morning;  and  le- 
member  &oj  go  hy  the  next  veasel,  which  sails  bom 
Liverpool  on  ThuTsday." 
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CHAPTER  XVL 

Hiom  poor  Fock«t-Caiui{ ball,  —  how  Society  doM  petMcnto  tlwiDl 
Etbd  b  manul  serruit  wonld  ^ve  wuniiig  If  diBtnrbed  at  hU 
mekla.  Bnt  7001  HBD-ekter  is  the  maekeat  of  creUam ;  he  will 
nerer  pve  wuning,  ftnd — not  often  take  it. 

Whatbteb  the  source  that  had  supplied  Jasper  Loael; 
wi&  the  moae;,  from  which  he  had  so  geoerouBly  ex- 
tracted the  sovereigns  intended  to  console  Waife  for  the 
I0B8  of  Sophy,  that  source  either  dried  up,  or  became 
wholly  inadequate  to  his  wants;  for  elasticity  was  the 
felicitous  peculiarity  of  Mr.  Losely's  wants.  They  ac- 
commodated themselres  to  the  state  of  hie  finances  with 
mathematical '  precision,  always  reqairing  exactly  five 
times  the  amount  of  the  means  placed  at  his  disposal. 
From  a  shilling  to  a  million,  multiply  his  wants  by  five 
times  the  total  of  his  means,  and  you  arrived  at  a  just 
conclusion.  Jasper  called  upon  Poole,  who  was  slowly 
recovering,  but  unable  to  leave  his  room;  and  finding 
that  gentleman  in  a  more  melancholy  state  of  mind  than 
usual,  occasioned  by  Uncle  Sam's  brutal  declaration, 
that  "if  responsible  for  his  godson's  sins,  he  was  not 
responsible  for  hie  debte,"  and  that  he  Teally  thought 
*  the  best  thing  Samuel  Dolly  could  do,  was  to  go  to 
prison  for  a  short  time,  and  get  whitewashed,"  Jasper 
began  to  lament  his  own  hard  fate :  "  And  just  when  one 
of  the  finest  women  in  Paris  has  come  here  on  purpose 
to  see  me,"  said  the  lady-killer, — "a  lady  who  keeps 
her  carriage,  Dolly!  Would  have  introdnced  you,  if 
you  had  been  well  enough  to  go  out.     One  can't  be 
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atwftjB  bomwing  of  her.  1  Tuh  one  eould.  Than  '■ 
Mother  Gime  Tould  sell  her  gown  off  hei  hack  for  me; 
hat,  'Gad,  air,  she  snubfl,  and  poeitiTel;  frightens  me. 
Besides,  she  lays  traps  to  demean  me, — set  me  to  work 
like  a  clerkl  (Not  that  I  would  hart  your  feelings, 
Doltj.  If  you  are  a  clerk,  or  somethiog  of  that  sort, 
you  are  a  gentleman  at  heart.)  Well,  then,  we  are  boA 
done  up  and  cleaned  out;  and  my  decided  opinion  is, 
that  nothing  is  left  but  a  bold  stroke." 

"  I  have  no  objection  to  bold  strokes,  bat  I  don't  see 
any;  and  Uncle  Sam's  bold  stroke  of  the  Fleet  prison 
is  not  at  all  to  my  taste. " 

"Fleet  priaanl  Fleet  fiddlestick  I  No.  You  hare 
DSTer  been  in  RosBiat  Why  should  we  not  go  there 
botht  My  Paris  friend,  Madame  Caumartin,  was  going 
to  Italy,  but  her  plans  are  changed,  and  she  is  now  all 
for  St.  Petersboig.  She  will  wait  a  few  days  for  you 
to  get  well.  We  will  all  go  together  and  ei^oy  our- 
■elves.  The  BuMians  dote  upon  whist.  We  shall  get 
into  their  swell  sets,  and  live  like  princes."  Therewith 
Jasper  launched  forth  on  the  text  of  Russian  existence 
in  such  glowing  terms,  that  Dolly  Poole  shut  hie  aching 
eyes  and  fancied  himself  sledging  down  the  Neva,  cov- 
ered with  fars;  a  coonteas  waiting  for  him  at  dinner; 
and  counts  in  dozens  ready  to  offer  bete  to  a  fabulous 
amount,  that  Jasper  Losely  lost  the  rubber. 

Having  lifted  his  friend  into  this  region  of  aerial 
oastles,  Jasper  then,  descending  into  the  practical  world, 
wound  up  with  the  moumfnl  fact,  that  one  could  not  get 
to  St.  Petersbuig,  nor,  when  there,  into  swell  sete,  wiA- 
out  having  some  little  capital  on  hand.  ' 

"I  tell  you  what  we  will  do.  Madame  Caumaztin 
lives  in  prime  style.  Qet  old  Latham,  your  wnployer, 
to  discount  hei  bill  at  three  months'  date  for  £500,  and 
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we  will  be  all  off  in  a  crack, "  Poole  ehook  his  hMd. 
"Old  Latham  ia  too  knowing  a  fila  for  that,— a  for- 
aifnerl    He  'd  want  security." 

"I  '11  be  Bocarity." 

Dolly  Bhook  hia  head  a  seoond  time  atiU  moie  am- 
phatically  than  the  first 

'Bat  you  «ay  he  doee  diaoount  paper,— gsta  rich 
on  it  1 " 

"  Tea,  gets  rich  on  it,  which  he  might  not  do  if  he 
discoanted  the  paper  yon  propose.     Noofience." 

"Oh,  no  offence  among  friends  I  Ton  have  takw  him 
hills  which  he  has  diaoaunted  T  " 

"  Yea,  —  good  paper. " 

"  Any  paper  signed  by  good  names  ia  good  paper.  We 
can  sign  good  names  if  we  know  their  handwritings. " 

Dolly  started,  and  tnnted  white.  Knave  he  was, 
cheat  at  cards,  blackleg  on  the  turf, — but  forgery!  that 
crime  was  new  to  him.  The  very  notion  of  it  brought 
on  a  return  of  fever.  And  while  Jasper  was  increasing 
his  malady  by  arguing  with  his  apprehensions,  luckily 
for  Poole,  Uncle  Sam  came  in.  Uncle  Sam,  a  saga- 
cious old  tiadesman,  no  sooner  clapped  eyes  on  the 
brilliant  Losely  than  he  ewceived  for  him  a  diatntst* 
ful  repugnance,  simitar  to  that  with  which  an  experi- 
eneed  gander  may  regard  a  fox  in  colloquy  with  its 
gosling.  He  had  already  learned  enough  of  his  god- 
son's ways  and  chosen  society,  to  be  assured  that 
Samuel  Dolly  had  indulged  in  very  an ti -commercial 
tastes,  and  been  sadly  contaminated  by  veiy  anti-com- 
mercial friends.  He  felt  persuaded  that  Dolly's  sole 
chance  of  redemption  was  in  working  on  his  mind 
while  hie  body  was  still  suffering,  so  tlut  Poole  might, 
on  recovery,  break  with  all  former  associations.  On 
seeing  Jasper  in  the  dress  of  an  exquisite,-  with  the 
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tlwws  of  a  |m£e-figlit«r,  Uncle  Sam  saw  the  stolwaii 
incarnation  of  all  the  aina  which  a  godfather  had  vowed 
that  a  godaoD  ehould  Tenonnce.  Accordingly,  be  made 
himself  eo  disagreeable,  that  Loeely,  in  great  disgust, 
took  a  haetj  departure.  And  Uncle  Sam,  as  he  helped 
the  nune  to  plunge  Dolly  into  his  bed,  had  the  brutally 
to  tell  his  nephew,  in  vei;  plain  terma,  that  if  erer  he 
found  thai  Brunmugem  gent  in  Poole's  rooms  agsin, 
Poole  would  never  ^ain  see  the  color  of  Uncle  Sam's 
money.  IXilly  beginning  to  blabber,  the  good  man 
relenting,  patted  bim  on  the  back,  and  said:  "  But  as 
soon  as  you  are  well,  I  '11  carry  you  with  me  to  my 
country  box,  and  keep  you  out  of  harm's  way  till  I  find 
yon  a  wife,  who  will  comb  your  head  for  you," — at 
which  cheering  pioapect  Poole  blubbered  more  dolefully 
than  before.  On  retiring  to  his  own  lodging  in  the 
Gloucester  Coflbe-house,  Uncle  Sam,  i«  make  all  sure, 
gave  poaitiTe  orders  to  Poole's  landlady,  who  respected 
in  Uncle  Sam  the  man  who  might  pay  what  Poole  owed 
to  her,  on  no  account  to  let  in  any  of  Dolly's  profligate 
friends;  but  especially  the  chap  he  had  found  there, — 
adding,  "  'Tis  as  much  as  my  nephew's  life  is  worth; 
and,  what  is  more  to  the  purpose,  as  much  as  your  hill 
is."  Aocordingly,  when  Jasper  presented  himself  at 
Poole's  door  ^ain  that  very  evening,  the  landlady  ap- 
prised him  of  her  orders;  and  proof  to  his  insinuating 
remonstiancea,  closed  the  door  in  bis  foce.  But  a  French 
chronicler  has  recorded,  that  when  Henry  IV.  was  be- 
siting  Paris,  though  not  a  loaf  of  bread  conld  enter  the 
walls,  love-lettsrs  passed  between  city  and  camp  as  easily 
SB  if  there  had  been  no  siege  at  all.  And  does  not  Mer- 
cury preside  over  money  as  well  as  lovel  Jasper, 
spsned  on  by  Madame  Caumartin,  who  was  exceedingly 
anxious  to  exchange  London  for  St.  Petersbui^  as  soon 
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as  poarible,  nuintaiued  a  close  and  freqne&t  oorreepMid- 
ence  with  Poote  by  the  agency  of  the  Ettme,  vho  luckily 
vaa  not  above  being  bribed  by  ahillings.  Poole  ood- 
tinued  to  reject  the  Tillany  proposed  by  Jaspet;  but,  in 
the  course  of  the  conespondence,  he  threw  out  tathar 
incohaiently  —  for  his  mind  began  somewhat  to  wandu 
—  a  acheme  equally  flagitious,  which  Jasper,  aided  per- 
haps by  Madame  Caumartiu'e  yet  keener  wit,  caught  up, 
and  quickly  reduced  to  deliberate  method.  Old  Mr. 
Latham,  amongst  the  bills  he  discounted,  kept  tiiose  of 
such  more  bashful  customera  as  stipulated  that  their 
resort  te  temporary  accommodation  should  be  maintained 
a  profound  secret,  in  his  owb  safe.  Amongst  these  hills 
Poole  knew  that  there  was  one  for  £1000  given  by  a 
young  nobleman  of  immense  estates,  but  so  entailed  that 
he  could  neither  sell  nor  mortgage,  and,  therefore,  often 
in  need  of  a  few  hundreds  for  pocket-money.  Ihe  noble- 
man's name  stood  high.  His  fortune  was  nniversally 
known;  his  honor  unimpeachable.  A  bill  of  his  any 
one  would  cash  at  sight.  Could  Poole  but  obtain  that 
bill!  It  had,  he  believed,  only  a  few  weeks  yet  te  run. 
Jasper  or  Madame  Caumartin  might  get  it  discounted 

ev«i  by  Lord 's  own  banker;  and  if  that  were  too 

bold,  by  any  professional  bill-broker,  and  all  three  be  off 
before  a  suspicioa  could  arise.  But  to  get  at  that  safe,  a 
false  key  might  be  neceseaiy.  Poole  suggested  a  waxen 
impression  of  the  lock,  Jasper  sent  him  a  readier  ooo- 
trivanoe,  — a  queer -looking  tool,  that  looked  an  instra- 
ment  of  torture.  All  now  necessary  was  for  Poole  to 
recover  soEBciently  to  return  to  busineBs,  and  to  get  rid 
of  TJncle  Sara  by  a  promise  to  run  down  to  the  coun- 
try the  moment  Poole  had  conscientiously  cleared  some 
necasaary  Birears  of  work.  While  this  conespondenoe 
went  on,  Jasper  Losely  shunned  Mrs.  Crane,  and  took 
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hia  msale  and  epent  hie  leisoie  houn  with  w«HB7nt 
Cftumartin.  He  needed  no  dieseuig-gows  and  fllippen 
to  feel  himMlf  at  home  there.  Madame  Canmartio  had 
nally  taken  a  ahowy  house  in  ^  genteel  atie«t.  H«r 
own  appearance  was  eminently  what  ibt  Fnnch  call 
distinffu^.  Dressed  to  perfectiDn  from  head  to  foot; 
neat  and  finished  as  an  epigram.  Her  &ce,  in  shape, 
like  a  thoroughl«ed  cobn-«apella,  —  low  smooth  frontal, 
widening  at  ttie  Bummit;  chin  tapering,  but  jaw  gtroug, 
teeth  marvellouBly  white,  small,  and  with  points  sharp 
as  those  in  the  maw  of  the  fish  called  the  "  Sea  Devil ; " 
eyes  like  dai^  emeralds,  of  which  the  pnptla,  when  she 
was  angiy  or  when  ahe  was  soheming,  retreated  npward 
towards  the  temples,  emitting  a  luminous  green  ray  tiiat 
shot  through  space  like  the  gleam  that  escapes  from  a 
dark-IaDt«m;  oomplezion  superlatively  feminine,  —  call 
it  not  pale,  but  while,  —  ss  if  she  lived  on  Uanohed 
almonds,  peach-stones,  and  arsenic  j  hands  so  fine  and  so 
bloodlees,  with  fingers  so  pointedly  taper  there  seemed 
stings  at  ^ir  tips;  manners  of  an«  who  had  ranged  all 
ranks  of  society  from  highest  to  lowest,  sdd  duped  the 
most  wary  in  each  of  them.  Did  she  please  it,  a  crown 
prince  might  have  thoi^ht  her  youth  must  have  passed 
in  the  chambers  of  porphyry  I  Did  she  please  it,  an  old 
soldier  would  have  sworn  (he  creature  bad  been  a  vivan- 
diire.  In  age,  perhaps,  bordering  on  for^.  She  looked 
younger,  but  had  she  been  a  hundred  and  twenty,  shs 
could  not  have  been  more  wicked.  Ah,  happy  indeed 
lor  Sophy ,  if  it  were  to  save  bei  youth  from  ever  being 
fostered  in  elegant  boudoirs  by  those  bloodless  hands, 
that  the  crippled  vagabond  had  borne  her  away  from 
Arabella's  less  cruel  unkindness;  better  ^  even  Bugge'a 
village  stage ;  better  far  stealthy  by-lanes,  feigned  names, 
and  the  erudite  tricks  of  Sir  laaaol 
vou).  —  M 
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But  still  it  is  duA  enn  to  Jasper  to  state  here,  that  in 
Looely's  recent  design  to  transfer  Soph;  trom  Waife's 
care  to  that  of  Madame  Caumartin,  the  sharper  harbored 
no  idea  of  a  villan;  eo  execrable  as  the  character  of  the 
Partsienne  lead  the  jealous  Arabella  to  suqteet.  His 
real  object  in  getting  the  child  at  that  time  once  mote 
into  his  power  was  (whatever  its  nature)  harmless  oom- 
paied  with  the  mildest  of  Axabella's  dark  doubts.  But 
still  if  Soph;  had  been  r^aioed,  and  the  object,  on 
K^ainisg  her,  foiled  (as  it  probably  would  hare  been), 
what  then  might  have  become  of  her,  lost,  perhaps,  for- 
ever, to  Waife, — in  a  foreign  land,  and  under  such 
guardianship  t  Grave  question,  which  Jasper  Loeely, 
who  exercised  so  little  foresight  in  the  panmount 
qoestioD,  —  namel;,  what  some  day  or  other  will  be- 
oome  of  himself)  —  was  not  likely  to  rock  bis  laaina 
hj  oonjectoringl 

Meanwhile  Mis.  Orane  was  vigilant.  The  deteotiva 
polioe-ofBoer  sent  to  her  by  Mr.  Bngge  eonld  not  gife 
her  the  informaticm  which  Kugge  desired,  and  whidi 
she  did  not  loiter  need.  She  gave  the  detective  soms 
information  respecting  Madame  Caumartin.  One  di(y 
towaids  the  evening  she  was  sorprised  by  a  visit  fmn 
Uncle  Sam.  He  called  ostensibly  to  thank  her  for  her 
kindness  to  his  godscm  and  nephew ;  and  to  beg  her  not 
to  be  offended  if  he  had  been  mde  to  Hr.  lioaalj,  who, 
he  understood  from  Dolly,  was  a  particular  friend  ol 
hats.  "  You  see, ma'am,  Samuel  Dolly  is  a  weak  young 
man,  and  easily  led  asttay;  but,  luckily  for  himself,  he 
has  no  money  and  no  stomach.  So  he  may  repent  in 
time ;  and  if  I  oould  find  a  wife  to  manage  him,  he  has 
not  a  bad  head  for  tiie  main  chance,  and  may  become  a 
practical  man.  Repeatedly  I  have  told  him  he  should 
go  to  prison,  but  that  was  only  to  frighten  him,  —  fad 
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ia,  I  Taut  to  get  him  safe  down  into  the  ooontry,  and  ha 
don't  take  to  that.  So  I  am  forced  to  say,  'Mj  box, 
home-brewed  and  aoath-down,  Samuel  D0II7,  or  a  Lnnr 
oon  jail,  and  debtors'  allowaaoe.'  Must  give  a  young 
man  hia  choioei  my  dear  lady." 

Mta.  Crane,  obeervlng  that  what  he  said  was  ex- 
tremely aensihla,  Uncle  Sam  warmed  in  hie  confidence, 

"  And  I  thought  I  had  him,  till  I  fcmnd  Mr,  Losely 
in  his  sick-room;  but  evar  since  that  day,  I  don't  know 
how  it  is,  the  lad  has  had  something  on  his  mind,  which 
I  don't  hall  like,  —  cracky,  I  think,  my  dear  lady, 
cracky.  I  suspect  that  old  niuse  paasea  letteis.  I 
taxed  her  with  it,  and  she  immediately  wonted  to  take 
her  Bihle-oath,  and  smelt  of  gin, — two  things  which, 
token  together,  look  guilty." 

"  But,"  sud  Mrs.  Crone,  growing  much  interested,  '  if 
Hr.  Xioaelj  and  Mr.  Poole  do  correspond,  what  then  I " 

"  That  'a  what  I  want  to  know,  ma'am.  'Kt*<^)w  me; 
I  don't  wish  to  disparage  Mr.  Losely,  — a  '^w^hing  gsnt, 
and  Qothing  worse,  I  dare  soy.  But  certain  sure  I  am 
that  he  has  put  into  Samuel  Dolly's  head  something 
which  has  cracked  itt  There  ia  the  lad  now  up  and 
dressed,  when  he  ought  to  be  in  bed,  and  sweorii^  he  'U 
go  to  old  Latham's  to-monow,  and  that  loi^  arrears  of 
work  are  on  his  conscience)  Kever  heard  bim  talk  of 
conscience  before,  — thot  looks  guiltyl  And  it  does  not 
frighten  him  any  longer  when  I  say  he  shall  go  to  prison 
for  his  debts;  ond  he  's  very  anxious  to  get  me  out  of 
Lunnon;  and  when  I  threw  in  a  word  about  Mr.  Losely 
(alyly,  my  good  lady,  — jnat  to  see  its  effect),  he  grew 
aa  white  as  that  paper ;  and  then  he  began  strutting  and 
swelling,  and  saying  that  Mr.  Losely  would  be  a  great 
man,  and  that  he  should  be  a  great  man,  and  that  he  did 
not  care  for  my  money, — he  could  get  aa  much  monc^ 
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aa  he  likecL  That  looka  goilly,  1117  dear  lady.  Aid 
oh,"  cried  Uncle  Sam,  clasping  hie  hands,  *  I  do  fear 
fliat  he  'b  thinking  of  something  vorse  than  he  has  enr 
done  before,  and  hia  brain  can't  stand  it.  And,  ma'am, 
he  has  a  great  raapeot  for  you;  and  you  've  a  friendsMp 
for  Hr.  Losely.  ITow,  just  suppose  that  Mi.  Loaely 
should  have  been  linking  of  vhat  your  flash  sporting 
genta  call  a  hannless  spree,  and  my  sister's  son  should, 
being  cracky,  constnie  it  into  something  criminal.  Oh, 
Mrs.  Oiane,  do  go  and  see  Mr.  Ixisely,  and  tell  him  that 
Samuel  Dolly  is  not  safe,  — is  not  safe  I " 

"  Much  better  that  I  should  go  to  yonr  Depbew," 
Bud  Mrs.  Crane  ;  "  and  with  your  leave  I  will  do  so  at 
once.  Let  me  see  him  alone.  Where  ahall  I  find  yon 
afterwazda  I " 

"  At  the  Gtouceater  Coffee-house.  Oh,  my  dear  ]adf, 
how  can  I  thank  you  enough  1  The  boy  can  be  noth- 
ing to  you;  but  to  me,  he's  my  sister'a  eon, — tha 
Uackgoudl" 
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'Dicw  UbOTantw  la  niw 
Fsnalopeu  vitreMnqna  CiKan." 

Mb«.  Gbatts  found  Foole  in  his  little  sitting-room, 
hxing  round  vith  printa  of  opeis-dancers,  prize-fighten, 
tftce-horsee,  and  the  dog  Btlljr.  Samuel  Dollj  was  in 
foil  dreas.  Hia  cheeks,  usuallf  so  pale,  seemed  much 
flushed.  He  was  evidently  in  a  state  of  high  excite- 
ment,— bowed  extremely  lowto  Mrs.  Cranej  called  her 
Countess;  asked  if  she  had  been  lately  on  the  Continent, 
and  if  she  knew  Madame  Caumartin;  and  whether  the 
nobility  at  St-  Petersburg  were  jolly,  or  stnck-np  fel- 
lows who  gave  themselves  airs; — not  wuting  for  her 
answer.    In  fact  hia  mind  was  nnquBStionably  disordered. 

Arabella  Ciane  abruptly  laid  her  hand  on  his  shonlder. 
"You  are  going  to  the  gallows,"  she  aaid  suddenly. 
"  Down  on  your  knees  and  tell  me  all,  and  I  will  keep 
your  secret,  and  save  you;  lie,  — and  yon  are  loetl " 

Poole  buret  into  tears,  and  dropped  on  his  knees  as' 
lie  waa  told. 

In  ten  minutes  Mrs.  Orane  knew  all  that  she  cared  to 
know,  possessed  herself  of  LoBely'a  letters,  and,  leaving 
Poole  less  light-headed  and  more  light-hearted,  she  has* 
tened  to  Uncle  Sam  at  the  Gloucester  Coffee-house. 
"Take  youi  nephew  out  of  town  this  evening,  and  do 
sot  let  him  from  your  si^t  for  the  next  six  months. 
Hark  you,  he  will  never  be  a  good  man;  but  you  may 
save  him  from  the  hulks.  Do  so.  Take  my  advice.' 
She  was  gone  before  Uncle  Sam  could  anawei. 
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She  next  proceeded  to  the  private  house  of  the  dstec- 
tire  with  vhom  she  had  before  confened,  —  this  time 
IeB8  to  give  than  to  receive  informfltion.  Not  haU  ut 
hour  after  her  interviev  with,  him,  ArshelU  GnuoA  Etood 
in  the  street  wherein  was  placed  the  abow;  house  of 
Madame  Caumartin.  The  lamps  in  the  street  were  now 
lighted,  —  the  street,  even  at  day  a  quiet  one,  was  com- 
parativelf  deserted.  All  the  windows  in  the  Flench 
woman's  house  were  closed  with  shutters  and  cnrtains, 
except  on  the  drawing-room  floor.  From  those  the 
lights  within  streamed  over  a  halcony  filled  with  g^y 
plants,  —  one  of  the  casements  was  partially  open.  And 
r.ow  and  then,  where  the  watcher  etood,  she  could  juri 
catch  the  glimpse  of  a  passing  form  behind  the  mwlin 
draperies,  or  hear  the  sound  of  some  loader  laugh.  In 
her  dark-gray  diess,  and  still  darker  mantle,  Arabella 
Crane  stood  motionless,  her  eyes  fixed  on  thoae  windows. 
The  rare  foot-passenger  who  brushed  by  her  turned  invol- 
nntarily  to  glance  at  the  countenance  of  one  so  still,  and 
then  as  involuntarily  to  survey  the  house  to  which  that 
countenance  was  lifted.  So  such  observer  so  incuriou 
as  not  to  hazard  conjecture  what  evil  to  that  house  wsa 
boded  l^  the  dark,  lurid  eyes  that  watched  it  with  so 
fixed  a  menace.  Thus  she  remained,  sometimes,  in- 
deed, moving  from  her  post,  as  a  sentty  moves  from 
hiSi  slowly  pacing  a  few  steps  to  and  fro,  retaming  to 
the  same  place,  and  again  motionless;  thus  she  n- 
mained  for  hours.  Evening  deepened  into  night,  night 
grew  near  to  dawn;  she  was  still  then  in  that  stzeet, 
and  still  her  eyes  were  on  that  house.  At  length  the 
door  opened  noiselessly,  —  a  tall  man  tripped  forth  wiQi 
a  light  step,  and  humming  the  tune  of  a  gay  Frendi 
chanson.  As  he  came  straight  towards  the  spot  where 
Arabella  Crane  was  at  watch,  from  her  daik  mantle 
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■betched  forth  h«T  limg  arm  and  Iwd  hand,  and  isiied' 
him.     He  started,  and  recognized  her. 

"Ton  hetel"  he  ezoWmed, — "youl — at  mch  an 
homl  —  yon!" 

"  I,  Jasper  Loeelf,  here  to  warn  yon.  To-moirow 
the  officers  of  jiutice  will  be  in  that  accmsed  house. 
To-morrow  that  woman  —  not  for  her  worat  crimes :  titay 
elude  the  law,  but  for  her  least,  hf  which  the  law  hunt* 
her  down  —  will  he  a  prisoner.  No,  — yon  ehall  not 
retnm  to  warn  hei  u  I  warn  yon  "  (for  Jasper  here  broke 
away,  and  retreated  aome  steps  towards  the  honae);  "or, 
if  yon  do,  ahaie  her  fate.     I  cast  yoa  off. " 

"  What  do  you  mean  T  "  aaid  Jasper,  halting  ,  till  witlL 
dow  steps  she  regained  his  side.  "  Speak  more  plainly : 
if  poor  Uadame  Canmartin  has  got  into  a  sciape,  wMeb 
I  don't  think  likely,  what  hare  1  to  do  with  itl " 

"  The  woman  you  call  Caumartin  fled  from  Paris  to 
eaeape  its  tribunals.  She  haa  been  tracked;  the  French 
goreniment  have  claimed  hsr.  Ho! — yoa  smile.  This 
does  not  touch  you  I " 

"  Certainly  not." 

"But  there  are  charges  against  her  from  English 
taadesmen;  and  if  it  be  proved  that  you  knew  har  in 
her  propel  name,  —  the  infamous  Gtabrielle  Desmareta; 
if  it  be  prored  that  you  have  passed  off  the  French  bUUU 
de  banque  that  she  stole ;  if  you  were  her  accomplice  in 
obtaining  goods  under  her  false  name ;  if  you,  enriched 
by  her  rofaberieB,  were  aiding  and  abetting  her  as  a 
swindler  here,  though  you  may  be  safe  from  the  French 
law,  will  you  be  safe  from  the  English  T  You  may  be 
innocent,  Jasper  Loeely:  if  eo,  fear  nothing.  You  msy 
be  goil^:  if  so,  hide,  or  follow  me  I  " 

Jasper  paused.  His  first  impulse  was  to  trust  im- 
plicitly to  Mra.  Crane,  and  lose  not  a  moment  in  profit- 
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iag  hj  Booh  ooimseli  of  concealment  or  flight  as  an 
intelligence  bo  superior  to  hie  own  could  soggeet.  Bat 
Hoddenly  remembering  that  Peole  had  nodertsken  to  get 
the  bill  tor  £1000  I7  the  next  day,  —that  if  flight  were 
neceeaaiy,  there  wae  yet  a  chance  of  flight  with  booty,  — 
his  conatitational  hardihood,  and  the  graaping  cupidity 
by  which  it  was  accompanied,  made  him  resolve  at  least 
to  haxaid  the  delay  at  a  few  honn.  And  after  all, 
m^t  not  Mn.  Crane  exi^geratel  Was  not  tiiis  the 
oonnsel  of  a  jealous  womani  "Pray,"  said  he,  mor- 
ing  OQ,  and  fixing  quick  keen  eyes  on  her  as  she  walked 
by  hie  side,  — "  pray,  how  did  you  learn  all  these 
particulars  t " 

"  From  a  detective  policeman  employed  to  diaconr 
Sophy.  In  conferring  with  him,  tlie  name  of  Jaq>er 
Losely  as  her  l^al  protector  was  of  course  stated:  that 
name  was  already  coupled  with  the  name  of  the  false 
Caumartin.  Thus,  indirectly,  the  child  you  would  have 
consigned  to  that  woman,  saves  you  from  ah»ring  that 
woman's  ignominy  and  doom." 

"StufTI"  said  Jasper,  stubbornly,  though  he  winced 
at  her  words;  "  I  don't,  on  reflection,  see  that  anything 
can  be  proved  against  me.  I  am  not  bound  to  know 
why  a  lady  changes  her  name,  nor  how  she  comes  hf  her 
money.  And  as  to  her  credit  with  tatdesmen, — noth- 
ing to  speak  of;  most  of  what  she  has  got  is  paid  for,  — 
what  is  not  paid  for,  is  less  than  the  worth  of  her  goods. 
Poohl  I  am  not  so  easily  frightened,  — much  obliged 
to  you  all  the  same.  Go  home  now ;  't  is  horridly  late. 
Oood-nigbt,  or  rather  good-moming." 

"Jasper,  mark  me,  if  you  see  that  woman  again, — 
if  you  attempt  to  save  or  screen  her,  I  shall  know;  and 
yon  lose  in  me  your  last  friend,  last  hope,  last  plank,  in 
a  devourii^  seal " 
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These  woida  were  so  solemnly  nttered  that  they 
thrilled  the  hard  heart  of  the  Teckleas  man.  "  I  have 
no  wish  to  screen  or  save  her,"  he  sold,  with  selfish 
ainoerityj  "  and  after  what  you  have  said,  I  woold  as 
soon  enter  a  fireship  as  that  house.  But  let  me  have 
some  hoim  to  consider  what  is  hest  to  he  done." 
"  Yes,  consider,  —  I  shall  expect  you  to-morrow." 
He  went  his  way  up  tlie  twilight  streets  towards  a 
new  lodging  he  had  hired  not  far  from  the  showy  house. 
She  drew  her  mantle  closer  round  her  gaunt  £gure,  and, 
taking  the  opposite  direction,  threaded  thoroughfares  yet 
lonelier,  till  she  gained  her  door,  and  was  welcomed 
hack  by  tiie  faithful  Bridget! 
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Hope  telli  k  flattwinf  t«la  to  Mr.  Kngge.  He  U  imilecciTed  bf  » 
IScilicit<>T,  and  left  to  moun ,  but  in  tun,  though  nnoonicionilj, 
Vx.  Rngge  deceivM  th«  Sdidtoi,  and  the  Solicitor  deceiTM  Ida 
client, — irfaich  btti.td.ia  the  Sdidtor'i  pocket. 

Thb  next  morning  Arabella  Onne  was  scaioely  dieesed 
before  Mr.  Bugge  knocked  at  her  door.  On  the  pre- 
vious day  the  detectire  bad  infonned  him  that  William 
and  Sophy  Waife  were  dieoovered  to  hare  sailed  for 
America.  Frantic,  the  unhappy  manager  hurried  away 
to  the  steam-packet  office,  and  was  favored  by  an  inspec- 
tion of  tile  books,  which  confirmed  the  hateful  tidings. 
As  if  in  mockery  of  his  bereaved  and  defrauded  state, 
oil  returning  home  be  found  a  polite  note  from  Mr. 
Gotobed,  requesting  him  to  call  at  the  office  of  that 
eminent  solicitor,  with  reference  to  a  young  actress 
named  Sophy  Waife,  and  hintii^,  "that  the  visit 
might  prove  to  bis  advantage!"  Dreaming  for  a  wild 
moment  that  Mr.  Losely,  conBcience-stricken,  might 
through  this  solicitor  pay  back  bis  £100,  he  rushed 
incontinent  to  Kr.  Gotobed's  office,  and  was  at  once 
admitted  into  the  presence  of  that  stately  practitioner. 

"I  b^  your  pardon,  air,"  said  Mr,  Gotobed,  with 
formal  politeness ;  '  but  I  heard  a  day  or  two  ago  acci- 
dentally from  my  head-clerk,  who  had  learned  it  oleo 
accidentally  from  a  sporting  friend,  that  you  were  ex- 
hibiting at  Humberston,  during  the  race-week,  a  young 
actress,  named  on  the  play-billa  (here  is  one)  '  Juliet 
Araminta,'  and  whom,  as  1  am  informed,  you  had 
previously  exhibited  in  Surrey  and  elsewhere;  but  she 
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was  sai^fKwed  to  have  nlinquished  tbat  earHer  sngnge- 
ment,  and  left  yonr  >tage  with  her  giandfatiieT,  William 
Waif«.  I  am  isfltracted  hj  a  digtingmshed  client,  who 
is  wealtiiy,  and  who,  bom  motdTes  of  men  benevolanee, 
iuterestB  himself  in  the  said  William  and  Sophy  Waife, 
to  discover  their  residence.  Please,  tlierefore,  to  len- 
der np  the  child  to  my  charge,  apprising  me  also  of  the 
address  of  her  grandfather,  if  he  be  not  with  yon;  and 
without  waiting  for  further  instructions  from  my  client, 
who  is  abroad,  I  will  venture  to  say  that  any  sacrifice  in 
the  loss  of  your  juvenile  actrem  will  he  most  liherally 


"  Sir,"  cried  the  mimrahle  and  imprndent  Bngge,  "  I 
paid  £100  for  that  fiendish  child,  —  a  three  years' 
engagement^  —  and  I  have  been  robbed.  Beetore  me 
the  £100,  and  I  will  tell  yon  where  she  is,  and  her 
vila  grandfather  also."  « 

At  hearing  so  bad  a  charaoter  lavished  upon  ohjeots 
recommended  to  bis  client's  disinterested  chari^,  the 
wary  solicitor  drew  in  his  pecuniary  horns. 

"Mr.  Bugge,"  said  he,  "I  nnderstand  from  your 
words  that  yon  cannot  place  the  child  Sophy,  alias 
Juliet  Araminta,  in  my  hands.  Tou  ask  £100  to 
inform  me  where  she  is.  Have  yon  a  lawful  elaim 
on  her  I " 

"  Certainly,  sir;  she  is  my  property." 

"  Then  it  is  quite  dear  that  though  you  may  know 
where  she  is,  yon  cannot  get  at  her  yourself,  and  cannot, 
thetefore,  place  her  in  my  hands.  Perhaps  she  is  — in 
heaven  I " 

'Confound  her,  sir)  no,  —  in  America  1  or  on  the 
seas  to  it." 

"  Are  yon  sure  1 " 

"  t  have  jnst  come  from  the  steam-packet  oflto,  aod 
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seen  the  uamet  in  theii  book.  William  and  Sophy 
Waife  Bailed  from  Liverpool  last  Thursday  week." 

"And  the;  fomifKl  an  engagemeat  with  you, — tv 
oeived  youi  money;  broke  the  one,  abaoonded  with  the 
other.     Bad  characters  indeed!  " 

"Bad!  you  may  well  say  that,  —  a  set  of  swindling 
scoundrels,  the  whole  kit  and  kin.  And  the  ingrati- 
tude!"  continued  Bugge:  "I  was  more  than  a  father 
to  that  child"  (he  began  to  whimper):  *  I  had  a  babe 
of  my  own  once,— died  of  convulsions  in  teething.  I 
thought  that  child  would  have  supplied  its  place,  and 
I  dreamed  of  the  York  Theatre ;  but "  —  here  his  voice 
was  lost  ta  the  folds  of  a  marrelloualy  dirty  red  pocket- 
handkerchief. 

Mr.  Gotobed  having  now,  however,  learned  all  that 
he  carad  to  learn,  and  not  beii^  a  soft-hearted  man  (firat- 
rate  solicitois  rarely  are) ,  here  pulled  out  his  watch,  and 
said, — 

"  Sir,  you  have  been  very  ill-treated,  I  perceive.  I 
must  wish  yoa  good-day;  I  have  an  engagement  in  the 
City.  X  cannot  help  yoa  back  to  your  £100,  but  accept 
this  trifle  (a  £5  note)  for  your  lose  of  time  in  calling  " 
(ringing  the  bell  violently).  'Door, — show  out  this 
gentleman." 

That  evening  Mr.  Gotobed  wrote  at  length  to  Guy 
Darrell,  informing  him  that,  after  great  pains  and 
prolonged  reseaich,  he  had  been  so  fortunate  as  to 
ascertain  that  the  strolling  player  and  little  girl  whom 
Mi.  Damll  had  so  benevolently  requested  him  to  look 
up,  were  very  had  characters,  and  had  left  the  oountiy 
for  the  United  States,  as,  happily  for  England,  bad 
chatactoTS  were  wont  to  do. 

That  letter  reached  Gny  Darrell  when  he  was  ht 
any,  amidst  the  forlorn  pomp  ot  some  old  XlellaD 
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city,  and  Lionel'B  tale  of  the  little  giil  not  y«rj  txtisa 
in  his  gloomy  thoughts.  NtituT&Ily,  he  roppooed  that 
the  bo;  hsd  been  daped  bj  a  pretty  face  and  his  own 
inexperienced,  kindly  heart.  And  so,  and  so,  —  why ,  bo 
end  half  the  efTorts  of  men  who  introst  to  others  the 
troublesome  execution  of  homane  intentionsl  The  scales 
of  earthly  justice  are  poised  in  their  quivering  equilib- 
rium, not  by  huge  hundredweights,  bat  by  infinitesimal 
grains,  needing-  the  most  wary  caution,  the  most  consid- 
erate patience,  the  most  delicate  touch,  to  arrange  or 
readjust.  Few  of  our  errors,  national  or  indiTidual, 
come  from  the  design  to  be  unjust,  —  moot  of  them 
from  sloth,  or  incapacl^  to  grapple  with  the  difficulties 
of  being  just.  8uiB  of  oommiasion  may  not,  perhaps, 
shock  tJie  retrospect  of  conscience.  Large  and  obtrasive 
to  Tiew,  we  have  confeseed,  monmed^  repented,  possibly 
atoned  them.  Sins  of  omission,  so  veiled  amidst  our 
hourly  emotions,  —blent,  confused,  imseen,  in  the  con- 
ventional routine  of  existence.  Alas  I  could  thete  sud- 
denly omerge  from  their  shadow,  group  together  in 
serried  mass  snd  accusing  order, — alas,  alaal  woold 
not  the  best  of  us  then  start  in  dismay,  and  would 
not  ik»  proudest  humble  himself   at   the  Throne  of 
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CHAPTER  HX. 

Joj,  nererthelew.  doea  rstom  (o  Mr.  Rtigg« ;  uiil  Hop«  now  ia- 
flicta  hendf  on  Mn.  CiaiH.  A  tot;  fln^-lookiiig  Hope,  too — 
ilx  fMt  (»ie  — atrong  M  Acfafflea,  ■nd  M  fleet  of  foot  I 

But  wa  lure  left  Mi.  Bo^e  at  Mn.  Cnns's  door; 
admit  him.  He  bnnta  into  lier  diawiog-ioom,  wiping 
hie  biowB. 

"  Ma'un,  they  aie  off  to  Amerioal " 

"So  I  hflTe  heard.  Toa  aie  faiily  entitled  to  tiw 
retnm  of  youx  money  —  " 

"  JSntitled,  of  ooutm,  but —  " 

"  There  it  i»;  leston  to  me  the  oontnot  foi  thn  child's 
aerrioea." 

Bogge  gased  on  a  loU  ot  bank-notea,  and  omild 
acanely  beliere  hia  eyes.  He  darted  forth  his  haoct;  the 
notes  teoeded  like  ttw  dagger  ia  Kacbeth,  — "  Fint  the 
cMitiact,"  aaid  Urs.  Ciane.  Bngge  dnw  oat  hia  greasy 
pocket-book,  and  extmctod  the  worthless  engagement. 

"  Henceforth,  then,"  said  Uia.  Crane,  "  yon  have  no 
right  to  complain ;  and  whether  or  not  the  gill  ever  again 
fall  in  your  way,  your  claim  over  her  ceases. " 

"The  gods  be  praised  I  it  does,  ma'am;  I  have  had 
quite  enough  ot  her.  But  you  are  every  inch  a  lady, 
and  allow  me  to  add,  that  I  put  you  on  my  free  list  for 
life." 

Bngge  gone,  Arabella  Crane  summoned  Bridgett  to 
her  presence. 

"Lor,  miea,"  cried  Bridgett,  impulsively,  'who'd 
think  you'd  been  up  all  night  rakingi  I  have  not 
seen  you  look  so  well  tiiis  many  a  year." 
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"Ah,"  Baid  Aiahella  Cteum,  "I  will  tell  yoa  why. 
I  hare  done  what  for.  many  a  year  I  never  thought  Z 
ahoold  do  again,— a  good  action.  That  child,  —  that 
Sophy,  — yon  lemember  how  croelly  I  used  faerl " 

"  Oh,  miss,  don't  go  for  to  blame  yoniseli;  yon  fed  her, 
you  olothed  her,  whan  her  own  father — the  Tilling^ 
■ent  her  away  from  hiaeelf  to  yon,  —  you  of  all  people, 
you.  How  coold  you  be  caiessing  and  fawning  on  hia 
child,  —  tiieir  child  t" 

Htb.  Crane  hung  her  head  gloomily.  "What  ia  past 
is  past.  I  hare  lived  to  save  that  child,  and  a  carse 
eeema  lifted  from  my  soul.  Now  listen,  I  shall  leave 
London, — England,  probably  this  eveuing.  Yon  will 
heap  this  house;  it  will  be  ready  for  me  any  moment 
I  return.  The  agent  who  collects  my  house-r^ts  will 
give  you  money  as  you  want  it.  Stint  not  youneli, 
JBridgett.  I  have  been  saving,  and  saving,  and  saving, 
for  dreary  years,  — nothing  else  to  interest  me,  and  I  am 
richer  than  I  seem. " 

*  Bat  where  are  you  going,  miss  I "  said  Brii^tt, 
slowly  recovering  fram  the  etupefactioa  occasioned  \)ij 
her  mistress's  annonncament. 

'  I  don't  know, — I  don't  care." 

"  Oh,  gracious  starsl  is  it  with  that  dreadful  Jasper 
liOselyt  —  it  is,  it  ia.  Yon  are  crazed,  yon  are  be- 
witched, miss!" 

"Possibly  I  am  oioied, — possibly  bewitched;  but  I 
take  that  man's  life  to  mine  as  a  penance  for  all  the 
evil  mine  has  ever  known;  and  a  day  or  two  since  I 
ahoold  have  said,  with  lage  and  shame, '  I  cannot  help 
it;  I  loathe  myself  that  I  can  care  what  becomes  of 
him.'  Now,  without  rage,  without  shame,  I  say,  '  The 
man  whom  I  once  bo  loved  shall  not  die  on  a  gibbet  if  I 
con  help  itj  and,  please  Heaven,  help  it  I  will.'  " 
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The  grim  womui  folded  her  arms  on  her  breast,  and 
nifiing  her  head  to  its  full  hei^t,  theis  was  in  Let  face 
■nd  air  a  stern  gloomy  grandem,  which  ooold  not  hare 
been  seen  without  a  mixed  senaation  of  compassion  and 
ave. 

"  Go,  now,  Bridgett;  I  have  said  all.  He  will  be 
here  aoon;  he  will  come,  —  he  miut  come:  he  baa  no 
choice;  and  then  —  and  tlwn  — "  ahe  closed  her  eyes, 
bowed  her  head,  and  shivered. 

Arabella  Gnus  was,  as  oanal,  right  in  her  predic- 
tiona.  Before  noon  Jasper  cams,' — came,  not  with  his 
jocund  8wa^;er,  but  with  that  sideling  sinister  look; 
look  of  the  man  whom  the  world  cuts  triumphantly 
restored  to  its  former  place  in  hie  visage.  Madame 
Caumartin  had  been  arrested;  Foole  had  gone  into  the 
country  with  Uncle  Sam;  Jasper  hod  seen  a  police- 
officer  at  the  door  of  his  own  lodgings.  He  slunk  away 
from  the  fashionable  thoroughfaroe;  slunk  to  the  re- 
cesses of  Podden  Place;  slmik  into  Arabella  Crane's 
[ffim  drawing-room,  and  said,  sullenly,  "All  is  up; 
here  I  ami " 

Three  days  afterwards,  in  a  quiet  street  in  a  quiet  town 
of  Belginm,  — wherein  a  sharper,  striving  to  live  by  his 
profession,  would  soon  become  a  skeleton, — in  a  commo- 
dious, airy  apartment,  looking  upon  a  magnificent  street, 
ih»  reverse  of  noisy,  Jasper  Losely  sat  secure,  innocuous, 
and  profoundly  miserable.  In  another  house,  Ihe  win- 
dows of  which — facing  those  of  Jasper's  sitting-ioom, 
from  an  upper  story  —  commanded  so  good  a  view  theiein 
that  it  phtced  him  under  a  surveillance  akin  to  that  de- 
signed by  Mr.  Bentham's  reformatory  Panoptioon,  sat 
Arabella  Crane.  Whatever  her  real  feelings  towuda 
Jasper  Loeely  (and  what  those  feelings  were  no  virile 
pen  can  presume  anthoritatively  to  define ;  for  lived  there 
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ever  a  man  vho  thoroughly — thoroughly  nndeietood  a 
woman  1),  or  irhateTer  in  earlier  life  might  have  been  their 
reciprocated  vows  of  eternal  love ,  —  not  only  from  the  day 
that  Jasper,  on  his  tetum  to  his  native  shores,  presented 
himself  in  Fodden  Place,  bad  their  intimacy  been  re- 
stricted to  the  austerest  bonds  of  friendship,  bat  aft«r 
Jasper  had  so  rudely  declined  Uie  hand  which  now  fed 
him,  Arobella  Crane  had  probably  perceived  that  her 
sole  chance  of  retaining  intellectual  power  over  his 
lawless  being,  necessitated  the  utter  relinquishment  of 
every  hope  or  project  that  could  expose  her  again  to  his 
contempt.  Suiting  appearances  to  reality,  the  decorum 
of  a  separate  house  was  essential  to  the  maintenance  of 
that  authority  with  which  the  rigid  nature  of  their 
intercourse  invested  her.  The  additional  cost  strained 
her  pecuniary  resources;  but  she  saved  in  her  own 
accommodation,  in  order  to  leave  Jasper  no  cause  to 
complain  of  any  stinting  in  his.  There,  theu,  she  sat 
by  her  window,  herself  unseen,  eying  him  in  his  oppo- 
site solitude;  accepting  for  her  own  life  a  barren  sacri- 
fice, but  a  jealous  sentinel  on  his.  Meditotli^;  as  she 
sat,  and  as  she  eyed  Mm;  meditating  what  employment 
she  could  invent,  with  the  bribe  of  emoluments  to  be 
paid  furtively  by  her,  for  those  strong  hands  that  could 
have  felled  an  ox,  but  were  nerveless  in  turning  an 
honest  penny, — and  for  that  restless  mind,  hungering 
for  occupation,  with  the  digestion  of  an  ostrich  for  dice 
and  debauch,  riot  and  fraud,  but  queaqr  as  an  exhausted 
dyspeptic  at  the  reception  of  one  innocent  amusement, 
one  honorable  toil.  But  while  that  woman  still  schemes 
how  to  rescue  from  hulks  or  halter  that  execrable  man, 
who  shall  say  that  he  is  without  a  chancel  A  chance 
be  has,  —  WHAT  will  hb  do  with  itI 
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Enrj  will  b«  »  adeau  wban  tt  lanai*  tba  dm  ot  the  miaoMopa. 

When  leavea  fall  and  flowers  fade,  great  people  are 
found  in  their  ooTrntry-Beata.  Looli !  —  that  is  Montfort 
Court.  A  place  of  regal  magnificence,  so  far  as  extent 
of  pile  and  amplitude  of  domain  could  satisfy  the  pride 
of  ownership,  or  inspire  the  visitor  with  the  respect 
due  to  wealtii  and  power.  An  artist  ooold  have  made 
nothing  of  it.  The  sumptuous  everTwhere,  —  the  pic- 
turesque nowhere.  The  house  was  built  in  the  reign 
of  George  I. ,  when  first  commenced  that  horror  of  the 
beautifol,  as  something  in  bad  taste,  which,  agreeably 
to  our  natural  love  of  progress,  pr(^;re8Biyelf  advanced 
through  the  reigns  of  succeeding  Qeorges.  An  enor- 
mous facade,  —  in  dull-brown  brick;  two  wii^  and 
a  centre,  with  doable  flights  of  steps  to  the  h&ll-door 
from  the  carriage -sweep.  Ko  trees  allowed  to  grow  too 
near  the  bouae;  in  front,  a  stately  flat  with  stone  balus- 
trades.  But  whereTer  the  eye  turned,  there  was  nothing 
to  be  seen  but  park,  —  miles  upon  miles  of  park;  nota 
cornfield  in  sight;  not  a  roof-tree;  not  a  spire:  only 
tiiose  lata  silentia,  —  still  widths  of  turf,  and,  some- 
what thinly  scattered  and  afar,  those  groves  of  giant 
trees.  The  whole  prospect  so  vast  and  so  monotonous 
that  it  never  tempted  you  to  take  a  walk.     N'o  oloos- 
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neighboring,  poetic  thicket  into  which  to  plonge,  oneer- 
tain  whe&er  you  wonld  emerge;  no  devious  stream  to 
follow.  The  very  deer,  fat  and  heavy,  seemed  bored  by 
pasturaa  it  would  take  them  a  week  to  trarene.  People 
of  modei&te  wishes  and  modest  fortunes  never  envied 
Montfort  Court;  thsy  admired  it,  —  they  were  pioud  to 
Bay  they  bad  seen  it.     But  never  did  they  say,  — 

"  Oh,  tbot  for  me  some  home  like  this  woold  gmQe  I " 

Not  BO,  very,  — very  great  people!  They  rather  coveted 
than  admired.  Those  oak-trees  bo  lai^,  yet  bo  unde- 
cayed;  that  park,  eighteen  milea  at  least  in  circumfer- 
ence; that  Bolid  palace  which,  without  inconvenience, 
could  entertain  and  sto^  away  a  king  and  hie  whole 
court,  —  in  short,  all  that  evidence  of  a  princely  ter- 
ritory, and  a  weighty  rent-roll,  made  English  dukes 
reapectfolly  envious,  and  foreign  potentates  giatifyingly 
jealous. 

But  turn  from  the  front.  Open  the  gate  in  Qxai  stone 
balustrade.  Come  southward  to  the  garden  side  of  ttke 
house.  Lady  Montfort's  flower-garden.  Yes;  not  so 
dulll  —  flowera,  even  autumnal  flowers,  enliven  any 
Bward.  Still,  on  bo  large  a  scale,  and  so  little  relief; 
so  little  mystery  about  those  broad  gravel- walks ;  not  a 
winding  alley  anywhere.  Oh  for  a  vulgar  summer- 
house;  for  some  alcove,  all  honeysuckle  and  ivyl  But 
the  dahlias  are  aplendidl  Very  true;  only  ddiliss  at 
the  best,  are  such  uninteresting,  piosy  things.  What 
poet  ever  wrote  upon  a  dahlia  I  Surely  Lady  Montfort 
might  have  introduced  a  little  more  taste  here,  — shown 
a  little  more  fan<7l  Lady  Afontfortl  I  should  like  to 
see  my  lord's  face,  if  Lady  Montfort  took  any  such  lib- 
erty. But  there  is  Lady  Montfort  walking  slowly  along 
that  broad,  broad,  broad  gravel-walk, — those  splendid 
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dahlias,  on  either  side,  in  their  set  parterres.  There 
she  walks,  in  full  evidence  from  all  those  sixty  temorse- 
lees  windows  on  the  garden  front,  each  window  exactly 
like  the  other.  There  she  walke,  looking  wiaUuIly  to 
the  far  end,  —  'tis  a  long  way  off, — where,  happily, 
there  is  a  wicket  that  carries  a  petseTering  pedeetrian 
out  of  sight  of  the  sixty  windows,  into  shady  walks, 
towards  the  hanks  of  that  immense  piece  of  water,  two 
miles  from  tiie  house.  Hy  lord  has  not  returned  from 
his  moor  in  Scotland,  —  my  lady  is  alone.  No  company 
in  the  honee,  — it  is  like  saying,  *  No  acquaintance  in 
a  city."  But  the  retinue  in  full.  Though  she  dined 
alone,  ehe  might,  had  she  pleased,  hare  had  almost  as 
many  serrante  to  gase  upon  her  as  there  were  windows 
now  staring  at  her  lonely  valk,  with  their  glassy,  spec- 
tral eyes. 

Just  as  Lady  Montfort  gains  the  wicket,  she  is  orer- 
taken  hy  a  visitor,  walking  fast  from  tiie  gravel  sweep  \ij 
the  front  door,  where  he  has  dismomnted,  —  where  he 
has  caught  sight  of  her;  any  one  so  dismounting  mi(^ 
have  caught  sight  of  her,  —  oould  not  help  it.  Gardens 
so  fine,  were  made  on  purpose  for  fine  persona  walking 
in  them  to  be  seen. 

"Ah,  Lady  Montfort,"  said  the  visitor,  stammering 
painfully;  "  I  am  so  glad  to  find  you  at  home." 

"At  home,  Qeorgel"  said  the  lady,  extending  her 
hand ;  "  where  else  is  it  likely  tjiat  I  should  be  found  t 
Bat  how  pale  yon  are.     What  has  happened  t " 

She  seated  h^self  on  a  bench,  under  a  oedar-tree,  just 
without  the  wicket,  and  Qeorge  Moiley,  our  old  friend 
the  Oxonian,  seated  himself  by  her  side  familiarly,  but 
with  a  certain  reverence.  Lady  Montfort  was  a  fev 
years  older  than  himself;  his  oousin,— he  had  known 
her  from  his  childhood. 
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"  What  hu  happened! "  he  repeated;  '  nothing  dst, 
I  have  jost  oome  from  Tisiting  the  good  bishop. " 
"  He  does  not  hesitate  to  ordain  yon  I  " 
"'So,  —  but  I  shall  never  ask  him  to  do  so." 
"  My  dear  cousin,  are  you  not  over-scmpulonst    Yon 
would  be  an  ornament  te  the  Church,  sufficient  in  all 
eke  to  justify  your  compulsory  omission  of  one  da^, 
which  a  cniato  conld  perform  for  you. " 

Morley  shook  his  head  sadly.  "  One  duty  omittedl " 
aaid  he.  "  But  is  it  not  that  duty  which  diafcinguiahea 
the  priest  from  the  layman  I  and  how  fat  extends  that 
duty!  Whererer  there  needs  a  yoioe  to  speak  tlie 
Word, — not  in  the  pulpit  only,  but  at  Uie  hearth,  by 
the  flick-bed,  —  thero  should  be  the  Pastor  I  Ko,  —  I 
cannot,  I  ought  not,  I  dare  notl  Incompetent  as  the 
laborer,  bow  can  I  be  worthy  of  the  hirel"  It  took 
him  long  to  bring  out  these  words :  his  emotioa  incresaed 
his  infirmly.  Lady  Montfort  liBt«ned  with  an  exquisite 
re^tect,  vieible  in  her  compassion,  and  paused  long  befon 
she  answered. 

George  Morley  was  the  younger  son  of  a  countiy  gen- 
tleman, with  a  good  estate  settled  upon  the  elder  aoo. 
George's  fother  had  been  an  intimate  friend  of  his  kins- 
man, the  Marquees  of  Montfort  (predecessor  and  grand- 
sire  of  the  present  lord) ;  and  the  Marquess  hod,  as  he 
thought,  amply  provided  for  George  in  undertaking  to 
secure  to  him,  when  of  fitting  age,  the  living  of  Hum- 
beretoD,  the  most  lucrative  preferment  in  his  gift.  The 
living  had  been  held  for  the  last  fifteen  yeara  by  an 
incumbent,  now  very  old,  upon  the  honorable  under- 
standing that  it  was  to  be  resigned  in  favor  of  George, 
should  George  teke  orders.  The  young  man  from  his 
earliest  childhood  thus  destined  to  the  Churfib,  devoted 
to  the  prospect  of  that  profession  all  his  studies,  all  hit 
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Ihcn^htB.  "Sot  till  he  me  sixteen  did  hia  inflnnitf  ol 
speech  make  itself  seriDiuly  perceptible ;  and  theB  sloca- 
ti<m-inasteTs  undertook  to  cure  it,  —  they  tailed.  But 
QeoTge'B  mind  oontinued  in  the  direction  towards  which 
it  had  been  so  systematically  biassed.  Xhitering  Oxford, 
he  become  abeorbed  in  its  academical  ahsdes.  Amidst 
his  books  he  almost  foigot  the  impediment  of  his 
speech.  Shy,  taoitant,  and  solitary,  he  mixed  too 
little  wi&  others  to  hare  it  much  brought  before  hie 
own  notice.  He  carried  off  prizes,  —  he  took  high 
honors.  On  leaving  the  nniyersity,  a  prcfomid  theolo- 
gian, an  enthusiastic  churchman,  filled  with  the  most 
earnest  sense  of  the  pastor's  solemn  calling,  —  he  was 
thus  complimentfirily  aecoeted  by  the  Archimandrite 
of  his  coll^,  "What  a  pity  you  cannot  go  into  the 
ChmchI" 

"  Cannot,  —  hat  I  am  going  into  the  Church. " 

"  Tout  is  it'  poasiblet  But,  perhaps,  you  are  sun  of 
a  living  —  " 

"  Tea ,  —  Hombeiston. " 

"  An  immense  living,  hut  a  very  laige  population. 
Certainly  it  is  in  the  bishop's  own  discretionary  power 
to  ordain  you,  and  for  oil  the  duties  you  can  keep 
a  cunte.  But  — "  the  Don  stoi^wd  short,  and  took 
muff. 

That 'but"  said  as  plainly  as  words  could  say,  "Tt 
may  be  a  good  thing  for  you,  but  is  it  f^r  for  the 
Chuwhl" 

So  George  Morley,  at  least,  thought  that  "  bnt " 
implied.  His  oonsoience  took  alarm.  He  was  a  thor- 
oughly noble-hearted  man,  likely  to  be  the  more  ten- 
der of  oonacienos  where  tempted  by  worldly  interests. 
With  that  living  he  was  rich,  without  it  very  poor. 
But  to  give  up  a  calling,  to  the  idea  of  which  he  had 
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attached  himself  with  all  the  force  of  a  poverfnl  and 
lealoua  nature,  was  to  gire  ap  the  whole  echeme  and 
dream  of  his  eziBtenca.  He  remained  irresolute  tor 
some  time;  at  last  he  wrote  to  tlie  praeeut  Lord  Kont- 
fort,  intimating  his  doubts,  and  nlicTing  the  Haiqueas 
feom  the  ang^ement  which  hie  lordship's  piedeoesM« 
had  made.  The  present  Marquess  was  not  a  man  cita- 
ble of  understanding  anoh  scruples.  But,  luckily  per- 
haps for  George  and  for  the  Church,  the  larger  affiurs  of 
the  great  House  of  Montfort  were  not  adroiniatered  li^ 
the  Uarquess.  The  parliamentary  influences,  Uie  eccle- 
aiastical  preferments,  t<^tlier  with  the  practical  direc- 
tion of  minor  agente  to  the  Yoet  snd  oomplioated  estates 
attached  to  the  title,  were  at  that  time  under  the  direction 
of  Ml.  Garr  Vipcoit,  a  powerful  member  of  Parliament, 
and  hnaband  to  that  Lady  Selina  whoae  condeaoeusion 
had  so  disturbed  the  nerves  of  Fiank  Yance,  the  artist. 
Hr.  Garr  Yipont  goremed  this  Tice-royalty  according  to 
the  rules  and  traditioos  by  which  the  House  of  Montfort 
had  become  great  and  prosperous.  For  not  only  eveij 
state,  but  every  great  eeignorial  House  has  its  hereditary 
maxims  of  polji^ ;  not  lesa  the  House  of  Montfort  Qtan 
the  House  of  Ihpeburg.  Now  the  House  of  Uontioit 
made  it  a  role  that  all  admitted  to  be  members  of  Uib 
family  should  help  each  other;  that  the  head  of  the 
House  should  never,  if  it  could  be  avoided,  sufEsr  any 
of  its  branches  to  decay  and  wither  into  poverty.  The 
House  of  Montfort  also  held  it  a  duty  to  foster  snd  make 
the  most  of  every  species  of  talent  that  coold  swell  the 
influence  or  adorn  the  annals  of  the  family.  Having 
isnk,  having  wealth,  it  sought  also  to  secure  intellect 
and  to  knit  together  into  solid  union,  throughout  all 
ramifications  of  kinship  and  cousinhood,  each  variety  of 
repute  and  power  that  could  root  the  ancient  tree  mon 
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firmly  in  the  loud.  AgnoMj  to  thia  tnditional  p&ticj, 
Mr.  Carr  Vipont  not  only  desired  that  a  Yipost  Moiley 
ahonld  not  lose  a  veiy  good  thing,  but  that  a  very  good 
thing  should  not  loae  a  Vipont  Morley  of  high  ooadem- 
ical  dietiDGtion, — a  Vipont  Morley  who  might  be  a 
bishopl  He  therefon  drew  up  an  admirable  letter, 
which  the  Marquess  signed,  —  that  the  Marqueas  should 
take  the  trouble  of  copying  it  was  out  of  the  question, 
—  whet«ln  Lard  Mon^rt  was  made  to  express  great 
admiration  of  the  disinterested  delicacy  of  sentimsnt, 
which  proved  George  Vipont  Morley  to  be  still  mon 
fitted  to  the  cure  of  souls;  and,  placing  rocons  at 
Montfort  Court  at  his  serrice  (the  Marquess  not  being 
himself  there  at  the  moment),  soggested  that  George 
should  talk  die  matter,  over  with  the  present  incumbent 
of  Humberaton  (that  town  was  not  many  miles  distant 
from  Montfort  Goort),  who,  though  be  had  no  impedi- 
ment in  his  speech,  still  never  himself  preached  or  read 
prayers,  owing  to  an  affeotion  of  the  trachea,  and  who 
was,  nevertheless,  a  most  effldent  clergyman.  George 
Morley,  therefore,  had  gone  down  to  Montfort  Court 
some  mcHiths  ago,  ju^  after  his  interview  with  Mn. 
Crane.  He  had  then  accepted  an  invitation  to  spend 
a  week  or  two  with  the  Bev.  Mr.  Altsop,  the  rector  of 
Humberston,  — a  clergyman  of  the  old  school,  a  fair 
scholar,  a  perfect  gentleman,  a  man  of  the  highest 
honor,  good-natured,  chatitable,  but  who  took  pastoral 
duties  much  more  easily  than  good  dei^ymen  of  the 
new  echool  —  be  they  high  or  low  —  are  disposed  to  do. 
Mr.  AUsop,  who  was  then  in  his  eightieth  year,  a  bach- 
elor  with  a  very  good  fortune  of  his  own,  was  perfectly 
wilting  to  fulfil  the  engagement  on  which  he  held  bii 
living,  and  render  it  up  to  G^eorge;  but  he  was  touched 
1^  the  earnestness  with  which  George  assured  him  that 
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at  all  eventa  he  would  not  consent  to  displaoe  the  Ten. 
enbls  incumbent  from  a  tenoie  he  had  so  long  and 
honorably  held,  —  and  would  wait  till  the  living  was 
Tacated  in  ths  ordinary  oonree  of  nature.  Mr.  Allsop 
conceiyed  a  warm  affection  for  the  young  seholar.  He 
had  a  grand-niece  staying  with  him  on  a  visit,  who  Ins 
openly,  but  not  less  warmly,  shared  tbkt  affecticaii  and 
witti  her  G«oi^  Morley  fell  shyly  and  timorously  in 
love.  With  that  living  he  would  be  rich  eooogh  to 
marry,  —  without  it,  no.  Witiiont  it  he  had  nothing 
but  a  fellowship,  which  mabimony  would  forfeit,  and 
the  scanty  portion  of  a  country  squire's  younger  son. 
The  young  lady  heiself  was  dow^less;  for  Allsop's 
fortune  was  bo  settled  that  no  ahaiv  of  it  would  come 
to  his  grand-niece.  Anotiier  reason  for  oonscienc«  to 
gulp  down  that  unhappy  impediment  of  apeechi  Cer- 
tainly, during  this  visit,  Morley's  scruples  relaxed;  but 
when  he  returned  home  they  came  back  with  greater 
force  than  ever,  —  with  greater  force,  because  he  felt 
that  now  not  only  a  spiritual  ambition,  but  a  human 
love  was  a  casuist  in  favor  of  self-intoreet  He  bod 
returned  on  a  visit  to  Humberston  Rectory  about  a  wec^ 
pnvious  to  t^e  date  of  this  chapter,  — ~  the  niece  was  not 
there.  Sternly  he  had  forced  himself  to  examine  a  little 
more  closely  into  the  condition  of  the  flock  which  (if  he 
accepted  the  obai^)  he  would  have  to  guide,  and  the 
duties  that  devolved  upon  a  chief  pastor  in  a  populous 
trading  town.  He  became  appalled.  Humberston,  like 
most  towns  under  the  political  influence  of  a  great 
House,  was  rent  by  parties.  One  party,  who  suc- 
oeeded  in  retumii^  one  of  the  two  members  for  Par- 
liament, all  for  the  House  of  Monttort;  the  other  par^i 
who  returned  also  their  member,  all  against  it.  By 
one-half  the  town,  whatever  came  fnnn  Miaaibat  Oouit 
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was  sure  to  be  r^arded  with  a  most  malignant  and  dia- 
torted  Tieion.  MeanvhiU,  though  Mr.  AIlsop  vas  pop- 
nlai  Tith  the  higher  classes,  and  with  such  of  the  extreme 
•  poor  BB  hie  charity  telieTed,  his  pastoral  influence  gen- 
erally was  a  dead  letter.  His  carat«,  vho  preached  for 
him,  —  a  good  yonng  man  enough,  but  extremely  dnll, 
—  was  not  one  of  thoee  men  who  fill  a  church,  "nvdea- 
men  wanted  ao  excuse  to  stay  away,  or  choose  another 
place  of  worship;  and  they  contrived  to  hear  some 
passage  in  the  sermons  —  over  which,  while  the  curate 
mumbled,  they  habitually  slept  —  that  they  declared  to 
be  "  Fuseyite. "  The  church  became  deserted ;  and  about 
the  same  tame  a  very  eloquent  Dissenting  minister  ap- 
peared at  Hnmberston,  and  even  professed  ohtuehfolkB 
went  to  hear  him.  George  Horley,  alas!  perceived  that 
at  Humberston,  if  the  Ghmch  there  were  to  bold  her 
own,  a  powerful  and  popular  preacher  was  essentially 
required.  His  mind  was  now  made  up.  At  Carr 
Vipont's  Huggestion,  the  bishop  of  the  dioceee,  being 
then  at  his  palace,  hod  sent  to  see  him;  and,  while 
granting  the  force  of  hia  scruples,  had  yet  said,  "  Mine 
is  the  main  responsibility.  But  if  you  ask  me  to  ordain 
you  I  will  do  eo  without  hesitation ;  for  if  the  Ghuich 
wants  preachers,  it  also  wants  deep  scholars  and  virtoous 
pastors."  Fresh  from  tliis  interview,  George  Uorley 
came  to  announce  to  Lady  Montfort  that  his  resolve 
was  unshaken.  She,  I  have  said,  paused  long  before 
she  answered.  "  George,"  she  began  at  last,  in  a  voice 
BO  touchingly  sweet  that  its  very  sound  was  balm  -to  a 
wounded  spirit, — "I  must  not  argue  with  you;  I  bow 
before  the  grandeur  of  your  motives,  and  I  will  not  say 
(hat  yoa  are  not  right.  One  thing  I  do  feel,  that  if  you 
thns  sacrifice  your  inclinations  and  interests  from  sci«> 
pies  80  pun  and  holy,  you  will  never  be  to  be  piUed,  '■ — 
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joa  will  nevei  know  regret.  Poor  or  ricli,  single  ca 
wedded,  a.  Boul  that  bo  seeks  to  leflect  heaven  will  be 
uiene  and  blessed."  Thus  she  continued  to  addieei 
him  for  Bome  time,  he,  all  the  while,  inexptessiUy - 
soothed  and  comforted;  then  giaduall;  ahe  inedQnated 
hopes  even  of  a  worldly  and  temporal  kind,  —  litetatore 
waa  left  to  him;  the  Bcholai's  pen,  if  not  the  pieachei's 
voice.  In  literature  he  might  make  a  career  that  woold 
lead  on  to  fortune.  There  were  places  also  in  the  pnUic 
service  to  which  a  defect  in  speech  was  no  obetacle. 
She  knew  Us  secret,  modest  attachment;  she  alluded 
to  it  just  enough  to  encourage  constancy  and  rebuke 
despair.  As  she  ceased,  his  admiring  and  grateful  ocm- 
sciouaness  of  his  cousin's  rare  qualities  changed  the  tide 
of  his  emotions  towards  her  from  himself,  and  he  ez- 
elalmed  with  an  eamestneas  that  almost  wholly  subdued 
his  stutter,  — 

"What  a  counsellor  yon  are  I  —  what  a  soother!  It 
Montfort  were  but  lees  prosperous  or  more  ambitious, 
what  a  treasuie,  either  to  oonsols  or  to  sustain,  in  a  mind 
like  youiB  I " 

As  those  words  ware  said,  you  might  have  seen  at 
once  why  Lady  Montfort  was  called  haughty  and  re- 
served. Her  lip  seemed  suddenly  to  snatch  hade  its 
sweet  amile;  her  dark  eye,  befon  so  purely,  softly 
friend-like,  became  coldly  distant;  the  tones  of  hst 
voice  were  not  the  some  as  she  answered,  — 

"  Lord  Montfort  values  me,  as  it  is,  far  beyond  my 
merits:  far,"  she  added,  with  a  different  intonatitm, 
gravely  moumful. 

"  Forgive  me ;  I  have  displeased  yon.  I  did  not 
mean  it.  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  presume  eitba 
to  disparage  Lord  Montfort,  or — or  to  —  "  he  stopped 
diort,   saving   the    hiatus   1^  a  convenient  stammer. 


.coy  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HE  DO  WITH  IT?  477 

'Only,"  be  oontiitued,  after  a  pause,  "only  forgiva 
me  this  once.  BeooUect  I  was  a  little  boy  wliea  you 
were  a  young  lady,  and  I  have  pelted  you  with  snow- 
balle,  and  mllsd  you  'Catoline.'"  Lady  Montfort 
auppiessed  a  sigh,  and  gave  the  young  scholar  back 
her  giacioue  smile,  but  not  a  smile  that  would  have 
permitted  him  to  call  her  "  Caioline "  again.  She 
lemained,  indeed,  a  little  more  distant  than  usual 
during  the  rest  of  their  interriew,  which  was  not 
much  prolonged;  for  Morley  felt  annoyed  with  him- 
■elf  that  he  had  ao  indiscreetly  offended  her,  and  seiied 
an  excuse  to  escape.  "By  the  by,"  said  he,  "I  have 
a  letter  from  Mr.  Carr  Vipont,  asking  me  to  give  him  a 
aketch  tot  a  Qothio  bridge  to  the  water  yonder.  I  will, 
with  your  leave,  walk  down  and  look  at  the  proposed 
aite.     Only  do  say  that  you  forgive  me." 

"Forgive  you,  Gonain  Qeoige;  oh,  yes.  One  word 
ODly,  — it  is  true  you  were  a  child  still  when  I  fancied 
I  was  a  woman,  and  you  have  a  right  to  talk  to  me  apon 
all  things,  except  those  that  relat«  to  me  and  Iioid  Mont- 
fort; unless,  indeed,"  abe  added  with  a  bewitching  half 
laugh,  —  *  unless  you  ever  see  cause  to  scold  me,  there, 
Good-hy,  my  couain,  and  in  turn  forgive  me,  if  I  waa 
ao  petnlant.  The  Caroline  you  pelted  with  Bnowballs 
was  always  a  wayward,  impulsive  creature,  quick  to  take 
offence,  to  misundereiAnd,  and  —  to  repent." 

Back  into  the  broad,  broad  gravel-walk,  walked,  more 
slowly  than  before,  Lady  Montfort.  Again  the  six^ 
ghasUy  windows  stared  at  her  with  all  their  eyes, — ' 
back  from  the  gravel-walk,  through  a  side-door,  into 
iba  pompons  solitude  of  the  stately  house;  across  long 
chambeis,  where  the  mirrors  reflected  her  form,  and  the 
huge  chairs,  in  their  flaunting  damask  and  flaring  gold , 
stood  etiff  on  desolate  floors ;  into  her  own  private  room. 
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—neithw  laige  nor  aplendid  that:  plain  chintEes,  qoiet 
book-fihelves.  Sb»  oeod  not  have  bean  the  Maichionen 
of  Uimtfort  to  inhabit  a  room  as  pleasant  aiid  as  luza- 
TioQS.  And  tlie  rooms  that  ahe  could  oulj  have  owned 
as  Maichionese,  what  were  those  worth  to  her  happi- 
ness t  I  know  not.  "Nothing,"  fine  ladies  will  per- 
haps answer.  Yet  thoae  aame  fine  ladies  will  CMitarivfl 
to  dispose  their  daughters  to  answer,  "AU."  In  hv 
own  room  Lady  HonUort  sunk  on  her  chair;  wearily, 
wearily  she  looked  at  the  clock;  wearily  at  the  books 
<m  the  shelves, — at  the  harp  near  the  window.  Then 
she  leaned  her  ttux  on  her  hand,  and  tiiat  face  was  so 
sad,  and  so  hnmbly  sad,  that  yon  would  have  wondered 
how  any  one  could  call  Lady  Montfort  proud. 

"Tieesore!  I  —  II  —  WM^thless,  fiakle,  credolous 
foolt    I  — I!" 

The  gloom  of  the  chambers  entered  with  the  letters 
by  the  afternoon  poet.  That  Great  House  contrived  to 
worry  itself  with  two  posts  a  day.  A  royal  command 
to  Windsor  — 

"  I  shall  be  more  alone  in  a  court  than  here,  "murmuied 
Lady  Montfort. 
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CHAPTER  IL 


MxASWBiLB  George  Morley  followed  tiie  long,  Bhadj 
walk  —  veiy  handsoms  walk, — full  of  prize  roaes  and 
rare  exotics,  artificiall;  winding,  too;  walk  ao  well  kept 
that  it  took  thirty-foor  men  to  keep  it;  noble  walk,  tire- 
aome  w&lk  —  till  it  brooght  him  to  the  great  piece  of 
watw,  which,  perhape,  four  times  in  the  year  was 
Tinted  by  the  great  folks  in  the  Great  Honee.  Ajid, 
beii^;  thus  out  of  the  immediate  pateonage  of  fashion, 
the  great  piece  of  mter  really  looked  natural, — com- 
panionable, refreshing;  yon  hegan  to  breathe;  to  un- 
button your  waisbsoat;  loosen  yonr  neckcloth;  quote 
Chancer,  if  you  could  recollect  him,  or  Cowper,  or 
Shakespeare,  or  Thomson's  "Seaaons";  —  in  short,  any 
scrape  of  verse  that  came  into  yoni  head,  —  as  your 
feet  grew  joyou&ly  entangled  with  fern;  aa  the  trees 
grouped  f oreet-like  before  and  round  you ,  —  trees  which 
there,  being  out  of  sight,  were  allowed  to  grow  too  old 
to  be  worth  ftve  shillings  a*piece ;  moss-grown,  hollow- 
brmked,  some  pollarded,  —  trees  invaluablBl  Ha,  the 
haiet  How  she  scudsl  See,  the  deer  marching  down 
to  the  water-side.  Wkat  groves  of  bulrushes,  —  Lslands 
of  water-lily  I  And  to  throw  a  Qothic  bridge  then, 
bring  a  great  gravel  road  over  the  hiidgel  Oh,  ahame, 
ahamel 

So  would  hare  said  the  scholar,  for  he  had  a  tns 
■entiment  for  Katare,  if  tin  bridge  had  not  clean  gma 
out  of  his  head. 
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Waadering  klone,  he  came  at  last  to  the  most  nm- 
loageouB  and  sequestend  bank  of  the  wid«  water,  clo«ed 
round  on  every  side  by  brnshwood,  or  crtill,  patriarchal 
trees. 

Suddenly  he  arrested  his  stops;  an  idea  struck  him, 
— one  of  those  odd,  whimsical,  grotesque  ideas  which 
often,  when  we  aie  alone,  come  aciott  us,  even  in  our 
quietest  or  most  anxioos  moods.  Was  his  infirmity 
Tsallj  incurable  t  Hlooution-masten  had  said,  "  Cer- 
tainly not;"  but  they  had  done  Mm  no  good.  Tet 
had  not  the  greatest  orator  the  world  ever  knew  a 
defect  in  uttenncel  He,  too,  Demosthenes,  had,  no 
doubt,  paid  fees  to  elocution -masters,  the  best  in  Athens, 
where  elocution-masters  must  hare  studied  their  ait  ad 
unffuetn,  and  the  defect  had  baffled  them.  But  did 
Demosthenes  despair  I  Ko,  he  resolved  to  cure  him- 
eell  HowT  Was  it  not  one  of  his  methods  to  fill 
his  mouth  with  pebbles,  and  pisotise  manfully  to  the 
roaring  seat  George  Horley  had  never  tried  the  effect 
of  pebbles.  Was  there  any  virtue  in  them  T  Why  not 
try  T  Ko  sea  there,  it  is  txne ;  but  a  sea  was  only  useful 
as  representing  the  noise  of  a  stormy,  democratic  audi- 
ence. To  represent  a  peaoefnl  oongi^ation  that  still 
sheet  of  water  would  do  as  well.  PebUes  there  wero  in 
plenty  just  I7  that  gravelly  cove,  near  which  a  young 
pike  lay  sunning  his  green  back.  Half  in  jest,  half 
in  earnest,  the  scholar  picked  up  a  handful  of  pebbles, 
wiped  them  from  sand  and  mould,  inserted  them  be- 
tween his  teeth  cautiously,  and,  looking  roimd  to  aasure 
himself  that  none  were  hj,  began  an  extempore  dis- 
course. So  interested  did  he  become  in  Uiat  classical 
experiment,  that  he  might  have  tortured  the  air  and 
Bsttmished  the  magpies  (three  of  whom  from  a  neigh- 
boring thicket  listened  perfectly  spell-bound)  for  more 
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than  half  on  horn;  when,  Heized  with  shame  at  the 
ludicrous  impotence  of  his  exertions,  —  with  despair 
that  80  wretched  a  harrier  should  stand  between  his 
mind  and  ita  expression,  —  he  flung  away  the  pebbles, 
and  sinking  on  the  grannd,  he  fairly  wept,  wept  like  a 
bafBed  child. 

The  fact  was,  that  Morlcr^  had  really  the  tempenment 
of  an  orator;  he  had  the  orator's  gifts  in  warmth  of  pas* 
eion,  rash  of  thought,  logical  arrangemeiit;  there  was 
in  him  the  genius  at  a  great  preacher.  He  felt  it,  —  he 
knew  it;  and  in  that  despair  vMoh  only  genius  knows, 
when  some  pitiful  cause  obstructs  ita  energies  aud  strikes 
down  ita  powers,  —  making  a  confidant  of  solitude,  —  he 
wept  loud  and  freely. 

"  Do  not  despond,  sir,  I  undertake  to  cun  you,"  said 
a  voice  behind. 

Geo^  started  up  in  oontosion;  a  man,  elderly,  bat 
fraeh  and  vigoroas,  stood  beside  him,  in  a  light  fustian 
jacket,  a  blue  apron ,  and  with  rashes  in  Mb  hands,  which 
he  continued  to  plait  together  nimbly  and  deftly  as  he 
bowed  to  the  startled  scholar. 

"  I  was  in  the  shade  of  the  thicket  yonder,  sir;  paidon 
me,  I  could  not  help  hearing  you." 

The  Oxonian  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  stared  at  the  man 
with  a  vague  impression  that  he  had  seen  him  before. 
Wheni    Wherel 

"You  can  cure  me,"  he  stuttered  out;  "what  ofl— 
the  folly  of  trying  to  speak  in  public.  Thank  yon,  I 
am  cured." 

"  Kay,  sir;  you  aee  before  you  a  man  who  can  make 
you  a  very  good  speaker.  Tour  voice  is  naturally  fine. 
I  repeat,  I  can  core  a  defect  which  is  not  in  the  organ, 
but  in  the  management!" 

"You  oani  you, — who  and  what  are  youl" 

TOLL  — 31 
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"  A  Iweket-mftker,  air;  I  hope  for  your  ajutom." 

"  Suzely  tbifl  is  not  the  first  time  I  have  eaea  yont " 

"Tme,  yoa  once  kindly  Buffered  me  to  borrow  & 
lesting-plaoe  on  your  father's  Und.  One  good  turn 
deserves  uiother." 

At  that  moment  Sir  Isaac  peeied  through  tiie  biam- 
Ues,  and,  restored  to  Mb  original  whiteness,  and  relieved 
from  hia  falae,  homed  ears,  maiched  gravely  towards  the 
water;  sniSed  at  the  scholar;  slightly  wagged  his  tail; 
and  buried  himself  amongst  tha  reeda  in  search  of  a 
water-rat  he  had  therein  diatnrbed  a  week  before,  and 
always  expected  to  find  again. 

The  sight  of  the  dog  Immediately  cleared  up  the  olood 
in  the  scholar's  memory ;  bat  with  recognition  came  back 
a  keen  curiosity  and  a  sharp  pong  of  remorse. 

"  And  yonr  litde  girl  I "  he  asked,  lookiag  down 
abashed. 

"  Better  than  she  was  when  we  last  inei  Ptorideno* 
is  ab  kind  to  ua." 

Poor  Waife,  be  never  goesaed  that  to  the  person  he 
thus  Tevealed  himself  be  owed  the  grief  for  Sophy's 
abduction.  He  divined  no  reason  for  the  scholar's  flash- 
ing cheek  and  embanaaeed  manner. 

"  Yes,  sir ;  we  have  just  settled  in  thia  neighborhood. 
I  have  a  pret^  cottage  yonder  at  the  outskirts  of  Ute 
Tillage,  and  near  the  park  pales.  I  reoogntzed  you  «t 
once;  and  as  I  heard  yon  jnat  now,  I  called  to  mind, 
that,  when  we  met  before,  you  said  your  citing  should 
be  the  Ohurch,  were  it  not  for  your  difficult  ia  utter- 
BOce ;  and  I  said  to  myself,  '  No  bad  things  those  peb- 
bles, if  his  utterance  were  thick,  which  it  la  not; '  and 
I  have  not  a  doubt,  sir,  that  the  true  fault  of  Dsmoa- 
thenes,  whom  I  presume  you  are  imitating,  was  that  be 
■poke  through  his  nose. " 
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"Eh!"  eaidthe  scholar, 'thioaglihiBDoaet  I  nent 
knew  that  1  —  and  I  —  " 

*  And  you  are  tiyiiig  to  speak  vithont  liuigs ;  that  is, 
without  air  in  them.     You  don't  smoke,  Ipreetunfit" 

"Ho, — certainly  not." 

"  Tou  most  learn,  —  speak  between  each  slow  puff  of 
yooT  pipe.  All  ;ou  want  is  time,  —  time  to  quiet  the 
nerves;  time  to  tiiink;  time  to  breathe.  The  moment 
;ou  begin  to  stammer,  stop, — >fill  the  lunge  thus;  then 
try  again!  It  is  only  a  clever  man  who  can  lefijn  to 
write;  that  is,  to  compose;  but  any  fool  can  be  taught 
to  speak.     Courage  I" 

"  If  you  really  can  teach  me,"  cried  the  learned  man, 
forgetting  all  aelf-reproacfa  for  his  betrayal  of  Waife  to 
Mia.  Giane  in  the  absorbing  interest  of  the  hope  that 
sprang  up  within  him,  —  "if  you  can  tench  me;  if  I  can 
but  oon^-con — eon — conq —  " 

"Slowly ^slowly,  breath  and  time;  take  a  whiff 
from  my  pipe,  —  that's  right.  Tes,  you  can  conquer 
tiie  impediment." 

"  Then  I  will  be  the  beet  friend  to  you  that  man  ever 
had.     There 's  my  hand  on  it." 

'  I  take  it,  but  I  ask  leave  to  change  the  parties  in 
Hm  contract.  I  don't  want  a  friend,  I  don't  deserve 
one.  Ton '11  be  a  friend  to  my  little  girl  instead;  and 
if  ever  I  ask  you  to  help  me  in  aught  for  her  welfare 
and  happiness  —  " 

*  I  will  help,  heart  and  sonll  slight  indeed  any  ser- 
vice to  her  01  to  you  compared  with  such  service  to  me. 
Free  this  wretched  tongue  from  its  stammer,  and  thought 
and  seal  will  not  stammer  whenever  yon  say, '  Keep  your 
promise.'  I  am  so  glad  that  your  Utile  girl  is  still  with 
you." 

Waife  looked  surprised,  *  Is  still  with  me ) — why  not  t" 
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The  tehoitr  bit  hii  tongas.  That  wm  not  the  mament 
to  oonfsM;  it  might  deiitR};^  all  Waifs'a  confidsnoe  ia 
him.  Ha  woald  do  ao  latex.  "  When  Bhall  I  begin  mf 
les8(mt " 

*  Noir,  if  yon  like,  Bnt  have  yon  «  book  in  your 
pocket!" 

"Iftlwaya  have." 

"  Not  Gnek,  I  hope,  nrf " 

*  No,  •  Tolume  of '  Burow's  Seimona.'  Loid  Chatham 
mcommended  thota  nxmona  to  hia  gieei  aon  as  a  study 
for  eloquence." 

'Good I  Will  yon  lend  me  the  volume,  sirt  And 
now  for  it,  list«n  to  me,  -—one  sentence  at  a  time;  diaw 
joui  breath  irhan  I  do." 

The  thiee  magpies  pricked  up  their  ears  again,  and,  aa 
tbef  listened,  murelled  much. 
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CHAPTBE  UL 

CSaald  «•  know  hj  what  itmig*  dicnmtuicw  •  nun'i  ganlii*  bs- 
caine  pi«p«rad  foi  pnutiod  nooew,  we  ihonld  dlieoTei  thst  the 
most  niricekble  Item*  in  hii  edncttioa  waie  nerw  enteied  In 
the  billi  which  hii  father  paid  for  it 

At  the  end  of  the  vei;  fint  leMoa,  George  Koiley  nv 
that  all  the  elocution-mastaiB  to  whose  skill  he  had 
been  consigned,  wete  tdTindems  in  oomperison  to  the 
hasket-makei. 

Waife  did  not  pauls  him  with  aoientific  (Jieories. 
All  that  the  great  comedian  lequiied  of  him  was  to 
obeerve  and  to  imitate.  Observation,  imitation,  lol  the 
groundwork  of  all  art!  the  primal  elements  of  all  geniual 
2fot  there,  indeed,  to  halt,  hot  then  ever  to  oommenM. 
What  remains  to  carry  on  the  intellect  to  mastety  I  Two 
steps,  —  to  reflect,  to  rejnodaoe.  Observation,  imitatiGm, 
reflection,  reproduction.  In  these  stands  a  mind  com- 
plete and  consmnmate,  fit  to  cope  with  all  labor,  aehier* 
all  success. 

At  the  end  of  the  fimt  lesson  George  Horley  felt  that 
his  cure  was  possible.  Making  an  appointment  for  ttie 
next  day  at  the  same  place,  he  came  thither  stealthily; 
and  BO  on  day  hj  day.  At  the  end  of  a  week  he  felt 
that  the  cure  was  Dearly  eertain ;  at  the  end  of  a  month 
the  cure  was  self-evident.  He  should  live  to  preach  Ute 
Word.  Troe,  that  he  practised  incessantly  in  print*. 
Not  a  moment  in  his  wiping  bow*  that  the  one  diought, 
one  object,  were  absent  from  bis  mind;  true,  that  with 
all  his  patience,  all  bis  toil,  the  obstacle  was  yet  seri- 
ous; might  never  be  entirely  overcome.     Kervous  hwij, 
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npidi^  lA  aatdoD,  vehemenoa  of  feeling;  Imn^it  haA, 
might,  at  nngoorded  moments,  slways  bring  lack  tha 
guping  breath,  the  emptied  lunge,  tha  strnggling  nttaz- 
omse.  But  the  relapse  —  rarer  and  rarer  now  with  each 
trial — would  be  at  last  ecaioe  a  drawback.  "Naj," 
q_uoth  Waife,  '  instead  of  a  drawback,  become  but  an 
orator,  and  you  will  convert  a  defect  into  a  beaut;. " 

Thus  juady  aangoine  of  the  accomplishment  of  hi* 
life's  chosen  object,  the  scbolar'a  gratitode  to  Waife 
was  unspeakable.  And,  aeeing  the  man  daily  at  last 
in  bis  own  cottage,  — Sophy's  health  restoted  to  her 
cheeks,  emilea  to  her  lip,  and  dheeied  at  her  light 
fancy-work  beside  her  grandsire's  elbow  chair,  with 
fairy  legends  instilling  perhaps  golden  truths,  —  see- 
ing Waife  thus,  the  scholar  siingled  with  gratdtude  a 
strange  tendemeaa  of  respeot.  He  knew  nought  of  the 
Tyrant's  past, — bis  reason  might  admit  Hiat  in  a  poai- 
Uon  of  life  ao  at  variance  wltli  the  gifts  natural  and 
acquired  of  the  singular  basket-maker,  there  was  some- 
&ing  mysterious  and  auspicious.  But  he  bloabed  to 
Aink  ibai  he  had  ever  ascribed  to  a  flawed  or  wan- 
dering intellect,  the  eocentrioltlBS  of  glorious  humor,— 
abetted  an  attempt  to  separate  an  old  age  so  innocent 
and  genial  from  a  childhood  so  fostered  and  so  foster- 
ing. And  sure  I  am  that  if  the  whole  world  bad  risen 
up  to  point  the  finger  of  eqom  vt  the  one^yed  cripple, 
George  Uorley,  the  veU-bom  gentleman,  the  refined 
BoholBr,  the  spoUess  chur«liman,  would  have  given 
him  his  arm  to  lean  upon,  and  walked  ly  his  aids 
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To  JndK*  hmnan  ebmetor  rights,  »  man  nwj  wmetlmM  hwi 
vai;  «m«ll  axparienM,  piorided  be  tua  a  Twy  lug*  heart. 

VncA  PoicpiLnrs  did  not  moie  conceal  from  notioe  the 
lesBons  he  leoeired  from  Egeria,  than  did  George  Mcvley 
thou  which  he  nceivei  from  the  haaket-maker.  Kata- 
iftl,  indeed,  must  be  hia  wish  for  aecrecy,  —  prett;  story 
it  would  be  for  Humberston,  ita  future  rector  learning 
how  to  preach  a  sermon  from  an  old  bosket-maker !  Bat 
he  bad  a  nobler  and  more  imperiooB  motive  for  discrft- 
tioD,  —  his  honor  was  engaged  to  it.  Waife  exacted  a 
promise  that  he  would  regazd  the  iDteroouise  between 
them  as  strictly  private  and  confidentiaL 

"It  is  for  my  sake  I  ask  this,"  said  Waife,  frankly, 
"  though  I  might  say  it  was  for  yours ; "  the  Oxonian 
promised,  and  was  bound,  Fortunately,  Lady  Montfort, 
quitting  the  great  boaae  the  very  day  after  George  had 
fint  encountered  the  basket-maker,  and  writing  word 
tiat  she  shoold  not  rotom  to  it  for  some  weeks,  George 
was  at  liberty  to  avail  himself  of  her  lord's  general  invi- 
tation to  make  use  of  Montfort  Court  as  hia  lodgings 
when  in  the  neighborhood,  which  the  proprieties  of  the 
world  would  not  have  allowed  him  to  do  while  Lady 
Montfort  was  then,  without  either  host  or  female 
gneets.  Acoordingly,  he  took  up  Ms  abode  in  a  cor- 
ner of  tiiB  vast  palace,  and  was  easily  enabled,  when  he 
pleased,  to  tnvetse  unobserved  tiiB  solitudes  of  the  park, 
gain  the  waterside,  or  stroll  thenoe  through  the  thick 
tapaa  leading  to  Waife's  cottage,  which  bordered  the 
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park  pales, — soliteiy,  aeqnesteied,  beyond  sight  of  the 
neighboring  village.  The  great  house  all  to  himBeli, 
0«oige  «u  bioaght  in  contact  with  no  one  to  whom, 
in  unguaided  momenta,  he  could  even  have  let  out  a 
faint  of  fais  new  acquaintance,  except  the  oleigyman  ot 
the  parish,  —a  worthy  man,  who  lived  in  atiict  retire- 
ment npon  a  scanfy  stipend.  For  the  MaiqaoBS  was  the 
lay  impropriator;  the  living  was  thaiefore  but  a  very  poor 
vicarage,  below  Ute  acoeptance  of  a  Vipont  or  a  Viptmt's 
tutor,  —  sure  to  go  to  a  worthy  man  forced  to  live  in 
strict  retirement.  Oeoi^  >aw  too  littla  of  this  clergy- 
man either  to  let  ont  secrets  or  pick  np  information. 
From  him,  however,  George  did  incidentally  learn  tiiat 
Waife  had  some  moaUiE  previoOBly  visited  the  village, 
and  proposed  to  the  bailiff  to  take  the  cottage  and  osiec 
land,  which  he  now  rented;  that  he  ntpreaented  himself 
as  having  known  an  old  basket-maker  who  had  dwelt 
there  many  years  ago,  and  as  having  learned  the  basket 
craft  of  that  loi^-deceased  operative.  As  he  offered  a 
higher  rent  than  tiie  bailiff  could  elsewhere  obtain;  and 
as  the  bailiff  was  desirous  to  get  credit  with  Mr.  Carr 
Vipont  for  improving  the  property,  by  reviving  thereon 
an  art  which  had  fallen  into  desaetude,  the  bugain  was 
struck,  provided  the  candidate,  being  a  stranger  to  the 
place,  conld  famish  the  bailiff  with  any  satisfactory 
reference.  Waife  had  gone  away,  saying  he  should 
shortly  return  with  the  requisite  testimonial.  In  fact, 
poor  man,  as  we  know,  he  was  then  counting  on  a  good 
word  from  Mr.  Hartopp.  He  had  not,  however,  re- 
turned for  some  months.  The  Gott«^,  having  been 
meanwhile  wanted  for  the  temporary  occupation  of  an 
under  gamekeeper,  while  his  own  was  under  repair,  for- 
tunately remained  unlet.  Waife,  on  letnming,  accom- 
panied "bf  his  litde  girl,  had  referred  the  bailiff  to  m 
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MBpectahle  hooae-ageDt  and  collector  of  street  tenia  in 
BJoomsbury,  who  wrote  word  that  a  lady,  then  abroad, 
had  anthoriEad  him,  aa  the  agent  employed  in  the  man- 
cement  of  a  house  property  from  which  mnch  of  her 
income  was  derived,  not  only  to  state  that  Waife  was  a 
very  intelligent  man,  likely  to  do  well  whatever  he  under- 
took, but  also  to  guarantee ,  if  required,  the  punctual 
payment  of  the  tent  for  any  holding  of  which  he  became 
the  occupier.  On  this  the  agreement  was  concluded,  — 
the  basket-maker  installed.  In  the  immediate  neighbor- 
hood' there  was  no  custom  for  basket-work,  but  Waife's 
performances  were  so  neat,  and  some  so  elegant  and  fanci- 
ful, that  he  had  no  difficulty  in  conttacting  with  a  latge 
tradesman  (not  at  Humbenton,  but  a  moie  distant  and 
yet  mare  thriving  town  about  twenty  miles  off)  for  as 
much  of  such  work  as  he  could  supply.  Each  week  the 
carrier  took  his  goods  and  brought  back  the  payments; 
the  profits  amply  sufficed  for  Waife'a  and  Sophy's  daily 
bread  with  even  more  than  the  surplus  set  aside  for  the 
rent.  For  the  rest,  the  bosket-maker's  cotti^  beii^  at 
the  farthest  ontekirts  of  the  straggling  village  inhabited 
but  by  a  laboring  peasantry,  his  way  of  life  was  not 
much  known,  nor  much  inquired  into.  He  seemed  a 
harmless,  hard-working  man;  never  seen  at  the  beer- 
house; always  seen  with  hia  neatly-diessed  little  grand- 
child in  hia  quiet  comer  at  church  on  Sundays, — a 
ciril,  well-behaved  man,  too,  who  touched  hia  hat  to  tiie 
bailiff,  and  took  it  off  to  the  vicar. 

An  idea  prevailed  that  the  basket-maker  had  spent 
much  of  his  life  in  foreign  parts,  favored  partly  by  a 
sobriety  .  habits  which  is  not  altogether  national ;  partly 
by  something  in  his  appearance,  which,  without  being 
above  Ms  lowly  calling,  did  not  seem  quite  in  keeping 
witli  itj—outiandish  in  short;  but  principally  by  the 


.cyGoogle        


490  '  WHAT  WILL  HE  DO  WITH  IT? 

&ct  tiai  he  bad  Teceived  since  hie  arriTal  two  letten 
with  a  foreign  postmark.  The  idea  befriended  the  old 
man;  allowing  it  to  be  inferred  that  he  had  probably 
outlived  the  frienda  he  had  foimerly  left  behind  him 
in  England,  and  on  his  letum,  been  sufficiently  fatigued 
with  his  ramblea  to  drop  contented  in  any  comer  of  hii 
native  soil  wherein  he  could  find  a  quiet  home,  and  earn 
by  light  toil  a  decent  livelihood. 

George,  though  naturally  curious  to  know  what  had 
been  the  result  of  hie  communication  to  Mis.  Crane,  — 
whether  it  had  led  to  Waife's  discovery,  or  caused  him 
annoyance,  —  bad  hitherto,  however,  shrunk  from  touch- 
ing upon  a  topic  which  subjected  himself  to  an  awkward 
confession  of  officious  intermeddling,  and  to  which  any 
indirect  allusion  might  appear  an  indelicate  attempt  to 
pry  into  painful  family  a&iis.  But  one  day  he  received 
a  letter  from  bis  father  which  disturbed  him  givatly, 
and  induced  him  to  break  ground  and  speak  to  his  pre- 
ceptor frankly.  In  this  letter,  the  elder  Mr.  Moriey 
mentioned  incidentally,  amongst  other  scrape  of  local 
news,  that  he  had  seen  Mr.  Haitopp,  who  was  rather 
out  of  eorto,  his  good  heart  not  having  recovered  tike 
shock  of  having  been  abominably  "  t^en  in "  by  an 
impostor  for  whom  he  had  conceived  a  great  fancy,  and 
to  whose  discovery  George  himself  had  providentially 
led  (the  tatiiar  referring  here  to  what  Geo^  had  told 
him  of  his  first  meeting  with  Waife,  and  his  viut  to 
Mrs.  Crane);  the  impostor,  it  seemed,  from  what  Mr. 
Hortopp  let  fall,  not  being  a  little  queer  in  the  head, — 
aa  George  had  been  led  to  surmise, — but  a  very  bad 
character.  "  In  fact,"  added  the  elder  Morley,  "  a  char- 
acter so  bad,  that  Mr.  Hartopp  was  too  glad  to  give 
up  to  her  lawful  protectors  the  child,  whom  the  man 
appears  to  have  abducted;  and  I  auapeot,  from  iriiat 
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Ebrtopp  nid,  though  he  does  oot  like  to  own  that  ha 
ma  taken  in  to  so  groas  a  degree,  that  he  had  been 
Bctuallf  introdaciDg  to  hia  fellow-townsfolk,  and  oon- 
fetring  familiaily,  wi&  a  regnlaz  jail-bird,  — perhaps  a 
bui^lar.  How  lucky  for  that  poor,  soft-headed,  excel- 
lent Joe.  Kartopp,  — whom  it  is  positirelf  as  inhuman 
to  take  in,  as  it  would  be  to  defraud  a  bom  natuial, — 
that  the  lady  jou  saw  arrived  in  time  to  expose  the 
Boares  laid  for  hia  benevolent  cndnlity.  But  for  that 
Joe.  might  have  token  the  fellow  into  his  own  honae 
(jnet  like  him!),  and  been  robbed  by  this  time;  pet- 
hi^  murdered, — Heaven  knows!  " 

Incredulous  and  indignant,  and  longing  to  be  empow- 
ered to  vindicate  hie  friend's  bir  name,  George  aeited 
hia  hat,  and  strode  quick  along  the  path  towards  the 
basket-maker '  a  cotte^.  Ashegained  thewat«i-8ide,he 
perceived  Waife  himself,  seated  on  a  moeey  bank,  under 
a  gnarled,  &ntastic  thom-tree,  watching  a  deer  as  it 
came  to  drink,  and  whistling  a  soft  mellow  tune,  — the 
tune  of  an  old  English  border-song.  The  deer  lifted  its 
antlere  from  the  water,  and  turned  ite  \aigb,  bright  eyes 
towards  the  opposite  bank,  whence  the  note  came,  — lis- 
tening and  wistful.  As  George's  step  eroshed  the  wild 
thyme,  which  the  thom-tree  shadowed;  *Hush,"  aaid 
Waife,  "  and  mark  how  the  rudeat  musical  sound  con 
a&ct  the  brute  creation."  He  resumed  the  whistle,  — a 
clearer,  louder,  wilder  tune :  that  of  a  lively  hunting-song. 
The  deer  turned  quickly  round,  —  uneasy,  restless,  tossed 
its  antlers,  and  bounded  through  the  fern.  Waife  again 
changed  the  key  of  his  primitive  music, — a  melancholy 
belling  note  like  the  belling  itself  of  a  melancholy  hart, 
but  moi«  modulated  into  sweetness.  The  deer  arrested 
its  flight,  and,  lured  by  the  mimic  sound,  returned 
towards  the  water-side,  dowly  and  statolj. 
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*  I  d<m't  think  the  stoij  of  Qrphena  cbarming  &m 
tontesirasa&ible,— do  you,  sirl"  BoidWaife.  "Thfl 
mbbits  aboat  here  know  me  already ;  and  if  I  had  bat 
a  fiddle,  I  would  andertake  to  make  friends  with  that 
leaerved  and  unsocial  water-rat  on  whom  Sir  Isaac  in 
vain  endeavors  at  present  to  force  hie  aequaLntance. 
Man  oommite  a  great  mistake  in  not  cultivating  more 
intimate  and  amicable  relations  with  the  other  branches 
of  earth's  great  family.  Few  of  them  not  more  amusing 
than  we  are, — naturally >  f of  they  have  not  our  caraa. 
And  such  variety  of  ohaiacter,  too,  where  yon  would 
least  expect  it  I" 

GsoROB  MoKLXT. — '  Veiy  true;  Cowper  noticed 
marked  differences  of  character  in  his  &vorite  hares." 

Waifx. — "HaresI  I  am  sure  that  there  an  not 
two  house-flies  on  a  window-pane,  two  minnows  in  that 
water,  that  would  not  present  to  us  interesting  points  of 
contrast  as  to  temper  and  disposition.  If  house-flies  and 
minnows  could  but  coin  money,  oi  set  up  a  manufacture, 
•^contrive  something,  in  short,  to  buy  or  sell  attractive 
to  Anglo-Saxon  enterprise  and  intelligence, — -of  course 
we  should  soon  have  diplomatic  relations  with  them; 
and  onr  despatches  and  newpapers  would  instruct  us  to 
a  T  in  the  characters  and  proponsitieB  of  their  leading 
personages.  But,  where  man  has  no  pecuniary  nor  am- 
bitious interests  at  Bt«ke  in  his  commerce  with  any  class 
of  his  fellow-creatures,  his  information  about  them  is 
extremely  confused  and  superficial.  The  best  nat;uial- 
ists  are  mere  generaliccis,  and  think  they  have  done  a 
vast  deal  when  they  classify  a  species.  What  should 
we  know  about  mankind  if  we  had  only  a  naturalist's 
definition  of  man  I  We  only  know  mankind  by  knock- 
ing classification  on  the  head,  and  studying  each  man  as 
a  class  in  himself.     Compare  Bufi'DU  with  Shakeepearet 
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Alast  air,  —  can  we  never  have  a  Shakeepaaie  for  house- 
flies  and  minnows  1 " 

GxofiQR  MoBLKT. — ■*  With  all  respect  for  minnows 
and  booae-flies,  if  we  found  another  Shakespeare,  he 
might  be  better  employed,  like  his  predeceesoi,  in 
selectiag    individualities    fiom    the    claaaitications    of 

WAira.  — "Being  youfself  a  man,  you  think  bo,  —  a 
boose-fly  might  be  of  a  different  opinion.  But  permit 
me,  at  least,  to  doubt  whether  enich  an  investigator 
would  be  better  employed  in  reference  to  his  own 
bappineee,  though  I  grant  that  he  would  be  so  in  t^er- 
ence  to  your  intellectual  amusement  and  social  interests. 
Foot  Shakespeare!    How  much  he  must  have  suffered  I " 

Okobge  Moblkt.  — "  You  mean  that  he  muat  have 
been  racked  by  the  passione  he  describee,  —  bruised  by 
collision  with  the  hearts  he  dieeects.  That  is  not  neces- 
saiy  to  genius.  The  judge  on  his  bench,  summing  up 
evidence,  and  chaining  the  jury,  has  no  need  to  have 
shared  the  tomptfttions,  or  been  privy  to  the  acts,  of  the 
prisoner  at  the  bat.  Yet  how  consammato  may  be  his 
aoalysist" 

"  No,"  eried  Waife,  roughly.  "  2To.  Your  illustn- 
tion  deetn^  your  argument.  The  judge  knows  nothing 
of  the  [viaonerl  There  are  the  circumstances,  —  there  is 
tbe  law.  By  tbese  he  generalizee;  by  these  he  judges, 
—  right  or  wrong.  But  of  the  individual  at  the  bar, — 
of  the  world,  — the  tremendous  world  within  that  indi- 
vidual heart, — I  repeat,  he  knows  nothing.  Did  he 
know,  law  and  cincumstance  might  vanish,  —  human 
justice  would  be  paralysed.  Ho,  there  I  place  that 
swart- visaged,  ill-looking  foreigner  in  the  dock,  and 
let  counsel  open  the  case, — hear  the  witnesses  deposel 
Oht  horrible  wntohl  —  a  murderer,  oomanly  murderer! 
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—  K  defeaoelesB  womtax  amoUieted  b;  caitiff  lundil 
TTung  hjm  up  —  hang  him  up!  '  Softly,'  whi^ien  Uu 
Poet,  Knd  lifts  ihe  veil  from  the  usaeda'a  heart.  '  Lo! 
it  is  Otiiello  the  Mooil '  What  jury  now  dan  find  that 
criminal  guilty  1 — vhat  judge  now  will  put  on  ^ 
black  capl — who  now  says,  'Hang  him  up  — hang 
him  np  J  "* 

With  BOoh  lifelike  force  did  iba  Comedian  Tent  this 
pwaionate  ontfaunt,  that  he  thrilled  hia  listener  witti 
an  awe  akin  to  that  which  the  convicted  Moor  gathara 
round  himaelf  at  the  cloee  of  the  sublime  drama.  Even 
Sir  Isaac  was  startled;  and,  leaving  hia  hopeless  porBoit 
of  the  water-rat,  uttered  a  low  hark,  same  to  hie  master, 
and  looked  into  hia  face  with  solemn  cnriosi^. 

Waifb  (relapsing  into  colloquial  accents), — "Why 
do  we  sympatbiEe  with  thoee  above  ua  more  than  with 
those  below }  Why  witti  the  sorrows  of  a  king  rather 
than  thoee  of  a  beg^ !  Why  does  Sir  Isaac  sympathiae 
with  me  more  than  (let  that  water-rat  rex  him  ever  so 
much)  I  con  possibly  sympathize  with  him !  Whatever 
be  Hm  cause,  see  at  least,  Mr.  Morley,  one  reason  why  a 
poor  creature  like  myself  finds  it  better  employment  to 
cultivate  the  intimacy  of  brutes  than  to  prosecute  the 
study  of  men.  Among  men,  all  are  too  high  to  sym- 
pathiie  with  me;  but  I  have  known  two  frienda  who 
never  injured  nor  betrayed  me.  Sir  Isaac  is  one,  Wamba 
was  another.  Wamba,  sir,  the  native  of  a  remote  district 
of  the  globe  (two  friends  civilized  Europe  is  not  large 
enough  to  afford  to  any  one  man), — > Wamba,  air,  waa 
less  gifted  by  nature,  less  refined  I;^  education,  thw  Sir 
Isaac;  but  he  was  a  safe  and  trustworthy  companion: 
Wamba,  sir,  was  —  an  opoHsom." 

Okosoz  Moslkt. — "Alas,  my  dear  BCr.  Woife,  I 
fear  that  men  must  have  behaved  very  ill  to  you." 
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Waits. — 'I  haro  no  ri^t  to  eomidaiii.  I  bam 
behaved  very  ill  to  mjaeU.  Wliaa  s  man  is  hia  own 
enemy,  he  is  very  unroaBonable  if  he  expect  othat  mea 
to  be  his  benefaotoFB. " 

QBOBflB  McBLST  (with  emotion),  — "  Listen;  I  havB 
a  confession  to  make  to  yon.  I  fear  I  have  done  yon  an 
iojniy,  — where,  offioioosly,  I  meant  to  do  a  kindness." 
The  scholar  hurried  on  to  narrato  the  paiticnlare  of 
his  visit  to  Mrs.  Crane.  On  concluding  the  recital,  he 
added,  "  When  again  I  met  you  here,  and  learned  that 
youi  Sophy  was  with  you,  I  felt  inexpressibly  relieved. 
It  was  clear  then,  I  thongbt,  that  your  grandchild  had 
been  left  to  yoor  care  unmolested,  either  that  you  had 
proved  not  to  be  the  penon  of  whom  the  parties  were  in 
aearch,  or  family  af&irs  bad  been  so  explained  and  leoon- 
oiled,  that  my  interference  had  occasioned  you  do  harm. 
But  to-day  I  have  a  letter  from  my  fother  which  dis- 
quiets me  mudL  It  seems  that  the  persons  in  question 
did  visit  Gatesboro',  and  have  maligned  you  to  Mr. 
Hartopp.  Understand  me,  I  ask  for  no  confidenoe 
which  you  may  be  nnwilling  to  give;  but  if  you  will 
ann  me  with  the  power  to  vindicate  your  character  from 
aspersionB  which  I  need  not  your  aaeurance  to  hold  unjuat 
and  false,  I  will  not  rest  till  that  taak  be  triumphantly 
accomplished." 

Waitx  (in  a  tone  calm  but  dejected).  —  *  I  thank  yon 
with  all  my  heart.  But  there  is  nothing  to  be  done.  I 
am  glad  that  the  subject  did  not  start  up  between  us 
until  such  little  service  as  I  could  render  you,  Mr. 
Morley,  was  pretty  well  over.  It  would  have  been  a 
pity  if  you  had  been  compelled  to  drop  all  communica- 
tion with  a  man  of  attainted  character,  before  you  had 
learned  how  to  nuuu^  the  powers  that  will  enable  you 
herMfter  to  ^lort  sinnezB  worse  than  I  have  been. 
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Hush,  eirl  you  feel  th&tj  &t  leut  now,  I  aman  inoffBa- 
sire  old  man,  laboring  for  a  humble  liTelUtood.  You 
will  not  repeat  here  what  70a  may  have  heard,  or  yet 
hear,  to  the  discredit  of  my  former  lifel  Yon  will  not 
send  me  and  my  grandcluld  forth  from  ouz  obscure 
refuge  to  confront  a  world  with  wliich  we  hare  no 
strengU)  to  cope!  And,  beliering  this,  it  only  mnains 
for  me  to  eay,  fare-you-well,  sir." 

"  I  should  deaerre  to  lose  spe — spe — speech  alto- 
gether," cried  the  Oxoman,  gasping  and  Btammering 
fearfully  as  he  caught  Waife  firmly  by  the  ana, "  if  I 
BufTered — auff — suff— euff —  " 

*  One,  twol  take  time,  sir! "  said  the  Comedian, 
softly.  And  with  a  aweet  pstieiioe  he  reseated  him- 
self on  the  bank. 

The  Oxonian  threw  himself  at  length  by  the  out- 
cast's side)  and  with  the  noble  tonderoess  of  a  natun 
as  cbiToliDusly  Christian  as  Heaven  erer  gave  to  priest, 
he  rested  his  folded  hands  upon  Waife's  shoulder,  nod 
looking  him  full  and  close  in  the  faoe,  said  thus,  slowly, 
deliberately  — not  a  stammer,  — 

"  You'  do  not  guess  what  you  have  done  for  me ;  you 
have  secured  to  me  a  home  and  a  career:  the  wife  of 
whom  I  must  otherwise  have  despaired;  the  Dirioe 
Vocation  on  which  all  my  earthly  hopes  were  set,  and 
which  I  was  on  the  eve  of  renoonoing,  — do  not  think 
these  ore  obligations  which  can  be  lightly  shaken  ofi*. 
If  there  are  cinumBtanceB  which  forbid  me  to  disabuse 
otiiers  of  impreeaions  which  wnmg  you,  imagine  not  that 
their  false  notions  will  affect  my  own  gratitude, — my 
own  respect  for  you  I  " 

"Nay,  sirl  tiey  ought,  —  they  must  Perhaps  not 
your  exaggerated  gratitude  for  a  service  which  you 
should  not,  however,  measure  by  its  e&cta  on  youf 


.coy  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HE   DO  WITH  IT?  497 

aelf,  bat  by  the  aligbtneBB  of  the  tronble  it  gare 
to  me;  not  perhaps  joar  gratitude,  — but  jour  respect, 
yea." 

"  I  tell  you,  not  Do  7011  fancy  that  I  cannot  jtidge 
of  a  man's  nature  withont  calling  on  him  to  tmst  me 
with  all  the  secrets,  —  all  the  errors,  if  you  vill ,  of  hie 
past  life!  Will  not  the  calling  to  which  I  may  now 
hold  myself  destined  give  me  power  and  commandment 
to  absoWe  all  those  who  truly  repent  and  unfeignedly 
believe  I  Oh,  Mr.  Waife!  if  in  earlier  daye  you  hare 
eiuned,  do  yon  not  repenti  and  how  often,  in  many  a 
lovely,  gentle  eentence  dropped  unawares  from  your  lips, 
have  I  had  cause  to  know  that  yon  unfeignedly  believe ! 
Were  I  now  clothed  with  sacred  authority,  could  I  not 
afaeolve  you  as  a  priest!  Think  you  that,  in  the  mean- 
while, I  dare  jndge  yon  as  a  mant  I,  —  Life's  new 
recruit,  guarded  hitherto  from  temptation  hy  careful 
parents  and  favoring  fortune, — /  presume  to  judge 
and  judge  harshly,  the  gray-haired  veteran,  wearied 
by  the  march,  wounded  in  the  battle  I " 

'-  Ton  are  a  noble-hearted  human  being,"  said  Waife, 
^^reatly  affected.  "And — mark  my  words  —  a  manUe 
of  charity  so  large  you  will  live  to  wear  as  a  robe  of 
honor.  But  hear  me,  sir  I  Ur.  Hartopp  also  is  a  man 
infinitoly  charitable,  benevolent,  kindly,  and,  tlirouf^ 
all  his  simplicity,  acutely  shrewd;  Mr.  Hartopp,  cm 
hearing  what  was  said  ^^nst  me,  deemed  me  unfit  to 
retain  my  grandchild,  resigned  the  trust  I  had  confided 
to  him,  and  would  have  given  me  alms,  no  doubt,  had  I 
asked  them,  but  not  his  hand.  Take  your  hand,  sir, 
from  my  shonlder,  lest  the  touch  sully  you." 

George  did  take  his  hands  from  the  v^rant's  shoulder, 
but  it  was  to  gnsp  the  hand  that  waved  them  off,  and 
struggled  to  escape  the  pressure.  "  You  are  innocent, 
TOt.1 — S3 
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you  are  innocent!  taipvc  me  tlut  I  spoke  to  yon  of 
repentance  as  if  you  bad  been  goilty.  I  feel  you  are 
innocent,  —  feel  it  by  my  own  beart.  You  turn  away. 
I  defy  you  to  say  that  yon  are  guilty  of  what  has  been 
laid  to  your  charge;  of  what  baa  darkened  youz  good 
name ;  of  what  M>.  Hartopp  believed  to  youi  piejudioe. 
Look  me  in  the  face  and  say,  '  I  am  not  innocent;  I 
have  not  been  belied. ' " 

Waife  ramained  voiceless,  —  motionleaa. 

The  young  man,  in  whose  nature  lay  yet  unproved  all 
those  grand  qualities  of  heart,  without  which  never  wu 
there  a  grand  orator,  a  grand  preaoher,  —  qualities  which 
grasp  the  results  of  argument,  and  arrive  at  the  end  of 
elaborate  reasoning  by  sudden  impolfie,  —  here  released 
Waife's  hand,  rose  to  hia  feet,  and,  facing  Waife,  as 
the  old  man  aat  with  face  averted,  eyes  downcast,  breast 
heaving,  said  loftily,  — 

"  Forget  that  I  may  soon  be  the  Christian  minister 
whose  duty  bows  his  ear  to  the  lips  of  shame  and  guilt; 
whose  hand,  when  it  pointe  to  Heaven,  no  mortal  touch 
can  sully ;  whooe  eublimest  post  is  by  the  sinner's  eide. 
Look  on  me  bnt  as  man  and  gentleman.  9ee,  I  now 
extend  this  hand  to  you.  If,  as  man  and  gentleman,  yon 
have  done  tiiat  which,  could  aU  hearts  be  read,  all  seciets 
known,  — human  judgment  reversed  by  Divine  omni- 
science,—  forbids  you  to  take  this  band,  then  nyect  it; 
go  hence,  — we  parti  But,  if  no  such  act  be  on  your 
conscience,  — however  you  submit  to  its  impatation, — 
TBEN,  in  the  name  of  Truth,  as  man  and  gentleman  to 
man  and  gentleman,  I  command  you  to  take  this  right 
hand,  and  in  the  name  of  that  honor  which  bears  no 
paltering,  I  forbid  you  to  disobey." 

The  v^bond  roee,  like  the  dead  at  the  spell  of  a 
magician,  —  took,  as  if  irresistibly,  the  hand  held  out 
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to  him.  And  the  scholar,  OTOJojed,  fell  <»  his  Ineut, 
embiBcit^  him  as  a  son. 

"  Yon  know,"  said  George,  in  trembling  accents, "  that 
the  haad  yoii  have  taken  will  nevec  betraf ,  —  never  de- 
sert: but  is  it — IE  it  leaUf  powerless  to  raise  and  to 
restore  you  to  yoni  place  I " 

"  Fowerleas  amongst  your  laud  for  that  indeed,"  an- 
swered Waife,  in  accents  still  more  tremulous.  "  All 
the  kings  of  the  earth  are  not  8to>ng  enoT^;h  to  raise  a 
name  that  has  once  bean  trampled  into  the  mile.  Leam 
that  it  is  not  only  impossible  for  me  to  clear  mj^self ,  but 
that  it  is  equally  impossible  for  me  to  confide  to  mor- 
tal being  a  single  plea  in  defence  if  I  am  innocent,  in 
extenuation  if  I  am  guil^.  And  saying  ttiis,  and 
entreating  yon  to  hold  it  more  merciful  to  condemn 
tlkan  to  question  me,  —  for  question  is  torture,  —  I  can- 
not reject  your  pity;  but  it  would  be  mockery  to  ofEbi 
me  reepecti " 

"  Whatl  not  respect  the  fortitude  which  calumny  can- 
not crush  1  Would  that  fortitude  be  possible  if  you 
were  not  calm  in  the  knowledge  that  no  false  witnesses 
can  mislead  the  Eternal  Judge!  Eeq»ct  you  I  yes, — 
because  I  have  seen  you  happy  in  despite  of  men,  and 
therefore  I  biow  tiiat  the  cloud  around  you  is  not  the 
frown  of  Heaven." 

"  Oh,"  cried  Waife,  the  tears  rolling  down  his  cheeks; 
"and  not  an  hour  ago  I  was  jesting  at  human  friend- 
ship, -~  venting  graceless  spleen  on  my  fellow-men  I 
And  now,  now  —  ahl  sir,  Providence  is  so  kind  to  mel 
And,"  —  said  he,  brushing  away  his  tears,  as  the  old 
arch  smile  began  to  play  round  the  oomer  of  his  mouth, 
"  and  kind  to  me  in  the  very  quarter  in  which  unkind- 
nesB  had  most  sorely  smitten  me.  True,  you  directed 
towards  me  the  woman  who  took  from  me  my  grandchild; 
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who  ixetiayod  me  in  the  esteem  of  good  Ur.  Hartopp. 
Well,  you  see,  I  have  mj  sweet  Sophy  back  ogam;  we 
an  in  the  home  of  &11  otheia  I  most  longed  for;  and 
that  woman,  — yes,  I  can,  at  least,  thua  far,  confide  to 
you  my  secrets,  bo  that  you  may  not  blame  yourself  for 
sending  her  to  Qatesboro',  — tliat  very  woman  knows  of 
my  sbelte;.';  furnished  die  with  the  very  refereace  neces- 
sary to  obtain  it;  has  freed  my  grandchild  from  a  loath- 
some bondage,  which  I  could  not  have  l^Uy  resisted ; 
and  should  new  persecutiona  chase  as,  will  watch,  and 
warn,  and  help  ue.  And  if  yon  ask  me  how  this  change 
in  her  was  effected,  -r-  how,  when  we  had  abandoned  all 
hope  of  green  fields,  and  deemed  that  only  in  the  crowd 
of  a  city  we  could  escape  those  who  pursued  ns  when 
disooTsred  there,  though  I  fancied  myself  an  adept  in 
disguise,  and  the  child  and  the  dog  were  never  seen  out 
of  the  four  garret  walls  in  which  I  hid  them ;  — ■  if  yon 
ask  me,  I  say,  to  explain  how  that  reiy  woman  waa 
suddenly  converted  from  a  lemoiseless  foe  into  a  eavii^ 
guardian,  I  can  only  answer  by  no  wit,  no  device,  no 
persuasive  art  of  mine.  Providence  softened  her  heart, 
and  made  it  kind,  just  at  the  moment  when  no  other 
agency  on  earth  could  have  rescued  us  from  —  from  —  " 

"Say  no  more, — I  gtiessl  The  paper  this  woman 
showed  me  was  a  legal  form  authorizing  yoor  poor 
little  Sophy  to  be  given  up  to  the  care  of  a  bther. 
I  guess  I  Of  that  father  you  would  not  speak  ill  to  me; 
yet  from  that  father  you  would  save  your  grandchild. 
Say  no  more.  And  yon  quiet  home, — your  humble 
employment,  really  content  youl  " 

"Oh,  if  such  a  life  can  but  laetl  Sophy  is  so  well, 
so  cheerful,  so  happy.  TKd  not  yon  hear  her  singing 
the  other  day  1  She  never  used  to  aii^  I  But  we  had 
not  been  here  a  week  when  song  broke  out  from  hett 
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nntaught  as  from  a  bird.  But  if  any  ill  report  of  me 
travel  hither  from  O&tesboro',  or  elsewhere,  we  ghcmld 
be  sent  away ;  and  the  bird  would  be  mate  in  tny  thoni- 
tree,  —  Sophy  would  sing  no  more." 

"  Do  not  fear  that  slander  shall  drive  yoa  hence. 
Lady  Montfbrt,  you  know,  is  my  couain;  hut  yon  know 
not — few  do — how  thoroughly  generous  and  gentle- 
hearted  she  is.  I  will  speak  of  yon  to  her,  —  oh,  do 
not  look  alarmed.  She  will  take  my  word  when  I  tell 
her,  '  That  is  a  good  man; '  and  if  she  ask  more,  it  will 
be  enough  to  say,  *  Those  who  have  known  better  days 
are  loth  to  speak  to  strangers  of  the  past. '  " 

"  I  thank  yoa  earnestly,  sinMrely,"  said  Waife, 
brightening  up.  "One  favor  more,  —  if  you  saw  in 
the  formal  document  shown  to  you,  or  retain  on  your 
memory ,  the  name  of — of  the  person  authorised  to  claim 
Sophy  ae  his  child,  you  will  not  mention  it  to  Lady 
Montfort.  I  am  not  eure  if  ever  she  heard  that  name, 
but  she  may  have  done  so,  and  —  and  —  "  He  paused 
a  moment,  and  seemed  to  mose;  then  went  on,  not  con- 
cluding his  sentence.  "  Tou  are  so  good  to  me,  Hr. 
Morley,  that  I  wish  to  confide  in  you  as  far  ae  I  can. 
STow,  you  see  I  am  already  an  old  man,  and  my  chief 
object  is  to  raise  up  a  friend  for  Sophy  when  I  am 
gone, — a  friend  in  her  own  sex,  sir.  Oh,  you  cannot 
guess  how  I  long,  —  how  I  yearn  to  view  that  child 
under  the  holy,  fostering  eyes  of  woman.  Perhaps  if 
Lady  Montfort  saw  my  pretty  Sophy,  she  might  take 
a  fancy  to  her.  Oh,  if  she  did, — if  she  did!  And 
Sophy,"  added  Waife,  proudly,  "  has  a  right  to  respect. 
She  is  not  like  me, — any  hovel  good  enough  for  me: 
but  for  her!  Do  you  know  that  I  conceived  that  hope 
•—that  the  hope  helped  to  lead  me  bock  here  —  when, 
months  ago,  I  was  at  Humberston,  intent  upon  rescuing 
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Sophy;  and  saw — ibtm^,"  obeerved  Waife,  witb  a  ilj 
tvitcii  of  the  moBcleB  round  his  month,  "  I  had  no  ri(^t 
at  that  preoiaa  moment  to  be  seeing  anjtiiiog — Lady 
Montfort'a  humane  fear  for  a  blind  old  impostor,  who 
waa  ^ing  to  sare  his  dog  —  a  black  dog,  sir,  who  had 
djed  hia  hair  —  from  her  carriage  wheela.  And  the 
hope  became  stronger  atill,  when,  the  liret  Sunday  I 
attended  yon  village  church,  I  again  eaw  that  &ir— 
wondroualy  fiiir — boe  at  the  far  end, — fair  ae  nuxm- 
ligbt  and  as  melancholy.  Strange  it  is,  sir,  that  I  — 
naturally  a  boiaterouB,  mirthful  man,  and  now  a  ahy, 
ekulking  fugitive — feel  more  attracted,  more  alliured 
towaide  a  countenance,  in  proportion  as  I  read  there 
the  trace  of  aadnesa.  I  feel  leas  abashed  by  my  own 
nothingneae,  —  more  emboldened  to  approach  and  aay, 
'  Nat  so  tax  apart  from  me;  thou  too  hast  aufiered,'  — 
Why  iathisi" 

OxoBOS  SfoKiAT. — "The  fool  hath  said  in  hia 
heart  that  there  is  no  God;'  bat  the  fool  hath  oot 
aaid  in  hia  heart  that  there  is  no  sorrow, — pithy  and 
moet  profound  sentence;  intimating  the  irrefragable 
chain  that  binda  men  to  the  Father.  And  where  the 
chain  tightena,  the  children  are  closer  drawn  togeUier. 
But  to  youi  wish,  —  I  will  remember  it.  And  when 
my  cousin  returns,  she  shall  see  your  Sophy." 
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lb.  Walfe,  being  by  nMnn  vbIoc^,  connden  that,  In  praportlMi 
>■  ?oitime  biingB  htm  good  lock,  KUtin  ccnvatta  tt  into  bad. 
He  nflvn  Hr.  Oaoige  Horl^  to  go  kinj  in  hi*  debt,  ud 
Sophy  ten  thU  ht  will  b«  dnll  in  e 


GxoBGB  MoKLBT,  a  few  weeks  after  the  oonvenatioQ 
Inat  recorded,  took  his  departure  from  Ifontfort  Conrt, 
prepared,  witiioat  a  Bcmple,  to  piesaiit  himBeU  for  ordi- 
nation to  the  friendly  biahop.  Fnna  Waife  he  derived 
more  than  the  cure  of  a  disabling  infirmity;  be  Toceived 
those  hints  which,  to  a  man  who  has  the  natural  tem- 
perament of  an  orator,  so  laralj  united  with  that  of  the 
acholai,  expedite  the  mosteiy  of  the  art  that  makes  the 
fleeting  human  roice  an  abiding,  imperishable  power. 
The  grateful  teacher  exhausted  all  his  lore  upon  the 
pupil  whose  genius  he  had  freed,  —  whose  heart  had 
subdued  himself.  Befoie  leaving,  Geo^e  was  mudi 
perplexed  how  to  offer  to  Waife  any  other  remunera- 
tion than  that  which,  in  Waife's  eetimate,  had  already 
overpaid  all  the  benefits  he  had  received, — namely, 
unquestioning  friendship,  and  pledged  protection.  It 
need  scarcely  be  said  that  George  thought  the  man  to 
whom  he  owed  fortune  and  happiness  was  entitled 
to  something  beyond  that  moral  recompense.  But  he 
found,  at  the  first  delicate  hint,  that  Waife  would  not 
hear  of  money,  &ough  the  ex-Comedian  did  not  aSect 
•sy  very  Quixotic  notions  on  that  practical  subject. 
*  To  tell  you  the  truth,  sir,  I  have  rather  a  superati- 
tioD  against  having  more  money  in  my  hands  than  I 
know  what  to  do  with.     It  has  always  brou^^t  me  bad 
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huk.  And  whftt  is  veij  haid  —  the  bad  Inok  stRfa,  bat 
the  mone;  goes.  There  was  that  splendid  sum  I  nude 
•t  OAteaboro'.  Yon  should  have  seen  me  conntiiig  it 
ovei.  I  could  not  have  had  a  prouder  or  more  Bwelling 
heart  if  I  had  been  titat  great  man  Mr.  Elwee  the  miaer. 
And  what  bad  luck  it  brought  me,  and  how  it  all  frit-  ' 
teied  itself  awayt  Nothing  to  show  for  it  but  a  ailk 
ladder  and  an  old  huidj-gnidy,  and  I  sold  them  at  half 
price.  Then  when  I  had  the  acddent  which  cost  ma 
this  eye,  the  railway  people  behaved  so  generoaalj, 
gave  me  £120,— ttiink  of  ^tl  And  before  three 
daya  the  monej  was  all  gonel" 

'How  was  thatt"  said  Qeorge,  half-amused,  half- 
pained,  —  "  stolen  perhaps  1 " 

"  Not  so,"  answered  Woife,  somewhat  gloomily,  '  but 
zestoied.  A  poor,  dear  old  man,  who  thought  very  ill 
of  me,  — and  I  don't  wonder  at  it,  — was  reduced  from 
great  wealth  to  great  poverty.  While  I  was  laid  up, 
my  landlady  read  a  newspaper  to  me,  and  in  that  news- 
paper was  an  account  of  his  reverse  and  destitution. 
But  I  was  accountable  to  him  for  the  balance  of  an  old 
debt,  and  that,  with  the  doctor's  bills,  quite  covered  my 
£120.  I  hope  he  does  not  think  quite  so  ill  of  me  now. 
But  the  money  bnaght  good  luck  to  him,  rather  than  to 
me.  Well,  sir,  if  you  were  now  to  give  me  money,  I 
should  he  on  the  look-ont  for  some  monmfol  calamity. 
Qold  is  not  natural  to  me.  Some  day,  however,  by- 
and-by,  when  yon  are  inducted  into  your  living,  and 
have  become  a  renowned  preacher;  and  have  plenty  to 
spare,  with  an  idea  that  you  would  feel  more  comforta- 
ble in  yonr  mind  if  yon  had  done  something  royal  tor 
the  basket-maker,  — I  will  ask  you  to  help  me  to  make 
up  a  sum,  which  I  am  tiyii^  l^  degrees  to  save;  an 
enormous  sum  —  almost  as  much  as  I  paid  away  from 
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my  loilway  compensatioii  —  I  owe  it  to  the  ladj  vho 
lent  it  to  releaae  Sophy  from  an  eDgagement  which  I  — 
certainly  without  any  remorse  of  conscience  —  made  the 
child  break. " 

"  Oh,  yee!  What  ia  the  amonntt  Let  me  at  least 
repay  that  debt." 

"Not  yet.  The  lady  can  wait;  and  she  would  he 
pleased  to  wait,  because  she  deserves  to  wait,  —  it 
would  be  unkind  to  her  to  pay  it  off  at  once.  But, 
in  the  meanwhile,  if  you  could  send  me  a  few  good 
hooks  for  Sophy :  instructive,  yet  not  very,  very  dry. 
And  a  French  dictionary, — I  can  teach  her  French 
when  the  winter  days  close  in.  You  see  I  am  not 
above  being  paid,  sir.  But,  Mr.  Morley,  tiiere  is  a 
great  favor  you  can  do  me." 

"What  is  it)     Speak." 

"  Cautiously  refrain  from  doing  me  a  great  dis-aervicel 
You  are  going  back  to  your  friends  and  relations. 
Never  speak  of  me  to  them.  Never  describe  me  and 
my  odd  ways.  Name  not  the  lady,  nor  —  nor — nor  — 
the  man  who  claimed  Sophy.  Your  friends  might  not 
hurt  me;  others  might.  Talk  travels.  The  Hare  ia 
not  long  in  its  form,  when  it  has  a  friend  in  a  Hound 
that  gives  tongue.  Promise  what  I  aak.  Promise  it  as 
'  man  and  gentleman. '  " 

"  Certainly.  Yet  I  have  one  relation  to  whom  I 
should  like,  with  your  permission,  to  speak  of  yon, 
with  whom  I  could  wiah  you  acquainted.  He  is  so 
thorough  a  man  of  the  world  that  ha  might  suggest 
iiome  method  to  clear  your  good  name,  which  you  your- 
self would  approve.     My  uncle.  Colonel  Morley  —  " 

"On  no  account!"  cried  Waife,  almost  fiercely,  and 
he  evinced  so  much  anger  and  uneasiness,  that  it  was 
loi^  before  Qeorge  could  pacify  him  by  the  most  earnest 
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aasonuLcas  that  his  seciet  should  be  inviolably  kept,  laA 
his  injunctions  faithfully  obeyed.  Ko  men  of  thewothl 
consulted  how  to  force  him  bock  to  the  world  of  men 
that  he  fled  from!  No  colonels  to  scan  him  with  mar- 
tinet eyes,  and  bint  how  to  pipeclay  a  tarnish!  Waife'i 
apprehensions  gradually  allayed,  and  his  OHLfidence 
restored,  one  fine  morning  George  took  leave  of  his 
eccentric  benefactor. 

Waife  and  Sophy  stood  gazing  after  him  from  tbeil 
guden-gat«.  The  cripple  leaning  lightly  on  the  child's 
arm.  She  looked  with  anxious  fondness  into  the  old 
man's  thoughtful  face,  and  dung  to  him  more  closely  as 
she  looked. 

"  Will  you  not  be  doll,  poor  Gnndy  I  —  will  you  not 
miss  him  I" 

"  A  little  at  first,"  said  Waife,  rousing  himaell 
"  Education  is  a  great  thii%.  An  eduoat«d  mind,  pro- 
vided that  it  does  as  no  mischief,  —  which  is  not  always 
the  case,  —  cannot  be  withdrawn  from  our  existence 
without  leaving  a  blank  behind.  3ophy,  we  must  seri- 
ously set  to  work  and  educate  ourselves  1 " 

"  We  will,  Gtandy  dear,"  said  Sophy,  with  decision; 
and  a  few  minutes  afterwards,  — "  If  I  can  become  very, 
ve^  clever,  you  will  not  pine  so  mudi  after  that  gen- 
tleman, —  will  you,  <^andy  t " 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Being  A  chapter  that  comei  to  an  nstiiDelr  end. 

WnTFBB  was  far  advanced  when  Moutiort  Court  ww 
again  brightened  hj  the  pieeence  of  its  lady.  A  polite 
letter  from  Mr.  Can  Vipant  had  reaehed  her  before 
leaving  Windsor,  m^cgeeting  how  maoh  it  would  he  for 
the  advantage  of  the  Vipont  interest  if  she  would  con- 
Bent  to  visit  for  a  month  or  two  the  seat  in  Ireland, 
which  had  been  too  long  neglected,  and  at  which  mv 
lord  would  join  her  on  hia  deportnte  from  his  Highland 
moors.  So  to  Ireland  weTit  Lady  Montfort.  My  lord 
did  not  join  her  there;  but  Mr.  Carr  Vipont  deemed  it 
desiittble  for  the  Vipont  interest  that  the  wedded  pair 
should  reunite  at  Atontfort  Court,  where  all  the  Vipont 
family  were  invited  to  witness  their  felicity,  or  mitigate 
t^eir  ennui. 

But,  before  proceeding  another  stage  in  this  history, 
it  becomes  a  just  tribute  of  leapect  to  the  great  House  of 
Vipont,  to  paose  and  place  its  past  lecoids  and  preeent 
gtandeur  in  fuller  display  before  the  reverential  reader. 
The  House  of  VipontI  —  what  am  I  aboatt  The  House 
of  Vipont  reqoitee  a  chapter  to  itself. 
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CHAPTER  vn. 


The  House  of  VipontI  Looking  bfick  UitDUgh  ages,  ft 
Beems  ps  if  the  House  of  Vipoct  weie  one  eontinaous, 
living  idioayncraBy,  having  in  Ite  pn^reealve  develop- 
ment a  connected  unity  of  thought  and  action,  so  tlut 
through  all  the  changes  of  ita  outiWaid  form  it  had  boen 
moved  and  guided  by  the  same  single  spirit,  "  Le  roi 
i\it  mart,  —  vive  U  roil  "  A  Vipont  dies,  —  live  the 
VipontI  Despite  its  high-«aunding  Korman  name,  the 
House  of  Vipont  was  no  House  at  all  for  aome  gensia- 
tions  after  the  Conquest.  The  first  Vipont  who  emerged 
from  the  ohscurity  of  time,  was  a  rude  soldier  of  Gascon 
origin ,  in  the  reign  of  Henry  II. ,  —  one  of  the  thousand 
fighting  men  who  sailed  from  Milford  Haven  with  the 
stout  Earl  of  Pembroke,  on  that  strange  expedition 
which  ended  In  the  conquest  of  Ireland.  This  gallant 
man  obtained  large  grants  of  land  in  that  fertile  island, 
' — some  Mao  or  some  0'  vanished,  and  the  House  of 
Vipont  rose. 

During  the  reign  of  Bicbatd  I.,  the  House  of  Vipont, 
tiiongh  recalled  to  England  (leaving  its  Irish  acquisi- 
tions  in  charge  of  a  fierce  cadet,  who  served  as  middle- 
mau),  excused  itself  from  the  Crusade,  and,  by  marriage 
with  a  rich  goldsmith's  dai^hter,  was  enabled  to  lend 
moneys  to  those  who  indulged  in  that  exciting  but  costly 
pilgrimage.  In  the  reign  of  John,  the  House  of  Vipont 
foreclosed  its  mortgages  on  lands  thus  pledged,  and  be- 
came possessed  of  a  very  fair  property  in  Englaod,  as 
well  as  its  fiefs  in  the  sister  isle. 
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The  House  of  Vipont  took  no  part  in  the  tioableaome 
politics  of  that  day.  Discreetly  obscure,  it  attended  to 
its  owB  foitnneB,  and  felt  small  interest  in  Magna  Gharta. 
During  tlie  reigns  of  the  Planb^jenet  Edwards,  who  were 
great  enoouragers  of  mercantile  adventure,  the  House  of 
Yipont,  shunning  Greci,  Bannockburn,  and  such  profit- 
less brawls,  intermarried  with  London  traders,  and  got 
maaj  a  good  thing  ont  of  the  Genoese.  In  the  reign  of 
Henry  IV. ,  the  House  of  Tipont  reaped  the  benefit  of 
its  past  forbearance  and  modesty.  Kow,  for  the  first 
time,  the  Viponts  appear  as  belted  knights,  — they  Iiave 
armorial  bearings;  they  are  Lancasterian  to  the  bock- 
bone;  they  are  exoeedii^ty  indignant  against  heretics; 
they  bum  the  Lollards;  they  have  places  in  the  house- 
hold of  Queen  Joan,  who  was  called  a  witch,  —  but  a 
witch  is  a  very  good  friend  when  she  wields  a  sceptre 
instead  of  a  broomstick.  And,  in  proof  of  its  growing 
importance,  the  House  of  Vipont  marries  a  daughter  of 
tiifl  then  mighty  House  of  Danell.  In  the  reign  of 
Henry  V.,  during  the  invasion  of  Fiance,  the  House  of 
Vipont —  being  afraid  of  the  dysentery  which  carried  off 
more  brave  fellows  than  the  field  of  Agincourt  —  con- 
trived to  be  a  minor.  The  Wars  of  the  Boees  puitled 
the  House  of  Vipont  sadly.  But  it  went  through  that 
perilous  ordeal  with  sii^ular  (act  and  success.  The 
manner  in  which  it  changed  sides,  each  change  safe, 
and  most  changes  lucrative,  is  beyond  all  praise. 

On  the  whole,  it  preferred  the  Yorkists;  it  was  im- 
possible to  be  actively  Lancasterian,  with  Henry  VI.  of 
Lancaster  alvays  in  prison.  And  thus,  at  the  death  of 
Edward  IV. ,  the  House  of  Vipont  was  Baron  Vipont 
uf  Vipont,  with  twenty  manors.  Richard  HI.  counted 
on  the  House  of  Vipont,  when  he  left  London  to  meet 
Bichmond  at  Boaworth,— he  counted  without  his  hoet. 
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Tha  House  of  Vipont  becune  again  intmuely  lAncaBte- 
rian,  and  vas  unongrt'tlio  fint  to  crowd  round  tlie  littei 
in  which  Homy  Vil.  enteied  the  metiopoliB.  In  that 
reign  it  married  a  leUtion  of  Empoon'a,  did  tiie  great 
House  of  Vipont  1  —  and  as  nobles  of  elder  date  had  be- 
come Bcaice  md  poor,  Henry  VII.  was  pleased  to  make  the 
House  of  Vipont  an  earl,  —  the  Earl  of  Uontfort.  la 
the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.,  instead  of  burning  Lollaids, 
the  House  of  Vipont  was  all  for  the  Seformati<m, — it 
obtained  the  lands  of  two  priories  and  one  abbey.  Gorged 
with  GoA  spoil,  the  Hoom  cd  Vipont,  like  an  anaconda 
in  the  process  of  digestion,  slept  long.  But  no,  it  slept 
not.  Though  it  kept  itself  still  as  a  mouse  daring  the  reign 
of  Bloody  Queen  Mary  (only  letting  it  be  known  at  court 
that  the  Hoose  of  Vipont  had  strong  papal  leanings) ; 
Plough  during  the  leigns  of  Elizabeth  and  Jamee  it  made 
KLO  noise,  the  House  of  Vipcmt  was  silently  inflating  its 
lungs,  and  improving  its  constituti<m.  Slept,  indeedl 
it  was  wide  awake.  Then  it  was  that  it  began  sys- 
tematically its  grand  policy  of  alliances;  t^en,  was  it 
sedulously  grafting  its  olive  branches  on  the  stems  of 
those  fruitful  new  Houses  that  bad  sprang  up  with  the 
Tudors;  then,  alive  to  the  spirit  of  the  day,  provident 
of  the  wants  of  the  morrow,  over  the  length  and  breadtii 
of  Uie  land  it  wove  ttie  interlacing  network  of  useful 
cousinhoodt  Then,  too,  it  began  to  build  palaces,  to 
enclose  parka,  — it  travelled,  too,  a  little, — did  the 
House  c^  Vipontt  It  visited  Italy,  —  it  oonoeived  a 
taste;  a  very  elegant  House  became  the  House  of  Vipont! 
And  in  James's  leign,  for  the  first  time,  the  House  of 
Vipont  got  the  Garter.  The  Civil  Wars  broke  out,  — 
England  was  rent.  Peer  and  knight  took  part  with  one 
side  or  the  other.  The  House  of  Vipont  was  again  per- 
I'lexed.     Certainly  at  the  oommenioement  it  was  all  tux 
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King  Charles.  But  when  Kii^  Ghsrles  took  to  fighting, 
the  Houee  of  Yipont  shook  its  sagacious  head,  and  went 
about,  like  Lord  Falkland,  sighing  "Peace,  peace!" 
Finally  it  Temembered  its  neglected  estatee  in  Ireland,—' 
ita  duties  called  it  thither.  To  Ireland  it  vent,  dis- 
creetly Bad,  and,  marrying  a  kinawoman  of  Lord  Faucon- 
berg,  —  the  connection  least  exposed  to  Fortune's  caprice 
of  all  the  alliances  fonned  by  the  Loid  Protector's  family, 
—  it  was  aafe  when  Cromwell  visited  Ireland ;  and  no  leas 
safe  when  Charles  II,  was  lestoied  to  England.  During 
the  reign  of  the  meny  monarch,  the  Hoqbb  of  Yipont 
was  a  courtier,  married  a  beauty,  got  the  Garter  again, 
and,  for  the  first  time,  became  the  fashion.  Fashion 
began  to  he  a  power.  In  the  reign  of  James  II.,  the 
House  of  Yipont  again  coatrired  to  be  a  minor,  who 
came  of  age  just  in  time  to  take  &e  oaths  of  fealty  to 
William  and  Mary.  In  case  of  accidents,  the  House  of 
Yipont  kept  on  friendly  tenns  with  tiie  exiled  Stoarte, 
but  it  wrote  no  letters,  and  got  into  no  scrapes,  tt  was 
not,  however,  till  the  Government,  under  Sir  Robert 
Walpole,  established  the  constitutional  and  parliamen- 
tary system  which  characterizes  modem  freedom,  that 
the  puissance  accumulated  through  enccessire  centuries 
by  the  House  of  Yipont  became  pre-eminently  visible. 
By  that  time  its  lands  were  vast;  its  wealth  enormous; 
its  parliamentary  in&uence,  as  "a  great  House,"  was 
a  part  .of  the  British  Constitution.  At  this  period  the 
House  of  Yipont  found  it  convenient  to  rend  itself  into 
two  grand  divisions,  —  the  peer's  branch  and  the  com- 
moner's. The  House  of  Commons  had  become  so  im- 
portant that  it  was  necessary  for  the  House  of  Yipont  to 
be  represented  there  hy  a  great  commoner.  Thus  arose 
the  family  of  Carr  Yipont.  That  division,  owing  to  a 
marriage  settlement  favoring  a  younger  son  1^  the  heiress 
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of  the  Gam,  earned  off  a  good  slice  from  the  eeUte  of 
tlie  earldom,  —  uno  avergo,  non  deficit  alter;  the  earl- 
dom mourned,  but  replaced  the  losa  hj  two  wealthy 
wedlocks  of  its  own;  and  had  long  since  seen  caosa  to 
i^oice  that  its  power  in  the  ITpper  Chamber  was  strength- 
eited  bf  soch  aid  in  the  Lower.  For,  thanks  to  its 
parliamentary  influence,  and  the  aid  of  the  great  com- 
moner, in  the  leign  of  George  ill.  the  House  of  Yipont 
became  a  Uarqaess.  From  that  time  to  the  present  day, 
the  House  of  Yipont  had  gone  on  prospering  and  pro- 
gressive. It  was  to  the  aristocracy  what  the  "  Times  " 
newspaper  is  to  the  press.  The  same  qnick  qmipathy 
with  public  feeling;  the  same  unity  of  tone  and  pur- 
pose; the  same  adaptability;  and  something  of  the  same 
lofty  tone  of  superiority  to  the  petty  interests  of  party. 
It  may  be  conceded  that  the  House  of  Yipont  was  less 
brilliant  than  the  "  Times "  newspaper,  but  eloquence 
and  wit,  necessary  to  the  duration  of  a  newspaper,  were 
not  oeceesBiy  to  that  of  the  House  of  Yipont.  Had  they 
been  so,  it  would  hare  had  them! 

The  head  of  the  House  of  Yipont  rarely  condescended 
to  take  office.  With  a  rent-roll  loosely  estimated  at 
about  £170,000  a  year,  it  is  beneath  a  man  to  take  from 
the  public  a  paltry  five  or  six  thousand  a  year,  and  un- 
dergo all  the  undignified  abuse  of  popular  assembliee, 
and  "a  ribald  press."  But  it  was  a  matter  of  course 
that  the  House  of  Yipont  should  be  represented  in  any 
cabinet  that  a  constitutional  monarch  could  be  advised 
to  form.  Since  the  time  of  Walpole,  a  Yipont  was 
always  in  the  service  of  his  country,  except  in  those 
rare  instances  when  the  country  was  infamously  mi^v- 
emed.  The  cadets  of  the  House,  or  the  senior  member 
of  the  great  commoner's  branch  of  it,  sacrificed  theil 
ease  to  fidfil  that  duty.     The  Montfort  Marquessea,  in 
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general,  were  contented  wiiih  aitustions  of  honor  in  the 
household,  u  of  Lord  Steward,  Lord  Chamberlain,  ot 
Master  of  tht  Horse,  etc.,  —  not  onerous  dignities;  and 
even  these,  they  only  deigned  to  accept  on  those  especial 
ocossioDS  when  danger  threatened  the  Stai  of  Bronsvick, 
and  the  sense  of  its  exalted  station  forbade  the  House  of 
Vipont  to  leave  its  country  in  the  dork. 

Great  Honses  like  that  of  Yipont  assist  the  work  of 
civilixation  by  the  law  of  their  existence.  They  are 
sure  to  have  a  epirited  and  wealthy  tenantry,  to  whom, 
it  but  for  the  sake  of  that  popular  character  which 
donbles  political  influence,  they  ore  liberal  and  kindly 
landlords.  Under  their  sway,  fens  and  sands  become 
fertile;  ^igrioultnral  expeiimento  are  tested  on  a  large 
scale;  cattle  and  sheep  improve  in  breed;  national  oapi- 
tal  augments,  and,  sprii^ii^  beneath  the  ploi^hshare, 
circulates  indirectly  to  speed  the  ship  and  animate  the 
loom.  Had  there  been  no  Wobnm,  no  Holkham,  no 
Montfort  Court,  England  would  be  the  poorer  by  many 
a  mill  ioD.  Our  great  Houses  tend  also  to  Uie  refinement 
of  national  teste:  they  have  their  showplaces,  their 
picture-galleries,  their  beautiful  grounds.  The  hnm- 
blest  drawing-rooms  owe  an  elegance  or  comfort — the 
smallest  garden,  a  flower  or  esculent  —  to  the  importa- 
tions which  luxury  borrowed  from  abroad,  or  the  inven- 
tions it  stimulated  at  home,  for  the  original  benefit  of 
great  Houses.  Having  a  fair  share  of  such  merits,  in 
compon  with  other  great  Houses,  the  House  of  Vipont 
was  not  without  good  qualities  peculiar  to  itself.  Pre- 
eisely  because  it  was  the  most  egotistical  of  Houses, 
filled  with  the  sense  of  its  own  identity,  and  guided  by 
the  instincts  of  its  own  conservation,  it  was  a  very  civil, 
good-natured  House,  —  courteous,  generous,  hospitable ; 
a  House  (I  mean  the  head  of  it,  not  of  course  all  its 
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sabordiiute  nembeTS,  mcloding  even  the  angnst  Lai^ 
Seliss) ,  that  could  bow  graciooBly  and  shake  hands  with 
70a,  Evtai  if  you  had  no  vote  joaiaelf ,  70a  might  han 
a  consiii  who  had  a  vote.  And  onoe  admitted  into  the 
&mily,  the  House  adopted  you;  you  had  only  to  many 
one  of  ita  Temoteat  ralationa,  and  the  House  eent  you  a 
wedding  present;  and  at  every  genenl  election,  invited 
you  to  rally  round  your  connection, — the  Harqueaa. 
Therefore,  next  only  to  the  Eatahliahed  Church,  Qm 
House  of  Vipont  was  that  British  institution  the  roots 
of  which  weie  the  most  widely  spread. 

Now,  the  Viponle  had  for  long  generations  been  an 
energetic  race.  Whatever  their  defeots,  they  had  ez- 
bibited  shrewdneaa  and  vigor.  The  Uto  Marquees 
(grandfather  to  the  present)  had  been,  perh^w,  the 
ablest — that  is,  done  moet  for  the  House  of  Vipont — 
of  tliem  all.  Of  a  grandiose  and  superb  mode  of  living; 
of  a  m^estic  deportment;  of  princely  manners;  of  a 
remarkable  talent  for  ibv  management  of  all  business, 
whether  private  or  public, — a  perfect  enthusiast  for 
the  House  of  Vipont,  and  aided  hj  a  MarchionesB  in  all 
respects  worthy  of  Mm,  he  might  be  aud  to  be  the  cul' 
minating  flower  of  the  veneraUe  stem.  But  the  present 
lord,  succeeding  to  the  title  as  a  mere  child,  was  a  mel- 
ancholy contrast,  not  only  to  his  grandsire,  Int  to  the 
general  character  of  his  ptogenitore.  Before  his  time, 
every  head  of,  tbe  House  had  done  something  for  it,  — 
even  the  moat  frivolous  bad  contributed;  one  bad  col- 
lected the  pictures;  another,  the  statues;  a  third,  the 
medals ;  a  fourth  had  amassed  the  famous  Vipont  library ; 
while  others  bad  at  least  married  heiresses,  or  aug- 
mented, through  ducal  lines,  the  splendor  of  the  inter- 
minable oousinhood.  The  present  Marquees  was  literary 
nil.    The  pith  of  tbe  Viponts  was  not  in  him.     Ha 
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looked  well;  he  dieaaed  well;  if  life  were  only  the 
domb  show  of  a  tableau,  be  would  have  been  a  paragon 
of  a  Marquess.  But  he  was  like  the  watches  we  give 
to  little  children,  with  a  pietty  gilt  dial-plate,  and  no 
works  in  them.  He  was  thoioughly  inert;  there  was 
no  winding  him  up;  he  could  not  manage  hie  property; 
he  could  not  anewer  bis  letters,  —  very  few  of  them  conld 
he  even  read  through.  Politics  did  not  interest  him, 
nor  literature,  nor  field-sportfl.  He  shot,  it  is  true,  but 
mechanically, — wondering,  perhaps,  why  he  did  ahoot. 
Ue  attended  races,  because  the  House  of  Vipont  kept  a 
racing-«tud.  Hb  bet  on  his  own  horeeB,  but  if  they  lost 
showed  no  vexation.  Admirers  (no  Uarqneas  of  Mont- 
fort  could  be  wholly  without  them)  aaid,  "  What  fine 
temper  I  what  good  breeding  I"  It  was  nothing  but  con- 
stitutional apaUiy.  Ko  one  could  call  him  a  bod  mas, 
— he  was  not  a  profligate,  an  oppressor,  a  miser,  a  spend- 
thrift; he  would  not  have  taken  the  trouble  to  be  a  bad 
man  on  any  account,  Those  who  beheld  his  character 
at  a  diatuice,  would  hare  called  kim  au  exemplary  mas. 
The  more  conspicuous  duties  of  his  station,  subscrip- 
tions, charities,  the  maintonanoe  of  grand  establisb- 
mente,  the  encouragement  of  the  fine  arte,  were  rirtiies 
admirably  perfornwd  for  him  I7  others.  Bat  the 
phlegm  or  nullity  of  hie  being  was  not,  after  all,  ao 
complete  as  I  have  made  it,  perhaps,  appear.  He  had 
one  ausceptiblli^  which  is  more  common  with  womrai 
than  with  men,  —  the  susceptibility  to  pique.  His 
amour  propre  waa  unforgiving, — pique  that,  and  he 
could  do  a  rash  thing,  a  foolish  thing,  a  spiteful  thing; 
pique  that,  and,  prodigiousi  the  watch  wenti  He  had 
a  rooted  pique  against  his  Marchioness.  Apparently, 
he  had  conceived  ^ia  piqae  from  the  very  first.  He 
showed  it  passively  by  snpreme  neglect;  he  showed  it 
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setiTely  hj  lemOTii^  her  feom  sll  the  BphnreB  of  powei 
which  Datonlly  fall  to  Uie  vife  when  the  hoabuiii  shuiu 
the  details  of  businesB.  Evidoitly,  he  had  a  dread  lest 
axLj  one  should  say,  "Lady  Ifontfort  inflaencee  my 
lord."  Aocoidingly,  not  only  tiie  management  of  bis 
estates  fell  to  Can  Vipont,  —  but  even  of  his  gardens, 
his  household,  his  domestic  arrongementB.  It  was  Carr 
Vipont  or  Lady  Selina  who  said  to  Lady  Montfort, 
"  Give  a  ball "  —  "  You  should  ask  so  and  eo  to  dinner  " 
—  ■  Montfort  was  much  hurt  to  see  the  old"  lawn  at  the 
Twickenham  Villa  broken  up  by  those  new  boiquett. 
True,  it  is  settled  on  you  as  a  jointuie-house,  but  for 
that  very  reason  Montfort  is  sensitiTe,"  etc.,  etc.  In  fact, 
they  were  virtaally  as  separated,  my  lord  and  my  lady, 
as  if  legally  distmited,  and  as  if  Garr  Vipont  and  Ledy 
Selina  were  trustees  or  intermediariee  in  any  polite 
approach  to  each  other.  But,  on  Uie  other  hand,  it  is 
fair  to  say  that  where  Lady  Montfort's  sphere  of  actitm 
did  not  interfere  with  her  husband's  plans,  habita,  lik- 
ings, dislikings,  jealous  apprehensions  that  she  should 
be  supposed  to  have  any  ascendency  over  what  exclu- 
sively  belonged  to  himself  as  roi  fatTUant  of  the  Vi- 
pontB,she  was  left  free  as  air.  No  attempt  at  maacoline 
control  or  conjugal  advice.  At  her  disposal  was  wealth 
without  stint;  every  luxury  the  eoft  could  desire;  eveiy 
gewgaw  the  vain  could  covet.  Had  her  pin-money, 
which  in  itself  was  the  revenue  of  an  ordinary  peerees, 
failed  to  satisfy  her  wants;  had  she  grown  tired  of  wear- 
ing the  family  diamonds,  and  coveted  new  gems  from 
Oolconda,.—  a  single  word  to  Can  Vipont  or  Lady  Selina 
would  have  been  answered  hj  a  carte  blanehe  on  the 
Bank  of  England.  But  Lady  Montfort  had  the  misfor- 
tune not  to  be  extravagant  in  her  tastes.  Stionge  to 
say,  in  the  world  Lord  Montfort's  marriage  was  called 
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a  love  match;  he  had  married  a  portionless  giri,  daugh- 
ter to  one  of  his  poorest  and  ol^sciiTeGt  cousins,  against 
the  uniform  policj  of  the  House  of  Vipont,  which  did 
all  it  could  for  poor  cousins  except  matTjing  them  to  ite 
chief.  But  Lad;  Montfort's  conduct  in  these  tiding 
circumstAnces  was  admirable  and  tare,  few  afflronts 
can  humiliate  us  unless  ve  resent  tiiem, — and  in  Tain. 
Lady  Montfoit  had  that  exquisite  dignity  which  gives 
to  submiseion  the  grace  of  cheerful  acquiescence.  That 
in  the  gay  world  flatterers  should  gather  round  a  yonng 
wife  so  eminently  beautiful,  and  so  wholly  left  by  her 
husband  to  her  own  gaidance,  was  inevitable.  But  at 
the  very  first  insinuated  compliment  or  pathetic  con- 
dolence. Lady  Hontfort,  so  meek  in  her  household,  was 
haughty  enough  to  have  daunted  Lovelace.  She  was 
thus  very  early  felt  to  be  beyond  temptation,  and  the 
boldest  passed  on,  nor  presumed  to  tempt.  She  was 
unpopular;  called  "proud  and  freezing;"  she  did  not 
extend  the  influence  of  "  The  House;  "  she  did  not  con- 
flrm  its  fashion,  —  fashion  which  necessitates  social  ease, 
and  which  no  rank,  no  wealth,  no  virtue  can  of  them- 
selves suffice  to  give.  And  this  failure  on  hei  part  was 
a  great  offence  in  the  eyes  of  the  Honae  of  Vipont. 
"  She  does  absolutely  nothing  for  us,"  said  Lady  Selina; 
but  Lady  Selina,  in  her  heart,  was  well  pleased  that 
to  her  in  reality  thus  fell,  almost  without  a  rival,  the 
female  representation  in  the  great  world  of  the  Vipont 
honors.     Lady  Selina  was  fashion  itself. 

Lady  Montfort's  social  peculiarity  was  in  the  eager- 
ness with  which  she  sought  the  society  of  persona  who 
enjoyed  a  reputation  for  superior  intellect,  whether 
statesmen,  lawyers,  authors,  philosophers,  artists.  In- 
tellectual intercourse  seemed  as  if  it  was  her  native 
atmosphere,  from  which  she  was  habitually  banished, 
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to  which  b1l«  returned  with  an  iiutinctiTe  yearning  ind 
A  new  lest  of  life ;  yet  was  she  called,  even  here,  —  nor 
eeeBiingl;  without  justice, — capricious  and  unsteady 
in  her  likinge.  These  clever  personages,  after  a  litUe 
while,  all  seemed  to  disappoint  her  expectations  of  them; 
she  sought  the  acquaintance  of  each  with  cordial  eameet- 
aeas;  slid  from  the  acquaintance  with  weary  langoor; 
never,  after  all,  less  alone  than  when  alone. 

And  so  wondrous  lovely !  Nothing  so  rare  as  bean^ 
of  the  high  type;  genins  and  beauty,  indeed,  are  botli 
rare;  genius,  which  is  the  bean^  of  the  mind,  —  beanty, 
which  is  the  genius  of  the  body.  But,  of  the  two, 
beauty  ia  the  rarer.  All  of  us  can  count  on  our  fingers 
some  forty  or  fifty  persons  of  undoubted  and  illustrious 
genius,  including  those  famous  in  action,  letters,  art^ 
But  can  any  of  us  remember  to  have  seen  more  than  four 
or  five  specimens  of  flist-rate  ideal  beauty  t  Whosoever 
had  seen  Lady  Montfort  would  have  ranked  her  amongst 
such  four  or  five  in  his  recollection.  There  was  in  her 
&ce  that  lustrous  dazzle  to  which  th6  Latin  poet,  per- 
haps, refers  when  he  speaks  of  the 

"Nitor 

Sptendentis  Pane  marmore  porius  .  . . 

Et  voltDS,  niminm  Inbricna  ad^id ;  " 

and  which  an  English  poet,  with  the  lees  senauous  but 
more  spiritual  imagination  of  northern  genius,  has  de- 
scribed in  lines  that  an  English  reader  may  be  pleased 
to  see  rescued  from  oblivion:  — 

"  Her  fiice  was  like  the  milky  way  i'  &b  iky, 

A  meeting  of  gentle  lights  without  a  name."  * 

The  eyea  so  purely  bright;   the  exquisite  harmony  of 

coloring  between  t^  dsj;k  (not  too  dark)  hair,  and  the 

1  Suckling. 
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iToi7  of  the  skin;  mch  eweet  ndianoe  in  the  lip  iriwD 
it  broke  into  &  amile.  And  it  wu  said  that  in  her 
nuiden  day,  before  Caroline '  Lyndsay  becams  Har- 
chioneaa  of  Montfort,  that  Bmile  irae  the  most  Joyous 
thing  imaginable.  Abeiud  now  3  you  would  not  think 
it,  but  that  stately  lady  had  been  a  wild,  fanciful  giil, 
with  the  merrieat  laugh  and  the  quickest  tear,  filling 
the  ail  round  her  with  April  Bunshine.  Certainly,  no 
beings  ever  yet  lived  the  life  yatnre  intended  them 
to  Utb,  nor  had  fair  play  for  heart  and  mind,  who 
oontrired,  by  hook  or  by  crook  —  to  many  the  wrong 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

Hm  Intnte  of  tlw  Qnat  HooM.  —  The  BiitUi  Cooitittitianit 
hrane  in  ft  rimilj  F»nj. 

Gbkat  was  the  family  gathering  that  ChristmaB-tide  at 
Montfort  Cooit.  Thither  flocked  the  GoosiiiB  of  the 
Houae  in  all  d^reea  and  of  various  lanks.  From  dukea 
vho  had  nothing  left  to  vish  for  ^t  kings  and  conain- 
hoods  can  give,  to  brieflesa  borristorB  and  aapiring  cor- 
neta  of  equally  good  blood  with  the  dukes,  —  the  superb 
family  united  ita  motley  scions.  Such  reoniona  irere 
frequent :  they  belonged  to  the  hereditary  policy  of  the 
Hotiae  of  Vipont.  On  this  occasion,  the  muster  of  the 
ckn  WBS  more  significant  than  usual;  there  was  a 
"  CBI8I8  "  in  the  constitutional  history  of  the  British 
empire.  A  new  Govemment  had  been  suddenly  farmed 
within  the  last  six  weeks,  which  certainly  portended 
some  direful  blow  on  our  ancient  institutions ;  for  the 
Honse  of  Yipont  had  not  been  consulted  in  its  arrange- 
ments, and  was  wholly  unrepresented  in  the  Ministry, 
evtai  by  a  lordship  of  the  treasuiy.  Carr  Yipont  had 
therefore  summoned  the  patriotic  and  resentful  kindred. 
It  is  an  hour  or  so  after  the  conclusion  of  dinner. 
The  gentlemen  hare  joined  the  ladies  in  the  state  suite, 
a  suite  which  the  last  Marquess  had  reonanged  and 
redecorated  in  his  old  age,  —  during  the  long  illoess 
that  finally  conducted  him  to  his  ancestors.  During  bis 
eatliei  years,  that  princely  Marquess  had  deserted  Mont- 
tort  Court  for  a  seat  nearer  to  London,  and  therefore 
much   more  easily  filled  with  that  brilliant  society  of 
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wliicli  he  had  been  long  the  ornament  and  centre ;  rail- 
VBfs  not  then  existing  foi  the  annihilation  of  time  and 
space,  and  a  journey  to  a  northern  county  four  days  vith 
post-horees,  making  the  invitations  even  of  a  Marqueaa 
of  Montfort  unalluring  to  languid  beauties  and  gouty 
miniateiB.  But,  nearing  the  end  of  his  worldly  career, 
this  long  neglect  of  the  dwelling  identified  with  his 
hereditary  titles,  smote  the  conscience  of  the  illustrious 
sinner.  And  other  occupations  beginning  to  pell,  his 
lordship,  accompanied  and  cheered  by  a  chaplain  who 
had  a  fine  taste  in  the  decorative  arts,  came  resolutely 
to  Montfort  Court;  and  there,  surrounded  with  archi- 
tects, and  gilders,  and  upholsterers,  redeemed  his  errors; 
and,  soothed  by  the  reflection  of  the  palace  provided  for 
his  successor,  added  to  his  vaults  —  a  cofiBn. 

The  suite  expands  before  the  eye.  Tou  are  in  the 
grand  drawing-room,  copied  from  that  of  Yeisailles. 
That  is  the  picture,  full  length,  of  the  late  Marquess 
in  his  robes;  its  pendant  is  the  late  Marchioness,  his 
wife.  That  table  of  malachite  is  a  present  from  the 
BuBsian  Emperor  Alexander;  that  vase  of  SSvie,  which 
rests  on  it,  was  made  for  Marie  Antoinette, — see  her 
portrait  enamelled  in  its  centre.  Through  the  open  door 
at  the  far  end,  your  eye  loses  ibielf  in  a  vista  of  other 
pompons  chambers,  —  the  music-room,  the  statue  hall, 
tike  orangery ;  other  rooms  there  are  appertaining  to  the 
snite,  —  a  ball-room  fit  for  Babylon,  a  library  that  might 
have  adorned  Alexandria,  —  but  they  are  not  lighted, 
nor  required  on  this  oocasiDn;  it  is  strictly  a  family 
party,  six^  guests  and  no  more. 

In  the  drawing-room,  three  whist-tables  carry  off  the 
more  elderly  and  grave.  The  piano,  in  the  music-room, 
attracts  a  younger  group.  Lady  Selina  Vipont's  eldest 
daughter,  Honoris,  a  youag  Udy  not  yet  brought  out, 
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bat  about  to  be  brought  out  the  next  naaon,  is  tiuead* 
ing  a  iroDcUifullf  intricate  Oerman  piece,  — 

**  Linked  mueic,  long  drawn  out," 

with  T&riationB.  Her  science  is  oonsnnunate.  No  paint 
have  been  spared  on  her  edooation;  elaborately  accom- 
plished, she  IB  formed  to  be  l^e  BTmpathizing  apouae  of 
a  wealthy  Btatesman.  Lady  Uoutfort  is  seated  by  an 
elderly  duchees,  who  is  good-natured,  and  a  great  talker; 
near  her  ore  seated  two  middle-aged  gentlemen,  who  had 
been  conversing  with  her  till  the  Duchess,  hsTing  cut  in, 
turned  dial<^e  into  monologue. 

The  elder  of  these  two  gentlemen  is  Hr.  Carr  Yipont, 
—  bald,  with  clipped  parliamentary  whiskers;  Tolaes 
himself  on  a  likeness  to  Canning,  but  with  a  portlier 
presence,  —  looks  a  laige-acred  man.  Cair  Vipont  hat 
about  £40,000  a  year;  has  often  refused  office  for  him- 
self, while  teking  care  ^t  other  Vlpcmte  should  have 
it;  is  a  great  authority  in  Committee  business,  and  tbe 
rules  of  the  House  of  Commons;  speaks  very  seldom, 
and  at  no  great  length,  never  arguing,  merely  stating  his 
opinion,  carries  great  weight  with  him,  and  as  he  votes, 
vote  fifteen  other  members  of  the  House  of  Vipont, 
besides  admiring  satellites.  He  can  ttierefore  turn 
divisions,  and  has  decided  the  fate  of  cabinets.  A 
pleasant  man,  a  little  consequential,  but  the  reverse 
of  haughty,  —  unctuously  overbearing.  The  otiier  gen' 
Ueman,  to  whom  he  is  listening,  is  our  old  scquaintauee. 
Colonel  Alban  Vipont  Motley, — Darrell's  friend; 
George's  uncle;  a  man  of  importance,  —  not  inferior, 
indeed,  to  that  of  his  kinsman  Carr:  an  authority  in 
club-rooms;  an  oracle  in  drawing -rooms ;  a  firatiate 
man  of  the  beau  monde,  Alban  AEorlay,  s  youngw 
brother,  had  entered  the  Guards  young;  i«tired,  jrouog 
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Hao,  from  the  Gu&rds  vith  ths  nnk  <A  ookHisl,  and  od 
receipt  of  a  legacy  from  an  old  sunt,  which,  with  tiu 
intereBt  derived  from  the  sum  at  which  he  sold  hit  oom- 
miuion,  allowed  him  a  dear  income  of  £1000  a  year. 
This  modest  income  sufficed  fot  all  his  wanta,  Sna  gen- 
tleman though  he  was.  He  had  refused  to  go  into  Par- 
liament, —  refused  a  high  place  in  a  public  department. 
Single  himself,  he  showed  his  respect  for  wedlock  b; 
the  interest  he  took  in  the  marriages  of  other  people,  — 
just  as  £arl  Warwick,  too  wise  to  set  ap  for  a  k^, 
gratified  his  passion  for  royalty  by  becomii^  the  king- 
maker. The  Colonel  was  ezoeedingly  accomplished,  a 
very  fair  scholar,  knew  most  modem  languages.  In 
painting,  an  amateur;  in  music,  a  connoisseur;  witty 
at  times,  and  with  wit  of  a  high  quality,  bnt  thrifty 
in  the  expenditure  of  it;  too  wise  to  be  known  as  a  wit. 
Manly  too,  —  a  daring  rider,  who  had  won  many  a  fox's 
brush;  a  famous  deer-stalker,  and  one  of  the  few  Et^lish 
gentlemen  who  still  keep  up  the  BoUe  art  of  fencing,  — 
twice  a  week  to  be  seen,  foil  in  hand,  against  all  comers 
in  Ai^[elo's  rooms.  Thin,  well-shaped,  —  not  hand- 
some, my  dear  yonng  lady,  far  fnmt  it,  but  with  an 
air  BO  thoroughbred,  that,  had  yon  seen  him  in  the  day 
when  Gw  opera-house  had  a  crash-room  and  a  fops'  alley ; 
seen  him  in  either  of  those  resorts,  snrrounded  by  elab- 
orate dandies,  and  showy  beauty-men,  —  dandies  and 
beanty-men  would  have  seemed  to  yon  second-rate  and 
vulgar;  and  the  eye,  fascinated  by  that  quiet  form,  — 
plain  in  manner,  plain  in  drees,  plain  in  feature,  — you 
would  have  said,  "  How  very  distinguished  it  is  to  be 
so  plain! "  Knowing  the  great  world  from  the  core  to 
the  cuticle,  and  on  that  knowledge  basing  authority  and 
position.  Colonel  Morley  was  not  calculating,  not  cun* 
niug,  not  suspicious.     His  sagaoit;  the  ffloie  quick  bt- 
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caQM  ita  movements  were  straightforwaid.  Intimate 
with  the  greatest,  bnt  Bought,  —  not  seeking.  Not  a 
flatteiei  noi  a  parasite;  but  when  his  advice  was  asked 
(even  if  advice  necessitated  reproof),  giving  it  with 
militac;  condor.  In  fine,  a  man  of  such  aocial  repata- 
tion  as  rendeied  him  an  ornament  and  prop  to  the  House 
of  Vipont;  and,  with  unsnspected  depths  of  intelligence 
and  feeling  which  lay  in  the  lower  etiata  of  his  knowl- 
edge of  this  world,  to  witness  of  some  other  one,  and 
justified  Darrell  in  oommending  a  boy  like  Ijionel 
Haughton  to  the  Colonel's  friendly  care  and  admoni* 
tory  counsels.  The  Colonel,  like  other  men,  had  his 
weakness,  if  weakness  it  oan  be  called:  he  believed  that 
Hie  House  of  Vipont  was  not  merely  the  Corinthian 
capital,  bnt  the  embattled  keep;  not  merely  the  dtUee 
deeus,  bnt  the  pnsndium  columenque  rerum  of  the 
British  monarchy.  He  did  not  boast  of  his  connec- 
tion with  the  House;  he  did  not  provoke  your  spleen 
by  enlarging  on  its  manifold  virtues;  he  would  often 
have  hie  harmlasa  jest  against  its  members,  or  even 
against  its  pretensions,  —  but  such  seeming  evidences 
of  forbearance  or  candor  weie  cunning  devioee  to  mitj- 
gat«  envy.  His  devotion  to  the  House  was  not  obtru- 
sive; it  was  prafoiind.  He  loved  the  House  of  Vipont 
for  the  sake  of  England;  he  loved  England  for  the  sake 
of  the  House  of  Yipont  Had  it  been  poesible,  by  aome 
tremendous  reversal  of  the  ordinary  laws  of  Nature,  to 
dissociate  the  cause  of  England  from  the  cause  of  tin 
House  of  Vipont,  the  Colonel  would  have  said,  "  Save 
at  least  the  Ark  of  the  Constitution  I  and  nlly  round 
the  old  House  I " 

The  Colonel  had  none  of  Ouy  Darrell's  infirmity  of 
femily  pride;  he  cared  not  a  rush  for  mere  pedigrees, — 
much  too  liberal  and  enlightened  for  such  obsolete  pr^jn- 
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dices.  Nol  He  kn«w  the  world  too  well  not  to  be 
quite  avare  tiiat  old  family  and  long  pedigrees  at«  c^  no 
Oae  to  a  man  if  be  bos  not  some  money  or  some  merit. 
But  it  was  of  use  to  a  man  to  be  a  cousin  of  tbe  HoTise 
of  Vipont,  thongb  without  any  money,  without  any 
merit  at  all.  It  was  of  use  to  be  part  and  parcel  of  a 
British  institution;  it  was  of  use  to  have  a  legitimate, 
indefeasible  right  to  shan  in  the  adminieti&tion  and 
patronage  of  an  empire,  tm  which  (to  use  a  novel  illus- 
tration)  "  the  son  never  seta."  Ton  might  want  nothing 
for  youiaelf,  —  the  Colonel  and  tbe  Marquess  equally 
wanted  nothing  for  themselves;  but  man  is  not  to  be  a 
selfish  ^otietl  Han  has  cousins, — his  oonsins  may 
want  something.  Demosthenes  denounces,  in  words 
that  inflame  every  manly  breast,  the  ancient  Greek 
who  does  not  love  his  Folib  or  State;  even  though 
he  take  nothing  from  it  but  barren  honor,  and  con* 
tribute  towards  it — a  great  many  disagreeable  taxes. 
As  the  PoLiB  to  the  Greek,  was  the  House  of  Vipont 
to  Albon  Vipont  Morley.  It  was  tbe  most  beautiful, . 
touching  affection  imaginable!  Whenever  the  House 
w»s  in  difficulties,  whenever  it  was  threatened  by  a 
CBI8IB,  —  tbe  Colonel  was  by  its  side,  sparing  no  pains, 
neglecting  no  means,  to  get  the  Ark  of  the  Constitution 
back  into  smooth  water.  That  duty  done,  be  retired 
sgain  into  private  life,  and  scorned  all  other  reward  tttan 
the  still  whisper  of  applauding  conscience. 

"  Yes,"  said  Alhan  Morley,  whose  voice,  thongb  low 
and  subdued  in  tone,  was  extremely  distinct,  with  a 
perfect  enunciation,  — '  yes,  it  is  quite  bue,  my  nephew 
has  taken  orders, — his  defect  in  speech,  if  not  quite 
removed,  has  ceased  to  be  any  ohetade,  even  to  elo- 
quenoe;  an  occasional  stammer  may  be  efTective, — it 
increases  interest,  and  when  the  right  word  eomea,  tbgn 
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is  ttifl  dunn  of  surprise  in  it,  I  do  not  doafat  that 
Qeoige  will  be  a  very  dietingoished  cleigynum." 

Ub.  Cabb  Vifoitt.  —  "We  want  (me, — the  House 
WAnta  a  vay  diitinguiHlied  dei^fmon ;  we  have  none  at 
this  moment,  —  not  a  bishop,  not  even  a  dean ;  all  mere 
parish  panons,  and  among  them  not  one  we  oould  piuh. 
V617  odd,  with  more  thui  fort;  livings  too.  But  the 
Viponta  seldom  take  to  the  Church  kindly, — Qeoige 
must  be  pushed.  The  more  I  think  of  it,  the  more  we 
want  a  bishop:  a  biahop  would  be  useful  in  the  pres- 
ent GBisis."  (Looking  round  the  rooms  proudly,  and 
Boftenit^  his  voice)  —  "A  numerous  gathering,  TAot- 
Uyl  This  demonstration  will  strike  terror  in  Down- 
ing Straet,  ehl  The  old  House  stands  fimi,  —  nerer  was 
a  family  so  united:  all  here,  Z  think,  —  that  is,  all 
worth  naming, — all,  except  Sir  James,  whom  Moot- 
fort  chooses  to  dislike,  and  Qeorge, — and  George  comes 
to-morrow, " 

CoLOKXL  MoBLXT. — "  You  foigat  the  most  eminent 
of  all  our  oonneotions,  —  the  one  who  could  indeed 
strike  terror  into  Downing  Street,  were  his  voioe  to 
be  heard  againi " 

Cakb  Vipont. — "Whom  do  you  meant  Ah,  I 
knowl  —  Quy  Darrell.  His  wife  was  a  Vipont,  and 
he  is  not  here.  But  he  has  long  since  ceased  to  com- 
municate with  any  of  us,  —  the  only  connection  that 
ever  fell  away  from  the  House  of  Vipont;  especially  in 
a  OBisu  like  the  present.  Singular  man  t  For  all  the 
)tBe  he  is  to  us,  he  might  as  well  be  deadt  Bat  he  has 
a  fine  fortune,  —  what  will  he  do  with  itt " 

Thb  DtTOHXss.  —  "  My  dear  Lady  Montfort,  you  have 
hurt  yourself  with  that  paper-cutter. " 

Ladt  Momt7obt. — "No,  indeed.  Huehl  we  an 
di.jlurbing  Mr.  Carr  Vipont." 
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The  DachesB,  in  awe  of  Can  Yipont,  mnka  hei  nioa, 
and  gabbles  on,  —  vhispeTously. 

Cabb  ViPONT  (leaaming  the  subject).  — "Aveiyfine 
fortune,  —  what  will  he  do  with  it ! " 

CoLOifEL  MoBLBT. — "I  don't  know,  but  I  had  a 
letter  from  him  eome  montha  ago." 
'    Cabb  Vipomt.  —  "  You  had ,  —  and  never  told  me  I " 

Colonel  Moblby.  — "Of  no  importance  to  you,  my 
dear  Carr.  His  letter  merely  introdooed  to  me  a  chaim> 
ing  young  fellow,  —  a  kinaman  of  his  own  (no  Vipont), 
^Lionel  Haughton,  son  of  poor  Charlie  Haughton, 
whom  you  may  remember." 

Cabb  Vipoitt. — "Yes,  a  handsome  scamp, — went 
to  the  dogs.  So  Danell  takes  up  Charlie's  wm.,  — whati 
•ahisheirt" 

CoLomiL  Moblit.  — "  In  hia  letter  to  me  he  antid- 
pated  that  question  io  the  negatiTe. " 

Cabb  Viponi. —  "  Has  Dairell  any  nearer  kinsman  t " 

CoLOircL  MoBLBT.  —  "  JTot  that  I  know  of. " 

Cabb  Vipont.  — '  Perhaps  he  will  select  one  of  his 
wife's  family  for  hie  heir,  —  aVipont;  I  should  not 
WOTider." 

Colonel  Moblet  (dryly). — "I  should.  But  why 
may  not  Darrell  marry  again  1  I  always  thought  he 
would,  —  I  think  so  still." 

Cabb  Vifokt  (glancing  towards  his  own  daughter 
Honoris). — 'Well,  a  wife  well  chosen  might  reetoie 
him  to  society,  and  to  us.  Pity,  indeed,  that  so  great 
an  intellect  should  be  suspended,  — a  voice  so  eloquent 
hushed.  You  are  right;  in  this  cbisih,  Guy  Darrell 
once  more  in  the  House  of  Commons,  we  should  have 
all  we  require, — an  orator,  a  debater!  Very  odd,  but 
at  this  moment  we  have  no  speakers,  —  Wx,  the 
Viponte  I " 
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CoLOirxL  MoBLET.  — "Tonrself I " 

OxKB  ViPOSl.  — "  Toil  BIB  too  kind.  I  can  speak 
on  occasions;  but  r^nlarly,  no.  Too  much  dmdgeiy, 
—not  young  enough  to  take  to  it  now.  So  70a  think 
Damll  will  many  ^ainf  A  lemBikably  fine-looking 
fellow  when  I  last  saw  him;  not  old  yet;  I  dan  say, 
well  preaerred.  I  wish  I  had  thought  of  asking  him 
here,  —  Montfort!"  (Lord  Hon tfort,  with  one  or  two 
male  friends,  was  passing  by  towards  a  bill! aid-room, 
opening  through  a  side-door  from  the  legnlar  suite), — 
"  MontfortI  only  t^ink  we  forgot  to  invite  Gny  Dairall. 
Is  it  too  lata  before  our  party  breaks  np  1 " 

LoBD  MoNTTOBT  (sullenly).  — "  I  don't  chooee  Guy 
Darrell  to  bo  invited  to  my  boose." 

Carr  Vipont  wtm  literally  stunned  by  a  reply  so  con- 
tumacious. Lord  Hontfort  demur  at  what  Garr  Vipont 
suggested  1    He  could  not  believe  hie  mnsea. 

"Not  choose,  my  dear  MontfortI  you  ate  joking. 
A  monstrous  clever  fellow,  Guy  Dan«U,  and  at  this 
OBiais  —  " 

"I  hate  clever  fellows, — no  such  boresl "  said  Lord 
Montfort,  breaking  from  the  canning  daap  of  Carr 
Vipont,  and  stalking  away. 

"  Spare  your  regrets,  my  dear  Carr,"  said  Col<mel 
Morley.  "Darrell  is  not  in  England, — I  rather  be- 
lieve he  is  in  Verona."  Therewith  the  Colonel  saun- 
tered towards  the  group  gathered  round  the  piano.  A 
little  time  afterwards  Lady  Montfort  escaped  from  the 
Duchese,  and,  minglii^;  courteously  with  her  livelier 
guests,  found  herself  close  to  Colonel  Morley.  "Will 
you  give  me  my  revenge  at  chess  t"  she  asked,  with 
her  rare  smile.  The  Colonel  was  charmed.  As  they  sat 
down  and  ranged  their  men,  Lady  Montfort  remarked 
carelessly,  ^ 
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"  I  OTerbeard  you  aa;  jou  had  lately  received  a  letter 
from  Ut.  Darrell.  Does  be  write  as  if  well, — cheer- 
ful t  To<i  remembeT  that  I  was  much  with  his  daugh- 
ter, much  in  hia  hause,  when  I  was  a  child.  He  was 
aver  most  kind  to  mo."  Lady  Montfort's  voice  here 
faltered. 

'  He  writes  with  no  reference  to  himself,  hie  health, 
or  his  spirits.  But  his  young  kinsman  described  bim  to 
me  as  in  good  health, —  wonderfully  young-looking  for 
his  years.  But  cheerful,  —  not  Darrell  and  I  entered 
the  world  together;  we  were  friends  as  much  as  a  man 
80  busy  and  so  eminent  as  be  could  be  friends  with  & 
man  like  myself,  —  indolent  by  habit,  and  obacuie  out  of 
Mayfair.  I  know  his  nature;  we  both  know  something 
of  hia  family  sorrows.  He  cannot  be  happy  1  Impossi- 
ble! Alono,  childless,  secluded.  Poor  Darrell,  abroad 
now;  in  Verona,  tool  —  the  dullest  place!  in  mourning 
still  for  Romeo  and  Juliet!  —  'tis  your  turn  to  move. 
In  his  tetter  Darrell  telked  of  going  on  to  Greece,  Asia, 
penetrating  into  the  depths  of  Africa,  —  the  wildest 
schemesi  Dear  County  Guy,  as  we  called  him  at 
Eton!  —  what  a  career  his  might  baTO  been!  Don't 
let  us  talk  of  him,  it  makes  me  mournful.  Like 
Goethe,  I  avoid  painful  sul^ecte  upon  principle." 

Lady  Moktfobt.  —  "No, — we  will  not  talk  of 
him.  ISo,  —  I  toke  the  Queen's  pawn.  No,  we  will 
not  talk  of  him!  —  no!  " 

Tbe  game  proceeded;  the  Colonel  was  within  three 
moves  of  checkmating  his  adversary.  Forgetting  the 
resolution  come  to,  be  aaid,  as  she  paused,  and  seemed 
despondently  meditating  a  hopeless  defence,  — 

"  Pray,  my  fair  cousin,  what  makes  Montfort  dislike 
my  old  friend  Darrell  t " 

"Dislike!     Does  be!     I  don't  know.     Vanquished 
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agus,  Colonel  Morley!  "  She  looe;  and,  aa  he  lestoied 
^e  chesemea  to  their  box,  she  leaned  thoughtfully  over 
the  table. 

"  Thie  young  kinaman,  will  he  not  be  a  comfort  to 
Mr.  Darrelir' 

"  He  would  be  a  comfort  and  a  pride  to  a  fathei ;  but 
to  Danell,  bo  distant  a  kinaman,  —  oomfort!  Why  and 
howl  DaTTell  will  piovide  for  him;  that  la  all.  A 
veiy  gentlemanlike  young  man,  —  gone  to  Paris  hy  my 
advice;  want«  polish  and  knowledge  of  life.  When  ha 
cornea  back  he  must  enter  aocietf ;  I  have  put  his  name 
up  at  White'a;  may  I  introduce  him  to  you  I" 

Lady  Montfori;  hesitated,  and  after  a  paose,  aaid, 
almost  rudely,  "Ho." 

She  left  the  Colonel,  slightly  shrugging  his  ahoulden, 
and  passed  into  the  billiaid'room  with  a  quick  step. 
Some  ladies  weie  already  ttkeie,  looking  at  the  pUyera. 
Lord  MontfoTt  was  chalking  his  cue.  Lady  Montfort 
walked  straight  up  to  him:  her  color  was  heightened; 
her  lip  was  quivering;  she  placed  her  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  with  a  wife-like  boldness.  It  seemed  aa  if 
she  had  come  there  to  seek  him  from  an  impulse  of 
affection.  She  asked  with  a  hurried  fluttering  kindnen 
of  Toice,  "  If  he  had  been  sucoeaaful  I  "  and  called  him 
by  his  Christian  name.  Lord  Montfoit's  countenanca, 
before  merely  apathetic,  now  assumed  an  expression  of 
extreme  distaste.  '  Come  to  teach  me  to  make  a  cannon, 
I  Buppoeel  "  he  said  mutteringly,  and  turning  from  her, 
contemplated  the  balls  and  missed  the  cannon. 

"  Bather  in  my  way.  Lady  Montfort,"  aaid  he,  then, 
and  retiring  to  a  comer,  said  no  more. 

Lady  Montfort's  countenance  became  still  more  flnahed. 
She  lingeied  a  moment,  returned  to  the  drawing-room, 
and  for  the  rest  of  the  evening  was  onusually  animated, 
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gtaoiotu,  Eucinating.  As  she  ntind  with  her  ladjr 
gueata  for  the  night,  ahe  looked  round,  eaw  Colonel 
Moilejr,  and  held  oat  her  hand  to  him.  "  Toot  nephew 
comes  here  to-moirow,"  said  aha,  "  my  old  playfellow; 
impossible  qoite  to  forget  old  friends, — goodnight." 
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CHAPTER   IX- 
"  Lm  eitrames  m  toncheot.'* 

The  next  day  the  g«ntlemen  weie  dlBperaed  out  of  doon, 

—  a  lai^  shooting  party.  Those  who  did  not  ahoot, 
walked  forth  to  inapect  the  racing  stud  or  the  model 
farm.  The  ladies  had  taken  their  walkj  some  were  in 
their  own  rooms ;  some  in  the  reception-rooms,  at  work, 
or  reading,  or  listening  to  the  piano,  —  Honoria  Carr 
Vipont  again  performing.  Lady  Montfort  was  absent; 
Lady  Selina  kindly  supplied  the  hostess's  place.  lady 
Selina  was  embtoidenng,  with  great  skill  and  taste,  a 
pair  of  slippers  for  her  eldest  boy,  who  was  just  entered 
at  Oxford,  having  left  Eton  with  a  reputation  of  being  the 
neatest  dresser,  and  not  the  worst  cricketer  of  that  re~ 
nowned  educational  institute.  It  is  a  mistake  to  sup- 
pose that  fine  ladies  are  not  sometimes  very  fond  motliers 
and  affectionate. wives.  Lady  Selina,  beyond  her  iam- 
ily  circle,  was  trivial,  unsympathizing,  cold-hearted; 
supercilious  by  temperament;  never  kind  but  throng^ 
policy ;  artificial  aa  clock-work.  But  in  her  own  home, 
to  her  husband,  her  children.  Lady  Selina  was  a  very 
good  sort  of  woman.  Devotedly  attached  to  Carr  Vi- 
pont; exonerating  his  talents;  thinking  him  the  first 
man  in  England;  careful  of  his  honor;  zealous  for  his 
interests;  soothing  in  his  cares;  tender  in  his  ailments. 
To  her  girls  prudent  and  watchful,  —  to  her  boys  indul- 
geut  and  caressing,  Minutely  attentive  to  the  education 
of  the  first,  according  to  her  highbred  ideas  of  edacat««, 

—  and  they  really  were  "  superior  "  girls,  with  moch  ia- 
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BfarnetioQ  sod  well-balanced  minds.  Leea  a&thoritatiTe 
with  tika  laet,  becauae  boys  being  not  under  her  immedi- 
ate control,  her  sense  of  leaponaibilily  allowed  her  to 
display  more  fondness  and  less  dignity  in  her  intercoone 
with  thein  than  with  youug  ladies  who  must  leam  from 
her  example,  as  well  as  her  precepts,  the  patrician  de- 
corum which  becomes  the  smooth  result  of  impulse 
teetrained  and  emotion  checked.  Boys  might  make  a 
noise  in  the  world,  girls  should  make  none. 

Lady  Selina,  then,  was  working  the  slippers  for  her 
absent  son,  her  heart  being  full  of  him  at  that  moment. 
She  was  describing  his  character,  and  expatiating  on  his 
promise  to  two  or  three  attentive  listeners,  all  interested, 
as  being  themselves  of  the  Yipont  brood,  in  the  probable 
destiny  of  the  heii  to  the  Corr  Yiponts. 

"  In  abort, "  said  Lady  Selina,  winding  up,  "  as  soon 
as  Reginald  is  of  age  we  shall  get  him  into  Parliament. 
Carr  has  always  lamented  that  be  himself  was  not  broken 
into  office  early ;  Reginald  must  be.  Nothing  so  requi- 
site for  public  men  as  early  training,  —  makes  them 
practical,  and  not  too  sensitive  to  what  those  horrid 
newspaper  men  say.  That  was  Pitt's  great  advantage. 
Reginald  has  ambition;  he  should  have  occupation  to 
keep  him  out  of  mischief.  It  is  an  anxious  thing  for  a 
motiher,  when  a  eon  ia  good-looking,  — such  daI^^^  of 
his  being  spoiled  by  the  women  —  yes,  my  dear,  it  m  a 
small  foot,  very  small,  —  his  father's  foot. " 

"If  Lord  Montfort  should  have  no  family,"  said  a 
somewhat  distant  and  subaltern  Vipont,  whisperingly 
and  hesitating,  "  does  not  the  title  —  "* 

"T^Q,  my  dear, "  interrupted  Lady  Selina;  "no,  the 
title  does  not  come  to  us.  It  is  a  melancholy  bought, 
but  the  maiquessate,  in  that  case,  is  extinct.  Ko  otliei 
heir-male  from  Oilbeit,  the  first  Marquess.  Carr  says 
there  is  even  likely  to  be  some  dispute  about  the  earl- 
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dom.  The  Barony,  of  cooise,  is  safe;  goes  with  the 
Iriah  eetatoB,  and  most  of  the  yngliflh ;  and  goes  (don't 
yon  knowt) — to  Sir  James  Tipont,  the  last  person 
who  ought  to  have  it:  the  quietest^  stupidest  deatme; 
not  brought  ap  to  the  sort  of  thing,  —  a  mere  gentleman 
farmer  on  a  small  estate  in  Deron^ure." 

"  He  is  not  here  I  " 

"  No.  Lord  Montfort  does  not  like  him.  Very  nat- 
uiaL  Nobody  does  likes  bis  heir,  if  not  his  own  child, 
and  some  people  dtmt  even  like  their  own  eldest  sonst 
Shocking;  bat  ao  it  is.  Montfort  is  the  kindest^  most 
tractable  being  that  ever  was,  except  where  he  takes  a 
dialike.     He  dislikes  two  or  three  people  very  much.* 

"True;  how  he  did  dislike  poor  Mrs.  Lyndsayl* 
■aid  one  of  the  listeners,  smiling. 

"  Mis.  Lyndsay,  yes,  —  dear  Lady  Montfort's  mother. 
I  can't  say  I  pitied  her,  though  I  was  sony  for  Lady 
Montfort.  How  Mrs.  Lyndsay  ever  took  in  Montfort 
for  Caroline  I  can't  conceive  I  How  she  hod  the  face  to 
think  of  iti  He,  a  men  youth  at  the  timet  Kept 
secret  from  all  bis  family,  — even  from  bis  grandmother; 
the  darkest  transaction.  I  don't  wonder  Uiat  be  never 
forgave  it" 

FiBST  LiSTBiTBR.  — "  Caroline  has  beaufy  enough 
to  —  " 

Ladt  Sblieta  (mterrupting).  — "Beauty,  of  oonrae, 
—  no  one  can  deny  thai.  But  not  at  aU  suited  to  such 
a  position,  not  brought  up  to  the  sort  of  thing.  Poor 
Montfort]  he  should  have  married  a  difierent  kind  of 
woman  altogether,  —  a  woman  like  his  grandmother,  the 
last  I«dy  Montfort  Caroline  does  nothing  for  the 
House,  — nothing;  has  not  even  a  child,  — most  on- 
fortunate  afbir." 

SxcOKD  LlSTEHEB.  —  "  Mrs.  Lyndsay  was  very  poor, 
was  not  ahet    Caroline,  I  suppose^  had  no  oi^xntimi^ 
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of  fonning  those  tsstea  and  haUto  which  u«  noeaaiMj 
tor  —  for  — " 

Ladt  Selina  (helping  the  lietenei). — "For  such  a 
poflitioa  uid  each  a  fortone.  Yon  are  quite  right,  my 
defti.  People  Iffongfat  op  in  one  way,  cannot  aocom- 
modate  themBelveB  to  another;  and  it  is  odd,  but  I  hare 
obeeired  that  people  brought  np  poor  can  acoommodate 
themaelvea  lees  to  being  Teiy  rich,  than  people  brought 
up  rich  to  aoconunodate  themselves  to  being  very  poor. 
As  Carr  says,  in  hii  pointed  way,  <  It  ia  easier  to  stoop 
than  to  climb.'  Yes;  His.  Lyndeay  was,  you  know,  a 
daughter  of  Seymour  Yipont,  who  was  for  eo  many  yean 
in  tiie  Administration,  wiUk  a  fair  income  from  hie  salaiy, 
and  nothing  out  of  it.  She  married  one  of  the  Scotch 
Lyndaays  —  good  family,  of  course,  —  with  a  very  mod- 
erate proper^.  She  was  left  a  widow  young,  with  an 
only  chOd,  Caroline.  Came  to  town  with  a  small  join- 
tan.  The  late  Lady  Montfort  was  very  kind  to  her. 
So  were  we  aU ;  took  her  np,  —  pntty  woman :  pntly 
manners,  —  worldly,  —  oh,  very  I  —  I  don't  lite  worldly 
people.  Well,  but  all  of  a  sodden,  a  dreadful  thing  hap- 
pened. The  heir-at-law  disputed  the  jcnntun,  denied 
that  Lyndsay  had  any  right  to  make  settlements  on  the 
Scotch  property,  — very  complicated  bueineBS.  Bat, 
luckily  for  her,  Vipont  Crook's  dau^t«r,  her  cousin  and 
intimate  friend,  had  married  Danell,  —  the  famous  Dar- 
rell,  —  who  was  then  at  the  bar.  It  is  very  useful  to 
have  cousins  married  to  clever  people.  He  was  inter- 
ested in  her  case,  took  it  up.  I  believe  it  did  not  come 
on  in  the  courts  in  which  I>arreU  practised.  But  he 
amnged  all  the  evidence,  inspected  the  briefs,  spent  a 
great  deal  of  his  own  money  in  getting  up  the  case,  — 
and,  in  fact,  he  gained  her  caose  though  he  oonld  not  be 
bar  counsel.     People  did  say  that  she  was  so  grateful 
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tiutt  titer  bii  trife'i  death  she  had  set  her  hwrt  <m  be- 
coming Mts.  Danell  the  seoond.  But  Danell  was  then 
quite  wnpt  ap  in  politicB,  —  the  last  man  to  fall  in  love, 
—  and  only  looked  boied  vhen  women  fell  in  love  with 
him,  which  a  good  many  did.  Qiand>looking  creaton, 
ray  dear,  and  quite  the  rage  for  a  year  or  two.  How- 
erer,  Mra.  Lysdaaj  all  of  a  euddeti  went  off  to  P*ri% 
and  there  Montfort  saw  Caroline,  and  was  caught.  ICte. 
Lyndsa;,  no  doubt,  cahnilated  on  living  with  her 
daughter,  having  the  ran  of  Hontfort  Hoose  in  town 
and  Montfort  Court  in  the  country.  Bat  Hontfott  is 
deeper  than  people  think  for.  No,  he  never  forgave 
her.  She  was  never  asked  here, — took  it  to  heart, 
went  to  Bome,  and  died." 

At  this  moment  the  door  opened,  end  Geo^  Morley, 
now  the  Xtev.  Qeorge  Morley,  entered,  just  aztived  to 
join  his  cousina. 

Some  knew  him.  some  did  not  I«dy  Selioa,  who 
nude  it  a  point  to  know  all  the  coosina,  rose  graoionaly, 
put  aside  the  slippers,  and  gave  him  two  fingers.  She 
was  aebmished  to  find  him  not  nearly  so  shy  as  be  used 
to  be,  —  wimderfuUy  improved  j  at  hia  ease,  cheeifal, 
animated.  The  man  now  was  in  his  right  place,  and 
following  hope  on  tbe  bent  of  inclination.  Few  mnt 
ore  ity  when  in  their  n^t  places.  He  adcad  after 
Lady  Uxmtfort  She  was  in  her  own  small  sitting, 
room,  writing  letters,  —  letters  ttut  Carr  Vipont  had 
enteeated  her  to  write:  correspondence  nsefo]  to  the 
House  of  Vipont.  Before  long,  however,  a  servant 
entered,  to  say  that  liuly  Montfort  would  be  very 
happy  to  see  T£i.  Morley.  George  followed  Qie  servant 
into  that  unpretending  sitting-room,  with  its  simple 
chintzes  and  quiet  book^belvea,  —  loisn  tJiot  woold  not 
have  been  too  fine  for  a  cottage. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

In  erer^  life,  go  it  tut,  go  it  alow,  then  ue  critieil  pMulng^pImcM. 
— When  the  journer  ii  nnewed  tbe  fkce  ot  the  conntr;  !■ 
chAoged 

How  veil  she  suited  that  simplB  roon^  —  heneU  so 
simply  dresaHl;  her  marrollous  beauty  so  exquisitely 
sabdued.  She  looked  at  home  tbeie,  as  if  all  of  iKOne 
tiiat  the  house  could  give  weie  there  collected. 

She  had  finished  and  sealed  the  momentous  letters, 
and  had  come,  with  a  sense  of  relief,  from  tiie  table  at 
the  farther  end  of  the  room,  on  which  those  letters, 
ceremonious  and  conventional,  had  been  written,  —  come 
to  the  window,  which,  though  mid-winter,  was  open, 
and  the  redbreast,  witii  wiiom  she  had  made  friends, 
bopped  boldly  almost  within  reach,  looking  at  her  wit^ 
bright  eyes,  and  head  curiously  aslant.  By  ths  window 
a  single  chair,  and  a  small  readisg-deek,  with  the  book 
lying  open.  The  short  day  was  not  far  from  its  dose, 
but  theie  was  ample  %ht  still  in  the  skies,  and  a  serene 
if  chilly  stillness  in  the  air  without. 

Though  expecting  the  relation  she  had  just  summoned 
to  her  preeeuce,  I  fear  she  had  half  fbigotteu  him.  She 
was  standing  by  the  window,  deep  in  reverie,  as  he 
entered,  —  bo  deep  that  she  stftrted  when  his  voice  stouck 
her  ear  and  he  stood  before  her.  She  recovered  herself 
quickly,  however,  and  said  with  even  more  than  her 
oidinsTy  H"'^''"'"''  of  tenia  sud  manner  towaids  the 
scholar,  "  I  am  so  glad  to  see  aad  congratulate  you." 

"And  I  so  glad  to  receive  your  congratolatfons,"  an- 
swered the  scholar,  in  smooth,  alow  voice,  without  a 
stutter. 
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*  But,  GeoTge,  how  is  this  T "  asked  Lady  Montfort 
"  Bring  that  chair,  Bit  down  here,  and  tell  me  all  about 
it.  Tou  wrote  me  word  yon  were  cured,  —  at  least  eoffi- 
ciently  to  lemoYe  youi  noble  Bcruples,  You  did  not 
say  how.  Tour  uncle  telU  me,  by  patient  will,  and 
resolute  practice." 

"  Under  good  guidance.  But  I  am  going  to  confide 
to  yoa  a  seciet,  it  you  will  pronuBe  to  keep  it. " 

"Ohf.yoa  may  trust  me;  I  have  no  female  friends." 

The  clergyman  smiled,  and  spoke  at  once  of  the  lessons 
be  had  received  from  the  basket-maker. 

"1  have  his  permission,"  he  said  in  conclndon,  "to 
confide  the  service  he  rendered  me,  the  intimacy  that  has 
sprung  up  between  us,  hut  to  you  alone,  —  not  a  word 
to  your  guests.  When  you  have  once  aeen  him,  yon 
will  nnderetukd  why  an  eccentric  man,  who  has  known 
better  days,  would  shrink  from  the  impertinent  curioBity 
of  idle  customers.  Contented  with  his  humble  liveli- 
hood, be  asks  but  liberty  and  repose." 

"That  I  already  comj^ehend,"  said  Lady  Montfort, 
half  sighing,  half  smiling.  "  But  my  curiosity  shall  not 
molest  him,  and  when  I  visit  the  village,  I  will  pass  hy 
his  cottag«." 

"  Nay,  my  dear  Lady  Montfort,  Qiat  would  be  to  lefusa 
Hie  &vor  I  am  about  to  ask,  which  is  that  you  would  coma 
with  me  to  that  very  cottage.     It  would  so  please  him." 

"  Please  him,  —  why  I " 

"Because  this  poor  man  has  a  young  female  grand- 
child, and  he  is  so  anxious  that  you  should  see  and  be 
kind  to  her,  and  because,  too,  he  seems  most  anxious 
to  Temain  in  bis  present  residence.  The  oottage,  of 
course,  belongs  to  Lord  Montfort,  and  is  let  to  bim  by 
the  bailiff^  and  if  you  deign  to  feel  interest  in  him,  his 
tenure  is  safe. " 
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I^dy  Montfort  looked  down  and  colored.  Bhe  Uiouglit, 
perhaps  how  false  a  secnri^  hei  protoctkni,  and  how 
Blight  an  inflnsnca  her  inteteat  would  be,  bat  she  did 
not  ea;  so.  Qeorge  went  on;  and  so  eloquently  and  ao 
tonchingl;  did  he  describe  both  grandsiie  and  grandchild, 
ao  skilfully  did  he  intimate  the  myet^y  which  hnng 
ovBT  them,  that  Lady  Mbntfoit  became  much  moved  l^ 
hia  nanatiTe,  and  willingly  piomiaed  to  accompany  him 
accroea  the  park  to  the  basket-maker'a  cottage  the  fint 
opportunity.  But  when  one  has  mxty  goeste  in  one's 
house,  one  has  to  wait  for  an  opportunity  to  escape  from 
them  uoremarkod.  And  the  opportunity,  in  fact,  did 
not  come  for  many  days ;  not  till  the  party  bioke  up,  — 
save  one  or  two  dowager  ahe-oousinB  who  "gare  no 
trouble,"  and  one  or  two  bachelor  hfr«ouBins  whom  n^ 
lord  retained  to  consmnmate  the  elanghtei  of  pheasant^ 
and  play  at  bilUaids  in  the  dreary  interrals  between  mai- 
set  and  dinner,  —  dinner  and  bed'time. . 

Then  one  cheerful  frosty  noon  Qeo^  Morley  and  his 
&ir  cousin  walked  boldly  en  evid&iiee,  before  the  prying 
ghostly  windows,  across  the  broad  grarel  walks;  gained 
the  secluded  shrubbery,  the  solitary  deeps  of  parkland; 
ekirtod  the  wide  sheet  of  water,  —  and  piaflsng  through 
a  private  wicket  in  the  paling,  suddenly  came  upon  the 
patch  of  osiei^^round  and  humble  garden,  which  were 
hacked  by  the  basket-maker's  cottage. 

As  they  entered  those  lowly  precincts  a  child's  laugh 
was  borne  to  their  ears,  —  a  child's  sUvery,  musical, 
mirthful  laugh;  it  was  Icog  since  the  gnat  lady  had 
heard  a  laugh  like  that,  — -  a  happy  child's  natural  laugh. 
She  paused  and  listened  with  a  strange  pleasure.  "  Yes, " 
whispered  Greorge  Morley,  "stop, — and  hush  I  there 
they  are." 

Waife  was  seated  on  the  stomp  of  a  tree,  materials 
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for  hb  handiciaft  lying  beaide,  ne^eoted.  Sopby  wu 
BtandlBg  beforo  him,  —  he,  raising  his  finger  as  in  re- 
proof, and  staiving  hard  to  frown.  As  the  iatrodeia 
listened,  they  overheard  that  he  was  striving  to  teadi 
her  the  radimenta  of  Fiench  dialogue,  and  she  was 
laughing  merrily  at  her  own  blunderB,  and  at  the  solemn 
affectation  of  the  shocked  Bchooboaatei.  Lady  Montfort 
noted,  with  no  unnatural  eurpiise,  the  pariiy  of  idiom 
and  of  accent  with  which  this  iHngiilAf  basket-maker 
was  unconsciously  displaying  his  perfect  knowledge  of 
a  language  which  the  best-educated  Engli^  gentleman 
of  that  generation,  nay,  even  of  this,  rarely  speaks  witii 
accuiaoy  and  elegance.  But  her  attention  was  diverted 
immediately  from  tlie  teacher  to  t^e  face  of  &.&  sweet 
pupil.  Women  have  a  quick  appreciation  of  beaut;  in 
bheii  own  sex,  —  and  women,  who  are  themselves  beauti- 
ful, not  the  least.  IrredstiUy  Lady  Montfort  felt  at- 
bracted  towards  tiiat  innocent  countenance,  so  lively  in  ' 
its  mirth,  and  yet  so  softly  gay.  Sir  Isaac,  who  had 
hitiierto  lain  perdu,  watching  the  movemente  of  a  thrush 
amidst  a  holly-bosh,  now  started  up  with  a  bark.  Waife 
tose,  —  Sophy  turned  half  in  flight.  The  visitora 
approached. 

Here,  dowly,  lii^feringly,  let  fall  the  curtain.  In  tiie 
tnmk  license  of  narrative,  years  will  have  rolled  away 
ere  the  curtain  rise  again.  Events  that  may  influence 
a  life  often  date  from  moments  ttie  most  sei«ne,  from 
things  that  appear  as  trivial  and  nnnoticeable  as  the 
great  lady's  visit  to  the  basket-maker's  cottage.  Which 
of  those  lives  will  that  visit  influence  hsraafter,  — 1^ 
woman's,  the  child's,  the  vagrant's  I  Whose  I  Prob- 
ably littie  that  passes  now  would  aid  conjecture,  or  be 
a  visible  link  in  the  t^iain  of  destiny.  A  few  deeultcxy 
questions;  a  few  guarded  answersj  a  look  or  soj  a  miiai> 
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Ml  Sellable  OT  two  exchanged  between  the  lady  and  Uie 
chQd;  »  badet  bought,  or  a  piomiae  to  call  again, 
yotiung  vorth  the  telling.  Be  it  then  untold.  View 
only  the  acene  itael^ '  as  the  curtain  diops  Teluctontly. 
The  roatic  cottage,  ite  garden-door  open,  and  open  ita 
old-faehioned  lattice  casements.  Tou  can  see  how  neat 
and  cleanly ;  how  eloquent  of  healthfal  poverty ;  how 
remote  from  squalid  penniy,  the  whitewashed  walls,  the 
homely  fnmitme  within.  Cieepere  lately  trained  around 
the  doorway.  Chriatmaa  holly,  with  berriea  red  against 
(be  window-panea ;  the  bee-hive  yonder;  a  starling,  too, 
ontside  the  threshold,  in  its  wicker  cage.  In  the  baclc- 
groond  (all  the  rest  of  the  neighboring  hamlet  out  of 
sight),  the  church  spire  tapering  away  into  the  clear, 
blue  wintry  sky.  All  has  on  air  of  repose,  —  of  safety. 
Close  beside  yon  is  the  presence  of  hohe,  —  that  inef- 
fable, sheltering,  loving  presence,  —  which,  amidst  soli- 
tude, mormnis  "  not  aolitoiy ; "  a  presence  novouchsafed 
to  the  great  lady  in  the  palace  ahe  has  left.  And  the 
lady  heiself  1  She  is  resting  on  the  rade  gnarled  root- 
stump  &om  which  the  vagrant  had  risen ;  ahe  has  drawn 
Sophy  towards  her;  she  has  taken  &e  child's  hand;  she 
is  speaking  now,  — now  listening;  and  on  her  face  kind- 
ness looks  like  happiness.  Ferhspe  she  u  happy  at 
that  moment.  And  Woifel  he  is  turning  aside  his 
weatiier-beaten,  mobile  conntenance,  with  his  hand  onx- 
ioosly  trembling  upon  the  young  scholar's  arm.  The 
scholar  whispeis,  "Are  yon  eatisGed  with  met"  and 
Waife  answers  in  a  voice  as  low,  bnt  more  broken,  "  God 
reward  yonl  Oh,  \aj\  — if  my  pretty  one  has  found  at 
last  a  woman  friend! "  Poor  vagabond,  he  has  now  a 
calm  a^lum,  a  fixed  hnmhle  livelihood,  —  more  than 
that)  he  has  jnst  achieved  an  ol^ect  fondly  cherished. 
His  past  life, — alaal  what  has  lu  done  with  iti    His 
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■lOtaal  life,  — brolun  fngmeat  though  it  be— iiit  rant 
now.  But  still  UiB  ererloBtiiig  questioii, — mockiiig, 
teirible  qoestion,  — with  ita  phnaiiig  of  faioe  and  its 
enigmas  of  tragical  aenae,  "  What  will  at  so  with 
iTt"  Bo  with  whati  The  all  that  lemains  to  him; 
the  aU  he  holdsl  — the  all  which  man  hiTniwlf,  betwixt 
Fiee-will  and  Fre-decree^  is  permitted  b>  do.  Aak  not 
the  TBgmnt  alone,  —  uk  each  of  the  four  there  aa- 
aembled  on  that  flying  tnidge  cftlled  tlie  Moment, 
lime  before  thee,  — wbkt  wilt  thou  do  with  iti  Aak 
thjeelfl  — oak  the  wiseatl  Out  of  effort  to  answer  that 
question,  what  dream-echoolH  have  risen,  never  wholly 
to  penshi  The  science  of  seers  on  the  Ghaldee'e  Pur- 
Tor,  or  in  the  rock-caves  of  Delphi,  gasped  ^fter  and 
grasped  at  by  horn-handed  mechanics  to-day  in  their 
lanes  and  alleys.  To  the  heart  of  the  populace  sink 
down  the  blurred  relics  of  what  imoe  waa  ^e  lore  of  the 
secreteat  aagea,  — hieroglyphical  tatters  which  the  credu- 
lous vulgar  attempt  to  interpret:  "What  will  hs  do 
WITH  IT  t  "  Ad£  Meile  and  his  Ciyatal  I  But  the 
oartoin  descends!  Yet  a  moment,  then  they  ara, — 
age  and  childhood;  poverty,  wealth,  station,  vagabond- 
age; the  preacher's  sacred  learning  and  august  ambition; 
&ncies  of  dawning  reason;  hopes  of  intellect  matured; 
memoiieaof  existence  wrecked;  household  sorrows;  un- 
told regrets;  elegy  and  epic  in  low,  dose,  human  sighs, 
to  which  poetry  never  yet  gave  voice;  —  all  for  the 
moment  personified  there  before  yon;  a  glimpse  for  the 
gnese,  —  no  more.  Lower  and  lower  falls  the  curtain' 
AUisblankI 
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CHAPTER  L 

IttchingB  of  Hyde  Faik  in  the  month  of  June,  which,  if  flds  ffi» 
toTj  eaci^w  thoae  TOklns  the  bnmk-maken,  ma/  be  of  inetti- 
mable  Tklne  to  nnboni  •nttquziaiu.  —  Choncten,  long  abunt, 
nappMT  and  give  tome  aeeoaut  of  themselTee. 

Fivz  yean  have  passed  away  since  this  history  opened. 
It  ia  the  moDth  of  June,  cmoe  more, — June,  which 
clothes  our  London  io  all  its  glory;  fills  its  languid 
hall-Tooms  with  living  flowers,  and  its  stony  cause- 
ways with  human  butterflies.  It  is  about  the  hour  of 
nx  p.  H.  The  lomige  in  Hyde  Park  is  crowded ;  along 
the  road  that  skirta  the  Serpentine,  ciawl  the  carriages 
one  after  the  other;  congregate  by  Uie  rails  the  lazy 
lookeiB-on,  —  lazy  in  attitude,  but  with  active  eyes,  and 
tongues  sharpened  on  the  whetstone  of  scandal;  the 
Scaligers  of  dub-windows  airing  their  vocabulary  in 
the  Park.  Slowly  saunter  on  foot-idleta  of  all  degrees 
in  the  hierarchy  of  London  idleeae;  dandies  of  estab- 
liehed  fame;  youthful  tyros  in  their  first  season.  Yon- 
der in  the  Bide,  forms  less  inanimate  seem  condemned 
to  Active  exercise:  young  ladies  doing  penance  in  a  can- 
ter ;  old  beaux  at  hud  labor  in  a  trot.  Sometimes,  by  a 
more  thoughtful  bnw,  a  still  brisker  pace,  you  recogniie 
a  busy  member  of  the  Imperial  Parliament,  who,  advised 
'by  physicians  to  be  as  much  on  hoiaebsck  as  possible. 
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■mtfllviri  u  honr  or  so  in  the  interval  between  the  elose 
til  hia  Committee  and  the  interest  of  the  Debate,  and 
shirks  &9  opening  speech  of  a  well-known  bore.  Among 
each  truant  UwgiTen  (grief  it  is  to  eajr  it)  ma;  be  seen 
that  once  model  member,  Sir  Gregory  StoUhead.  Grim 
dyspepsia  seizing  on  him  at  last,  *  relaz&tion  from  bis 
dntiea"  becomes  the  adeqn&te  puniahment  for  all  his 
sina.  Solitary  he  rides,  and,  communing  with  him- 
self, yawna  at  every  second.  Upon  chairs,  beneficently 
located  under  the  trees  towards  the  north  side  of  the 
walk,  are  inteispened  amall  knota  and  coteries  in  ispoae. 
There,  you  might  B«e  the  Ladies  Piymme,  atiU  the 
Ladies  Prymme,  —  Janet  and  Wilhelmina;  Janet  has 
grown  fat,  Wilbelmina  thin.  But  thin  or  fat,  they 
are  no  leas  Fiymmes.  They  do  not  lack  male  atten- 
dants; they  are  girls  of  high  fadiion,  with  whom  young 
men  think  it  a  distinction  to  be  seen  talking;  of  high 
principle,  too,  and  high  pretensions  (unhappily  for 
themselves,  they  ore  co-hsiresses) ,  by  whom  young 
men  under  tbe  tank  of  earls  need  not  fear  to  be  art- 
fully entrapped  into  "honorable  intentions. "  They 
coquet  majestically,  but  they  never  flirt;  tbey  exact 
devotion,  but  they  do  not  ask  in  each  victim  a  sacri- 
fice on  tbe  horns  of  ttie  altar;  they  will  never  give  their 
bands  where  they  do  not  give  their  hearts;  and,  being 
ever  afraid  that  they  ore  coartod  for  their  money,  they 
will  never  give  tbeir  hearts  save  to  vooera  who  have 
much  more  mcmey  than  themselves.  Many  young  men 
stop  to  do  passing  homage  bo  the  Ladies  Prymme; 
eome  linger  to  converse,  —  safe  young  men,  they  are 
all  younger  sons.  Farther  on.  Lady  Frost  and  Hr. 
Cnnnpe,  the  wit,  sit  amicably  side  by  side,  pecking 
«t  each  other  with  sarcastic  beaks;  occasionally  desist- 
ing to  fasten  nip  and  claw  npon  that  common  enemy. 
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tile  passing  friend!  The  Slowea,  a  numeronB  fuitily, 
bnt  tacitnm,  eit  by  themaelTes, — bowed  to  much; 
accosted  tarelj. 

Note  that  man  of  good  preeence,  somewIiBTe  about 
tfaiity,  or  a  year  or  two  mon,  who,  recognized  by  moat 
of  the  loangerB,  seems  not  at  home  in  the  lounge.  He 
has  passed  by  the  raricras  coteries  just  described ;  made 
his  obeisance  to  the  Ladies  Prymme;  received  an  icy 
epigram  from  Lady  Frost,  and  a  laconic  eneer  from  Mr. 
Cnmpe;  and  exchanged  silent  bows  with  seren  silent 
filowes.  He  has  wandered  on,  looking  high  in  the  air, 
but  still  looking  for  some  one,  not  in  the  air;  and  evi- 
dently disappointed  in  his  search,  comes  to  a  full  stop  at 
length,  takes  off  his  hat,  wipes  his  brow,  utters  a  petu- 
lant, "  Pit — r — pehwl "  and  seeing  a  little  in  the  back' 
ground,  the  chairleas  shade  of  a  thin,  emaciated,  dusty 
tree,  thither  he  retires,  and  seats  himself  with  as  little 
care  whether  there  to  seat  himself  be  the  right  thing  in 
the  right  place,  as  if  in  the  honeysuckle  sibor  of  a  Til- 
logo  inn.  "  It  eerree  me  right,"  said  he  to  himself:  "  a 
precocious  villain  bnrsts  in  upon  me;  breaks  my  day; 
makes  an  appointment  to  meet  here ;  in  these  very  walks, 
ten  minutM  before  six ;  decoys  me  with  the  promise  of 
a  dinner  at  Pntney,  —  room  looking  on  the  river,  and 
fried  flounders.  I  have  the  credulity  to  yield;  I  de- 
range my  habits;  I  leave  my  cool  studio;  I  put  off  my 
easy  blouse;  I  imprison  my  freebom  throat  in  a  cravat 
invented  by  the  Thugs;  the  do^ays  are  at  hand,  and 
I  walk  rashly  over  scorching  pavements  in  a  black  frock- 
coat  and  a  brimless  hat;  I  annihilate  3s.  $d.  in  a  pair  of 
kid  gloves ;  I  arrive  at  this  haunt  of  spleen ;  I  run  the 
gauntlet  of  Froste,  Slowes,  snd  Prymmes;  —  and  my 
traitor  fails  met  Half-post  six,  —  not  a  sign  of  himi 
and  the  dinner  at  Putney,  — fried  floundent    Dreams  I 
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Fatienoe,  five  miiiTites  mote;  if  then  he  oomes  not, — 
breach  foi  life  between  him  and  mal  Ah,  voUh!  then 
he  comes,  the  laggardl  But  how  thoso  fine  folks  are 
catohing  at  him  I  Haa  he  aeked  them  also  to  diimei  at 
Putney ,  and  do  they  care  for  fried  fioundeie } " 

The  soliloquist's  eye  ia  un  a  young  man,  much 
younger  than  himaelf,  who  is  threading  the  motley 
crowd  with  a  light  quick  atep,  but  is  compelled  to  Ok^ 
at  each  moment  to  interehange  a  wotd  of  welcome,  a 
shake  of  Hu)  hand.  Evidently  he  has  already  a  laige 
aoquaintaace ;  evidenUy  he  is  popular,  on  good  terms 
with  the  world  and  himself.  What  free  grace  in  his 
bearing!  what  gay  good-humor  is  his  smile!  Powseb 
above!  Lady  Wilhelmina  auiely  bluahea  as  she  retoma 
his  bow.  He  baa  passed  I^dy  Frost  unblightod;  the 
Slowes  evince  emotion, —  at  least  the  female  Slowes ,  —  as 
he  ehootfl  by  them  with  that  sliding  bow.  He  loc^ 
from  side  to  side,  witii  a  rapid  glance  of  an  eye  in  which 
light  seems  all  dance  and  sparkle;  he  sees  the  solilo- 
quist under  the  meagre  tree,  —  the  pace  quickens,  the 
lips  part,  half  laughing. 

"  Don't  scold,  Vance.  I  am  late,  I  know;  but  I  did 
not  make  allowance  for  inteioeptiona. " 

"Body  o'  me,  interceptions  I  For  an  absentee  jost 
arrived  in  London,  you  aeem  to  have  no  lack  of 
friends. " 

"  Friends  made  in  Paris,  and  found  again  here  at 
every  comer,  like  pleasant  surprises.  But  no  friend 
■0  welcome,  and  dear,  as  Flank  Vanoe." 

"  Sensible  of  the  honor,  O  Lionello  the  magnificent. 
Verily  yon  are  a  hon  Prince  f  The  Houses  of  Valoia 
and  of  Medici  were  always  kind  to  artista.  But  whither 
would  you  lead  me  1  Book  into  that  treadmill  t  Thank 
you,  humbly;  no.    A  ctowd  in  fine  clothes  is  <tf  all 
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mobs  the  dutleet.  I  can  look  nndisniajred  on  the  many- 
headed  moQBter,  wild  and  rampant;  but  whan  the 
many-headed  monetei  bnys  ite  hata  in  Bond  Street, 
and  has  an  eye-glasa  at  each  of  its  inqaisitive  eyes, 
I  confess  I  take  fright.  Besides,  it  is  near  Mren 
o'clock;  Putney  not  TisiUe,  and  the  flotinden  not 
fried! " 

"My  cab  is  waiting  yonder;  we  must  walk  to  it, — 
we  can  keep  on  the  tuif,  and  avoid  the  throng.  But 
tell  me  honestly,  Vance,  do  you  teally  dislike  to  mix  in 
crowds, — you,  with  yout  fame,  dislike  the  eyes  that 
turn  back  to  look  again,  and  the  lips  that  leepectfally 
munnor, '  Vance,  the  Painter '  1  Ah,  I  always  said  you 
would  be  a  great  painter.  And  in  five  short  years  yon 
have  soared  high. " 

"Pooh!"  answered  Vance,  indifierentiy.  " Nothing 
is  pure  and  unadulterated  in  London  nse;  not  cream, 
nor  cayenne  pepper — least  of  all  fame — mixed  np  with 
the  most  deleterious  ingredients.  Fame  I  did  yon  read 
the  '  Times' '  critique  on  my  pictures  in  the  present 
Exhibitiont  Fame  indeed!  Change  the  subject. 
Nothing  BO  good  as  flounders.  Hoi  is  that  your 
cabi  Superb!  Car  fit  for  the  '  Qtecion  youth  of 
talents  rare,'  in  Mr.  Enfield's  '  Speaker; '  — horse 
that  seems  conjured  out  of  the  Elgin  Marbles.  Is 
he  quiet  1 " 

"  Not  very;  but  trust  to  my  driving.  Tou  may  well 
admire  ttie  horse, — present  from  Darrell,  chosen  by 
Colonel  Morley." 

When  the  young  men  had  settled  themeelvee  in  the 
vehicle,  XAonel  dismissed  his  groom,  and,  touching  Me 
horse,  the  animal  trotted  out  briskly. 

"  Frank,"  said  Lionel,  shaking  his  dark  curls  with  a 
petulant  gravity,  "  yoor  cynical  definitions  are  unworthy 
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tiiBt  Duwenline  baud.     Yon  daapiBS  funet  what  sheei 
>ff«otationl 

'  Pnlvenm  Oljmpicnm 
GoUegine  juvat ;  metaque  foriiiia 
EviUta  rotu — '" 

"  Take  care,"  cried  Yance;  "  we  ahall  be  om."  For 
Lionel, growing  excited,  teaaed  the  horaewithMB  whip; 
and  l^e  horee  bolting,  took  the  cab  within  an  inch  of  a 
watefcart. 

"Fame,  famel"  cried  Lionel,  unheeding  the  inter- 
raption.  "  What  would  I  not  give  to  have  and  to  hold 
it  for  an  hour  1" 

"  Hold  an  eel,  less  alippery^  a  scorpion,  less  etiugingl 
Bat  —  "  added  Vance ,  obeeiving  his  companion's  heighir 
ened  color, -^'' but,"  he  added,  eerioualy,  and  with  an 
honest  eompimctioii,  "I  forgot,  jou  are  a  soldier;  700 
follow  the  caner  of  aims  I  Kever  heed  what  is  said  on 
the  sabject  by  a  querulous  paiateil  The  deaire  of  fame 
may  be  folly  in  civilians,  in  soldiers  it  is  wisdom. 
Twin-bom  with  the  martial  sense  of  honor,  it  cheers 
the  march;  it  warms  the  bivouac;  it  gives  music  to  the 
whirr  of  the  bullet,  (he  roai  ot  the  ball ;  it  plants  hope 
in  the  Uiick  of  peril;  knits  rivals  with  the  bond  of 
brothers;  comforte  the  survivor  when  the  brother  falls; 
takes  from  wm  its  grim  aspect  of  carnage;  and  from 
homicide  itself  eztcscta  lessons  that  strengthen  the  safe- 
guards to  humanity,  and  perpetuate  life  to  nations. 
Bight, -^paot  for  fame;  yon  are  a  soldierl" 

This  was  one  of  those  burets  of  high  sentiment  from 
Vance,  which,  aa  they  were  very  nue  with  him,  had  the 
dramatic  eSect  of  surprise.  Lionel  listened  to  him  with 
a  thrilling  delight.  He  could  not  answer,  be  was  too 
moved.  The  artist  resumed,  as  the  oabriolet  now  cleared 
the  I'ark,  and  rolled  safely  and  rapidly  along  the  road. 
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"  I  suppose,  dimng  the  five  yean  yon  have  spent  alnoftd, 
completing  your  general  education,  you  liave  made  little 
study,  or  none,  of  what  specially  appertains  to  the  pio- 
feeaion  you  hare  so  recently  chosen." 

"  Yoa  are  mistaken  there,  my  dear  Tance.  If  a  man's 
heart  be  set  on  a  thiug,  he  is  always  studying  it.  The 
books  I  lored  best,  and  most  pondered  over,  were  such 
as,  if  they  did  not  administer  lessons,  suggested  hints 
that  might  turn  to  lessons  hereafter.  In  social  inter- 
course, I  never  waa  so  pleased  as  when  I  could  &8ten 
myself  to  soma  practical  veteran,  —  question  and  ctorb- 
ezamine  him.  One  picks  np  more  ideas  in  conveisatiou 
than  from  books;  at  least  I  do.  Besides,  my  idea  of  a 
soldier  who  is  to  socceed  some  day,  is  not  that  of  a  mere 
mechanician  at-anns.  See  how  accomplished  most  great 
captains  have  been.  What  obeerveis  of  mankind;  what 
diplomatists;  what  reasoneia;  what  men  of  action,  be- 
cause men  to  whom  refiection  had  been  habitual  before 
they  acted  I  How  many  stores  of  idea  must  have  gone 
to  the  judgment  which  hazaids  the  sortie,  or  decides  on 
the  retreatl " 

*  Gently,  gentlyl "  cried  Vance.  "  We  shall  be  into 
that  onmibusl  Give  me  the  whip, — do;  there, — a 
little  more  to  the  left,  so.  Yes;  I  sm  gUd  to  see  such 
enthusiasm  in  your  profession, — ''tis  half  the  battle. 
Hailitt  said  a  capital  thing,  '  The  'prentice  who  does 
not  consider  the  Lord  Mayor  in  hia  gilt  coach  tiie  gteat- 
eat  man  in  the  world,  wilt  live  to  he  hangedl '  " 

'  Pish  I "  said  Lionel,  catching  at  the  whip. 

Vangx  (holding  it  back). — "Xo.  I  apolc^ise  in- 
stead. I  retract  the  Lord  Mayor;  compaiieons  are 
odiont.  I  agree  with  yon, — nothing  like  leather.  I 
mean  nothing  like  a  really  great  soldier,  —  Hannibal, 
and   so  forth.     Cherish  that  conviction,  my  friend; 
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meanwhile,  leapect  hninaQ  Ufa,  —  there  is  anothei 
omnibus  I " 

The  danger  past,  the  artiet  thought  it  prudent 
to  divert  the  conTeieation  into  some  fihiinnal  Un 
exciting. 

"  Mr.  Dairell,  of  ooiine,  ocmaents  to  your  ohoioe  of 
a  piofeBaiont" 

'ConaentB,  —  aj^troree,  eiuxniragee.  Wrote  me  such 
a  beantifnl  letter,— what  a  comprehenBive  intelligence 
that  TniH>  has  I " 

*  Ifeceesaiilyi  ainoe  he  agnea  with  yon.  When  ia 
he  nowt" 

"  I  have  no  notion;  it  ia  some  months  since  I  beard 
from  him.  He  was  then  at  Midta,  on  hie  return  &om 
Asia  Minor. " 

"Sol  yon  hare  never  seen  him  aince  ha  bade  yon 
&reweU  at  Ms  old  Manor-Houae  t " 

■  Nerer,     He  haa  not,  I  believe,  been  in  England." 

"  Nor  in  Paris,  where  you  eeem  to  have  ohie^ 
leeidedt" 

"  Nor  in  Faria.  All,  Vance,  conld  I  bat  be  of  eome 
comfort  to  him.  Now  that  I  am  older,  I  think  I  onder- 
stand  in  him  modi  that  perplexed  me  as  a  boy,  when 
we  parted.  Durell  is  one  of  thoee  men  who  require  a 
home.  Between  the  great  world  and  aolitnde,  he  needs 
tike  intermediate  filling-up  which  the  life  domastio  alone 
supplies:  a  wife  to  realise  the  sweet  word  helpmate; 
children,  with  whose  future  he  could  knit  his  own  toils 
and  his  ancestral  remembrances.  That  intermediate  space 
annihilated,  the  great  world  and  the  solitude  are  left, 
each  frowning  on  the  other." 

"  My  dear  Lionel,  you  must  have  lived  with  very 
clever  people;  you  are  talking  for  above  your  years." 

"  Am  1 1    True,  I  have  lived,  if  not  witii  very  deTet 
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people,  with  people  Ua  nbove  laj  feus.  That  ie  a  eeeiet 
I  learned  Imii  Colonel  Morley,  to  whom  I  must  present 
jrou,  -~  the  subtlest  intellect  nndei  the  quietest  maimer. 
Once  he  said  to  me, '  Would  you  ^ironghout  liie  be  up 
to  tiie  height  of  jroni  century — always  in  the  prime  of 
man's  reason — without  crudenesB  and  without  decline, 
live  habitually,  while  young,  with  persons  older,  and, 
when  old,  with  persons  yoongei,  than  yourself. '  " 

"  Shrewdly  said  indeed.  I  felicitate  you  on  the  evi- 
dent result  of  the  "'■Tiin  And  so  Donell  has  no  home, 
— no  wife,  and  no  children) " 

"  He  has  long  been  a  widower;  he  lost  his  only  son  in 
boyhood,  and  his  daughter,  — did  you  never  heart " 

"Ko— whftti" 

'  Married  so  iU, — a  runaway  matoh,— and  died  many 
years  since,  without  issue. " 

"  Poor  maal  It  was  these  afflicUons,  then,  that  soured 
hi^  life,  end  made  him  the  hermit  or  the  wandereit " 

"  Then,"  said  Lionel, "  I  am  pozsled ;  for  I  find  that 
even  after  his  son's  death,  and  his  daughter's  unhappy 
marriage  and  estrangement  from  him,  he  was  still  in 
Parliament,  and  in  full  activity  of  career.  But  cer- 
tainly he  did  not  long  keep  it  up.  It  might  have  be«i  an 
effort  to  which,  strong  as  he  is,  he  felt  himself  unequal; 
or,  might  he  have  known  soma  fresh  disat^intmeat, 
some  new  sorrow,  which  the  world  never  guesses  T  What 
I  have  said  ae  to  his  family  afflictions,  the  world  knows. 
But  I  think  he  will  many  agun.  That  idea  seemed 
strong  in  his  own  mind  when  we  parted;  he  brought  it 
out  bluntly,  roughly.  Colonel  Morley  is  convinced  that 
h»  will  marry,  If  but  for  the  sake  of  an  heir." 

Vasob.  — "  And  if  so,  my  poor  Lionel,  you  an  ousted 
ol~" 

LlOHBL  (qbickly  interrupting). — "HushI     Do  not 
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Mj,  mj  dear  Ysnce,  — do  not  you  my,  yont  — one  of 
those  loir,  mean  flings  vhieh,  if  nid  to  me  even  hy 
men  for  whom  I  have  no  esteem,  make  my  ean  tingle 
and  my  cheek  hlush.  When  I  think  of  what  Darrell 
has  already  done  for  me,  —  me  who  have  no  claim  on 
him,  — it  eeenu  to  me  aa  if  I  mnst  hate  the  man  who 
insinuates,  'Fear  lest  your  benefactor  find  a  smile  at  hia 
own  hearth,  a  child  of  his  own  hlood,  — for  you  may  be 
riahet  at  his  death  in  proportion  as  his  life  is  desolate.' " 

Vakob.  — "  Yon  are  a  fine  young  fellow,  and  I  beg 
your  pardon.  Take  care  of  that  milestone,  —  thank  yon. 
But  I  suspect  that  at  least  two-thiids  of  those  Mendly 
hands  that  detained  you  on  the  way  to  me,  were  stretched 
out  leas  to  Lionel  Haughton, —  a  subaltern  in  the  Guards, 
— •tkBQ  to  Mr.  Darrell'fl  heir>i»eBumptive, " 

LioNKL.  — "That  thought  sometimes  galls  me,  but  it 
does  me  good ;  for  it  goads  on  my  desire  to  make  myself 
some  one  whom  the  most  worldly  would  not  disdain  to 
know  for  his  own  sake.  Oh,  for  active  service  I— -Oil, 
for  a  sharp  campaign!  —  Oh,  for  fair  trial  how  far  a  man 
in  earnest  can  grapple  fortune  to  his  breast  with  his  own 
strong  hands!  You  have  done  so,  Vance;  you  bad  but 
your  genius  and  your  painter's  Inmah.  I  have  no  genius, 
hut  I  have  resolve,  and  resolve  is  perhaps  aa  sure  of  its 
ends  as  genius.  Oenius  and  resolve  have  three  grand 
elements  in  comnum,  —  patience,  hope,  ooncentntitm." 

Vuice,  more  and  more  surprised,  looked  hard  at 
Lionel,  without  speaking.  Five  years  of  that  critical 
age,  from  seventeen  to  twenty-two,  spent  in  the  great 
capital  of  Europe ,  —  kept  from  ita  more  dangerous  vices 
partly  by  a  proud  sense  of  personal  dignity,  partly  by  a 
temperament  which,  regarding  love  as  an  ideal  for  all 
tender  and  sublime  emotion,  recoiled  from  low  profli- 
gate aa  being  to  love  what  the  yahoo  of  the  mocking 
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eatiriet  was  to  man ;  abeorbed  much  hy  the  totoding  am- 
bition that  takes  youth  out  of  the  friToloue  pieaent  into 
the  seriouB  future,  Emd  seeking  compaoionship,  not  iritb 
contemporary  idlere,  but  witb  the  highest  and  matniest 
intellects  that  the  free  commonwealth  of  good  society 
brought  within  his  reach,  — five  years  bo  spent  had  de- 
veloped a  boy,  nuzsing  noble  dieams,  into  a  man  fit  for 
noble  action,  retaining  freshest  youth  in  its  enthusiasm, 
its  eloTatioQ  of  sentiment,  ite  daring,  its  energy,  and 
divine  credulity  in  its  own  unexhausted  resources ;  but 
bonowii^  from  maturity  compactness  and  solidity  of 
idea,  —  the  link  between  speculation  and  practice,  —  the 
power  to  impress  on  others  a  sense  of  the  superiority 
which  has  been  eelf-elaborated  by  miconscious  culture. 

"  Sol  "  said  Vance,  after  a  prolonged  pause,  "  I  don't 
know  whether  I  have  resolve  or  genius;  but  certainly, 
if  I  have  made  my  way  to  some  small  reputation,  pa- 
tience, hope,  and  concentration  of  purpose  must  have 
the  credit  of  it;  and  prudence,  too,  which  you  have  for- 
gotten to  name,  and  certainly  don't  evince  as  a  chario- 
teer. I  hope,  my  dear  fellow,  yon  are  not  extravagant t 
fTo  debts,  eh  T  —  why  do  you  laugh  I  " 

"The  question  is  so  like  you,  Frank, — thrif^  as 
ever." 

"  Do  yon  think  I  could  have  painted  with  a  calm  mind, 
if  I  knew  that  at  my  door  there  was  a  dun  whom  I  could 
not  pay  T  Art  needs  serenity ;  and  if  an  artist  begin  his 
career  with  as  few  shirts  to  hie  back  as  I  bad,  he  must 
place  economy  amongat  the  rules  of  perspective." 

Lionel  laughed  again,  and  made  some  comments  on 
economy  which  were  certainly,  if  smart,  rather  flippant, 
and  tended  not  only  to  lower  the  favorable  estimate  of 
his  intellectual  improvement  which  Yance  had  just 
(OTmed,  but   seriously  disquieted    the    kindly  artist 


.coy  Google 


554  WHAT  WILL  HS  DO  WITH  irt 

Vance  knev  the  world;  knew  the  peculUi  temptaliona 
to  which  a  young  nun  in  Lionel's  position  would  be 
exposed;  knew  that  contempt  for  economy  belongs  to 
that  school  of  Peripatetics  which  reserves  its  lost  lee- 
eons  for  finished  disciples  in  the  sacred  walks  i^  the 
Queen's  Bench. 

However,  that  was  no  auspioious  moioeiit  for  didactic 
warnings. 

"  Here  we  are!  "  cried  Lionel,  — "  Putney  Bridge." 

They  reached  the  little  inn  by  the  riverside,  and, 
while  dinner  was  getting  ready,  they  hired  a  boat. 
Tancs  took  the  oaia. 

Vamck.  —  "  Not  so  pretty  here  as  by  those  green  qniet   ' 
banks  along  which  we  glided,  at  moonlight,  five  years 
ago." 

LlOHBL. — "Ah,  no.  Ajid  that  innocent,  charming 
child,  whose  portrait  you  took,  —  you  have  never  heard 
of  her  since  t  " 

Vahob. — "Neverl     How  should  I!     Haveyoul" 

LioiTBL.  — "  Only  what  Darrell  repeated  to  me.  Hia 
lawyer  had  ascertained  that  she  and  her  grandfather  had 
gone  to  America.  Darrell  gently  implied  that  from 
what  he  learned  of  them,  they  scarcely  merited  the  in- 
terest I  felt  in  their  fate.  But  we  were  not  deceived,— 
were  we,  Vance  T" 

Vance.  —  "  No ;  the  little  girl — what  was  her  name  1 
Sukeyt  Sally)  —  Sophy  —  true,  Sophy  had  something 
about  her  extremely  prapoasessing,  besides  her  pretty 
fsoe;  and,  in  spite  of  that  horrid  cotton  fmnt,  I  shall 
never  forget  it." 

LioHBi»  — "  Her  facet  Kor  I.  I  see  it  still  before 
me  I " 

Vance.— "Her  cotton  printl  I  see  It  still  before 
me  I    But  I  must  not  be  ungrateful.     Would  you  be- 
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lieve  it,  that  Little  portrait,  which  coat  me  three  poimdi, 
has  made,  I  don't  Bay  m;  foitone,  bat  mj  fashi<ai  T " 

LioNBi..  —  "  How !     You  had  the  he&it  to  sell  it  t " 

Vance.  —  "  So ;  I  kept  it  as  a  Htudv  f oi  joung  female 
heads, — 'with  variations,'  as  they  aay  in  moaic.  It 
was  by  my  female  heads  that  I  became  the  faahion; 
every  oider  I  have  contains  the  condition,  'Bat  bo  son, 
one  of  your  sweet  female  heads.  Mi.  Yance.'  My  female 
heads  aie  aa  necessary  to  my  canvas  as  a  white  hone  to 
Wouverraans*.  Well,  that  child,  who  cost  ne  thrae 
pounds,  is  the  original  of  them  all.  Commencing  as  a 
'  Titania,'  she  haa  been  in  turns  a  'Psyche,'  a  'Beatrice 
Cenci,'  a  'Minna,'  'A  Portrait  of  a  Wobleman's  Daugh- 
ter,' 'Bums'a  Mary  in  Heaven,'  'The  Young  Gleaner,' 
and  'SabrinA  Fair,'  in  Milton's  '  Gomua.'  I  have  led 
that  child  Qitoi^h  all  history,  aacied  and  profane.  I 
hare  painted  her  in  all  costumes  (her  own  cotton  print 
esoepted).  My  female  heads  are  my  glory,  —  even  the 
'Times''  critic  allows  that/  'Mr.  Vance,  there,  is 
inimitable  I  a  ^rpe  of  childlike  grace  peculiarly  his 
own,'  etc.,  ete,     I  '11  lend  yon  the  article." 

LiOKXL.  — "  And  shall  we  never  again  see  the  original 
darling  Sophy  t  Yoit  will  laugh,  Vance,  but  I  have  been 
heait-pioof  c^ioet  all  young  ladies.  If  ever  I  many, 
my  wife  must  have  Sophy's  eyes!     In  America! " 

Vaitce.  —  "  Let  UB  hope  by  this  time  happily  married 
to  a  Yankee!  Yankees  marry  giils  in  their  teens,  and 
don't  ask  for  dowries.  Married  to  a  Yankeel  not  a 
doubt  of  it!  a  Yankee  who  chaws,  whittles,  and  keeps 
a 'store'! " 

LiOHBL. — "Monateil  Hold  your  tongue.  Apropos 
of  marriage,  why  are  you  still  single  T " 

Vance.  — "  Because  I  have  no  wish  to  be  doubled 
upl    Moreovei,  man  is  like  a  napkin,  —  the  more  neatly 
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the  booMwife  doubles  him,  the  more  carefully  she  lays 
him  on  the  shelf.  Keither  etm  a  man  aaoa  doubled 
know  how  often  he  may  be  doubled.  Not  only  his  wife 
folds  him  in  two,  but  evary  child  quarteis  him  into  a 
new  double,  till  what  was  a  wide  and  handsome  sub- 
stance, large  enough  for  anything  in  nason,  dwindles 
into  a  pitiful  square  that  will  not  cover  one  platter;  all 
packers  and  creases,  —  smaller  and  smaller  with  every 
double,  with  every  douUe  a  new  crease.  Then,  my 
friend,  cornea  the  washing-bill  1  and,  beeidee  all  the 
hurts  one  raoeivea  in  the  mangle,  consider  the  hourly 
weu  and  tear  of  the  linen-iffess  I  In  short,  Shakespeare 
vindicates  the  single  life,  and  depicts  the  double  in  t^ 
famous  line,  —  whi<^  ia  no  doubt  intended  to  be  allego- 
rical of  marriage,  — 

'Douhkt  double,  toil  and  trouble.' 
Besides,  no  single  man  can  be  fairly  called  poor.  What 
double  man  can  with  certainty  be  called  richi  A. 
single  man  can  lodge  in  a  garret,  and  dine  on  a  her- 
ring; nobody  knows,  nobody  cares.  Let  him  many, 
and  he  invites  the  world  to  witness  where  he  lodges, 
and  how  he  dines.  The  first  necessary  a  wife  demands 
is  the  most  ruinous,  the  most  indefinite  superfluity;  it 
is  gentility  according  to  what  her  neighbors  call  gen- 
teel. Gentility  commences  with  the  honeymoon;  it  is 
its  shadow,  and  lengthens  as  the  moon  declines.  When 
ttie  honey  is  all  gone,  your  bride  says,  'We  can  have 
our  tea  without  sugar  when  quite  alone,  love;  but  in 
case  gentility  drop  in,  here's  a  bill  for  silver  sugar' 
tongsl '    That's  why  I'm  sin^e." 

"Economy  again,  Vance." 

"Prudence,  — dignity,"  answered  Tance,  seriously; 
and  sinkii^  into  a  reverie  &at  seemed  gloomy,  he  Aat 
back  to  shore. 
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CHAPTER    II. 


Ths  meal  was  over,  —  ^le  iable  had  been  apiead  bf  a 
window  that  looked  upon  the  river.  The  moon  wbb  up ; 
the  young  men  aaked  for  no  other  lightft;  convenation 
between  them  —  often  shifting,  ofteo  pausing  —  had 
gtadually  beoome  gmve,  aa  it  usually  does,  wiUi  two 
Dompaniona  in  youth;  while  yet  long  vistas  in  the 
fatuie  stretch  befon  them  deep  in  shadow,  and  they 
Ml  into  oonfiding  talk  on  what  they  wish,  —  what  they 
fear;  making  visionaiy  mape  in  that  limitless  obecnre. 

"There  is  so  muoh  power  in  foith,"  said  Lionel, 
"  even  when  faith  is  applied  but  to  things  human  and 
earthly,  that  let  a  man  be  but  firmly  pereuaded  that  he 
is  bom  to  do,  some  day,  what  at  the  moment  seems  im- 
poseible,  and  it  is  fif^  to  <Mie  but  what  he  does  it  before 
he  dies.  Barely,  when  yon  were  a  child  at  Bchool,  yon 
felt  convinced  that  there  was  something  in  your  fate 
distinct  ftom  that  of  the  other  boys,  —  whom  the  master 
might  call  quite  as  clever;  felt  that  faith  in  yonrself 
which  made  you  sore  that  you  would  be  one  day  what 
you  are." 

"Well,  I  suppose  bo;  but  vagoe  aspiiati<ms  and  self- 
conceits  must  be  bound  together  by  some  practical  neces- 
sity, —  perhapa  a  very  homely  and  a  very  vulgar  one,  — 
or  they  scatter  and  evaporate.  One  would  think  that 
rich  people  in  high  life  ought  to  do  more  than  poor  folks 
in  humble  life.  More  pains  are  taken  with  their  educa- 
tion; they  have  more  leisure  for  following  tha  bent  of 
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their  genius;  yet  it  is  the  poor  folka,  often  half  self- 
educated,  and  with  pinched  bellies,  that  do  three-fonrtiu 
of  the  world's  grand  labor.  Poverty  is  the  keenest 
stimulant,  and  poverty  made  me  not  say, '  I  wiU  do,' 
but  'I  mtut.' " 

"  You  knew  real  povert;y  in  childhood,  Fntnk  1 " 

"  Real  poverty,  covered  over  with  sham  affluence. 
My  father  waa  Genteel  Poverty,  and  my  mother  wu 
Poor  G«ntility.  The  abam  affluenoe  went  when  mj 
father  died.  The  real  poverty  then  came  out  in  all  ita 
ugliness.  I  was  taken  from  a  genteel  school,  at  whu^, 
long  afterwards,  I  genteelly  paid  t^e  billa;  and  I  had  to 
support  my  mother  somehow  or  other, — aomebow  or 
other  I  succeeded.  Alas,  I  fear  not  genteelly  1  But 
bdoie  I  lost  hex,  which  I  did  in  a  few  yeaia,  ehe  had 
some  comforts  which  were  not  a^qiearances ;  and  she 
kindly  allowed,  dear  soul,  that  gentility  and  shams  do 
not  go  well  together.  Oh,  beware  of  debt,  Lioitello 
mio;  and  never  call  that  economy  meanness  which  is 
hut  the  safeguard  from  mean  degradation." 

"I  ondentand  you  at  laat,  Vance;  shake  hands,— I 
know  why  you  are  saving. " 

"Habit  now,"  answered  Vance,  repreaaii^  [miae  of 
himself,  aa  usual.  "  But  I  remember  so  well  when  two- 
pence was  a  sum  to  be  respected,  that  to  this  day  I  would 
rather  put  it  by  than  spend  it.  All  our  ideas  —  like 
orange-plants  —  spread  out  in  proportion  to  the  size  of 
thelwx  which  imprisona  the  roots.  Then  I  had  a  sister." 
Vance  paused  a  moment,  as  if  in  pain,  bat  went  on  with 
seeming  carelesenese,  leaning  over  the  window-sill,  and 
turning  bis  face  from  his  friend.  "I  had  a  sist«r  older 
than  myself,  —  handsome,  gentle.  I  was  so  proud  uf 
hor!  Foolish  girl !  my  love  was  not  enough  for  her. 
Foolish  girl!  slie  could  not  wait  to  see  what  I  might 
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live  to  do  for  her.  She  msiried  —  oh  I  ao  genteelljl 
—  a  young  nuui,  nry  well  bom,  who  had  wooed  her  be- 
fore my  btber  died.  He  had  the  villauy  to  lemain 
constant  when  she  had  not  a  farthing,  and  he  was  de- 
pendent on  distant  Telatious  and  hia  awn  domains  in 
Pamasaua.  The  wretch  was  a  poet!  So  they  married. 
The;  spent  their  honeymoon  genteelly,  I  daresay.  His 
relations  cut  him,  Pamassus  paid  no  rents.  He  went 
abroad.  Such  heart-iending  letters  from  her!  They 
were  deatitute.  How  I  worked  I  how  I  raged!  But 
how  could  I  maintain  her  and  her  husband  too,  mere 
child  that  I  wast  "Sa  matter.  They  are  dead  now, 
both; — all  dead  for  whose  sake  I  first  ground  colors 
and  saved  halfpence.  And  Frank  Vance  ia  a  etingy, 
selfish  bachelor.  Never  revive  this  dull  subject  again, 
or  I  ahall  borrow  a  crown  from  you,  and  cut  you  dead. 
Waiter,  hoi  —  the  bill.  I  'lljustgoroond  to  the  stables, 
and  see  the  horse  put  to. " 

As  the  friends  re-ente(«d  Londim,  Vance  said,  "  Set 
me  down  anywhere  in  Piccadilly;  I  will  walk  home. 
You,  I  auppoae,  of  course,  are  etayii^;  with  your  mother 
in  Gloucester  Place  t " 

"No,"  said  Lionel,  rather  embanansed;  "Colonel 
Iforley,  who  acta  for  me  as  if  he  were  my  guardian, 
took  a  lodging  for  me  in  Chesterfield  Street,  Mayfair. 
My  hours,  I  fear,  would  ill  suit  my  dear  mother.  Only 
in  town  two  days;  and,  thanks  to  Morley,  my  table  ie 
already  covered  with  invitations." 

"  Yet  you  gave  me  one  day,  generous  friend!  " 

'  You  the  second  day,  —  my  mottier  the  first.  But 
there  are  three  balla  before  me  to-night  Come  home 
with  me,  and  smoke  your  c^ar  while  I  dreas," 

"  No ;  bat  I  will  at  leart  light  my  cigai  in  your  hall, 
—prodigal  I" 
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Liooel  now  stopped  at  lus  lodging.  The  groom,  who 
MTTBd  liim  also  bb  valet,  waa  in  waiting  ^  the  door. 
"  A  note  for  yon,  sir,  from  Colonel  Morley,  — jon  come." 
Lionel  haatily  opened  it,  and  read:  — 

Uy  DiAB  Eadobtos, — Ur.  Danell  luw  mddenlr  arriTcd 
in  London.    Seep  jonnelf  &ee  all  to-tnomnr,  when,  no  doubt, 
he  will  we  7011.     I  am  hanging  off  to  him. 
Touia  in  haete, 

A.V.  U. 
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CHAPTER  ni. 

Once  mora  Gn;  DsrrelL 

Gut  Dabbell  vas  alone.  A  lofty  loom  in  a  large  honae 
on  the  fiiBt  floor.  His  own  honae  in  Gailton  Qaidena, 
whicli  be  had  occupied  durit^  hie  brief  and  hiilliant  par- 
liamentaiy  career;  dnoe  then,  left  ctmtemptuonsly  to  the 
care  of  a  honse  agent,  to  be  let  b;  ^ear  or  by  aeaaon,  it 
had  known  Tarioos  tenants  of  an  opulence  and  station 
suitable  to  its  space  and  site.  Dinners  and  concerts, 
ronts  and  balls,  had  aflsemlded  the  friends  and  jaded  the 
spirits  of  many  a  graoiona  host  and  smiling  hostess. 
The  tenure  of  one  of  these  tempoiaiy  ocoupante  had 
recently  expired,  and  ere  the  agent  had  found  another, 
the  long  absent  owner  dropped  down  into  its  silenced 
halls  as  from  the  clouds,  without  other  establishment 
than  his  old  servant  Mills  and  the  woman  in  charge  of 
the  house.  There,  as  in  a  caravansary,  ibe  traveller 
took  hia  rest,  stately  and  desolate.  Kothing  so  comfcvt- 
less  as  one  of  those  large  London  honsea  all  to  oneseU. 
In  long  TOWS  af^inst  the  walla  stood  the  empty  fau- 
teuiU.  Spectral  from  the  gilded  ceiling  hung  lightlesa 
chandelieia.  The  furniture,  pompous,  but  wom  by  use 
and  faded  by  time,  seemed  mementos  of  departed  revels. 
When  you  return  to  your  own  house  in  the  country, — 
no  matter  how  long  the  absence;  no  matter  how  decayed 
by  neglect  the  friendly  chambers  may  be,  if  it  has  only 
been  deserted  in  the  meanwhile  (not  let  to  new  races, 
who,  by  their  own  shifting  dynasties,  have  supplanted 
the  rightful  lord,  and  half-efiaced  his  memorials),  —  the 
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walls  may  still  greet  yoa  forgivingly,  the  chsntcter  o( 
Home  be  still  there.  Tou  take  up  again  the  thread  of 
aasociations  which  had  heen  suspended,  not  snapped. 
Bnt  it  is  otherwise  with  a  house  in  cities,  especially 
in  onr  fast-living  London,  where  few  honaes  descend 
from  father  to  son, -— where  the  titla-deedB  are  rarely 
more  than  those  of  a  purchased  lease  for  a  term  of  yeara, 
after  which  your  prc^rty  quits  yoo.  A  house  in 
London,  which  your  father  never  entered,  in  which 
no  elbow-ohair,  no  old-fashioned  work-tahle,  recall  to 
you  the  kind  smile  of  a  mother;  a  house  that  you  have 
left  as  you  leave  an  inn,  let  to  people  whose  names  you 
scanM  know,  with  as  little  respect  for  your  bmily  records 
as  you  have  for  theire; — when  yon  return  after  a  long 
interval  of  years  to  a  house  like  that,  you  stand  aa  stood 
Darrell,  — a  forlorn  stranger  under  your  own  roof-tree. 
What  cared  he  for  those  who  had  lost  gathered  round 
those  hnarths  with  their  chill,  steely  grates;  whose  forms 
had  reclined  on  those  formal  conches;  whose  feet  had 
worn  away  the  gloss  from  those  costly  carpets  T  Ilistoriea 
in  tiie  lives  of  many  might  be  recorded  within  those 
walls.  IxtTBTS  then  had  breathed  ilieiT  first  vows; 
bridal  feasts  had  been  held;  babes  had  crowed  in  Ute 
anus  of  piond  yoong  mothers;  politioians  there  had 
been  raised  into  miniateis;  ministers  there  had  fallen 
back  into  '  independent  members; "  through  those  doois 
corpses  hod  been  home  forth  to  relentless  Tanlts.  For 
these  races  uid  their  records  what  cared  the  owner  I 
Their  writing  was  not  on  the  walls.  Sponged  out  as 
from  a  slate,  Uieii  reckonings  with  Time,  leaving  dim, 
here  and  there,  some  chanoe  scratch  of  his  own,  blurred 
and  bygone.  Leaning  i^inst  the  mantelpiece,  Darrell 
gated  round  the  room  with  a  vague,  wistful  look,  as  if 
seeking  to  conjure  up  associations  that  might  link  the 
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present  hour  to  tliAt  peat  lite  wHeh  had  dipped  amy 
elsewheie;  aod  hie  profile,  mflacted  on  the  minor  be- 
hind, pale  and  moamful,  seemed  like  that  ghoet  of  him- 
self which  his  memory  silently  evoked. 

The  man  is  but  little  altered  externally  sinoe  we  saw 
him  last,  however  inly  changed  since  he  last  stood  on 
tiioM  unwelcoming  floors:  the  form  etill  retained  the 
same  rigor  aod  symmetry ;  the  same  unspeakable  dignify 
of  mien  and  hearing ;  the  eame  thoughtful  bend  of  the 
proud  neck,  — BO  distinct,  in  its  elastic  reboimd,  from 
the  stoop  of  debility  or  age.  Thick  as  ever  the  rich 
mass  of  dark-brown  hair,  though,  when  in  the  impa- 
tience of  some  painful  thoi^;ht  his  hand  swept  the 
loose  curls  from  his  forehead,  the  silrer  threads  might 
now  be  seen  shooting  here  and  there,  —  vanishing  almost 
as  soon  as  saen.  '  THo,  whatever  the  baptismal  register 
may  say  to  the  contrary,  that  man  is  not  old,  — not  even 
elderly ;  in  the  deep  of  that  clear,  gray  eye  light  may  be 
calm,  but  in  calm  it  is  vivid;  not  a  ray,  sent  from 
brain  or  from  heart,  is  yet  flickering  down.  On  the 
whole,  however,  there  is  less  composure  than  of  old  in 
his  mien  and  bearing,  —  less  of  that  resignation  which 
seemed  to  say,  "  I  have  done  with  the  substances  of 
life."  Still,  &ere  was  gloom,  but  it  was  more  broken 
and  restless.  Evidently,  that  human  breast  was  again 
admitting,  or  forcing  itself  to  court,  human  hopes, 
human  objects.  Returning  to  the  substances  of  life, 
their  movement  was  seen  in  the  shadows  which,  when 
they  WTE^  us  round  at  remoter  distance,  seem  to  lose 
their  trouble  as  they  gain  their  width.  He  broke  from 
his  musing  attitude  with  an  abrupt,  angry  movement,  as 
if  shaking  off  thoughte  which  displeased  him;  and  gaih- 
ering  his  arms  tightly  to  his  breast,  in  a  gesture  peculiar 
to  himaelf,  walked  to  and  fio  the  room,  murmuring  inan* 
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diblf.  The  door  opened;  he  turned  quickly,  aad  widi 
an  evident  sense  of  relief,  for  his  face  brightened. 
"  Alban,  my  dear  Albon  I  " 

"  Darr«ll, —  old  friend;  old  school-friend, —  dear,  dear 
Guy  Darrein  "  ThetvoEnglishmenstood,  hands  tightly 
clasped  in  each  other,  in  true  English  greeting,  —  their 
ejes  moistening  with  remembrancee  that  carried  them 
back  to  boyhood. 

Alban  was  the  first  to  recover  self -poesesaion ;  and 
when  the  friends  had  seated  Utemselvea,  he  Barveyed 
Danell's  countenance  deliberately,  and  said:  "  So  little 
chai^  I  —  wonderful  I    What  is  your  secret ! " 

"  SuBputse  from  life,  —  hibernating.  Bat  yon  beat 
me;  yon  have  been  spending  life,  yet  seem  as  rich  in 
it  as  when  we  parted. " 

"  No;  I  b^in  to  decry  the  present  and  laud  the  past; 
to  read  with  glasses ;  to  decide  from  prejudice ;  to  recoil 
from  ohange;  to  find  sense  in  twaddle;  to  know  the 
nine  of  health  from  the  fear  to  lose  it;  to  feel  an 
interest  in  rheumatism,  an  awe  of  btonchitlB,'  to  tell 
anecdotes;  and  to  wear  flannel.  To  yon  in  strict  confi- 
dence I  disclose  the  truth,  —  I  am  no  longer  twenty-five. 
Yon  laugh,  —  this  is  civilized  talk;  does  it  not  refresh 
you  after  the  gibberish  you  moat  have  chattered  in  Asia 
Uinott" 

Darrell  might  have  answered  in  the  affirmatiTe  with 
truth.  What  man,  after  long  years  of  solitude,  is  not 
refreshed  by  talk,  however  trivial,  that  reoalle  to  him 
the  gay  time  of  the  world  he  remembered  in  his  young 
day,  — and  recalls  it  to  him  on  the  lips  of  a  &i^d  in 
youth  I  But  Darrell  said  nothing;  only  he  settled  him- 
self in  his  chair  with  a  more  cheerful  ease,  and  inelined 
his  relaxing  btows  with  a  nod  of  eDooursgemeak  or 
luisent. 
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Colonel  Morley  continued.  '  But  when  did  you 
irriyet  Whence!  How  long  do  you  etay  heiel 
What  are  your  plans  t" 

Dabbell.  — "  Cnsar  could  not  be  more  laocmio. 
When  anived  t  —  this  evening.  Whence )  —  Ouiel- 
fotd.  How  long  do  I  stayT  —  uncertain.  What  are 
my  plans  1  —  let  us  discuss  them." 

Got^ysL  HoBLCT.  — "  With  all  my  heart.  You 
have  plans,  thent— a  good  sign.  Animala  in  hiher< 
nation  form  none." 

Dabbell  (putting  aside  the  lights  on  the  table,  so 
as  to  leave  his  face  in  shade,  and  looking  towards  the 
floor  as  he  speaks).  — "  For  the  last  five  yean  I  have 
struggled  hard  to  renew  interest  in  mankind,  re-connect 
myself  with  common  life  and  it«  healthfnl  objects.  Be- 
tween Fawley  and  London  I  desired  to  form  a  magnetic 
medium.  I  took  ratOier  a  vast  one,  —  nearly  all  the  rest 
of  the  known  world.  I  have  visited  both  Americas,  — - 
either  Ind.  All  Asia  have  I  ransaoked,  and  pierced 
as  far  into  Africa  as  tnveller  ever  went  in  seareh  of 
Timbnctoo.  But  I  have  lojcnuned  also,  at  Icmg  in- 
tervals,—  at  least  tiiey  seemed  long  to  me,  —  in  the 
gay  capitals  of  £uiope  (Paris  excepted);  mixed,  too* 
with  the  gayest;  hired  palaces;  filled  them  with 
gUMts;  feasted  and  heard  mnsic  '  Guy  Darrell,'  said 
I ,  '  shake  off  the  mst  of  years,  —  thou  hadst  no  youth 
while  young.  Be  young  now.  A  holiday  may  restore 
thee  to  wholesome  work,  as  a  holiday  restores  the 
wearied  schoolboy. ' " 

CoLOKEL  MoBLET. — *I  Comprehend;  the  experi- 
moit  succeeded.  * 

Dabbell.— "  I  don't  know, — not  yet;  but  it  may:  I 
am  here,  and  I  intend  to  stay.  I  would  not  go  to  a  hotel 
for  a  single  day,  lest  my  resolution  should  fail  me.     I 
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have  thiown  myeeli  into  this  oaetle  of  cue  vithont  even 
a  garrison.  I  hope  to  hold  it.  Help  me  to  man  it.  In 
a  word,  and  wiUiont  metaphoi,  I  am  here  with  the  de- 
sign of  le-etLtering  Loudon  life." 

CoLOHXL  Mo&utT.  — "  I  am  so  glad.  Hearty  oon- 
giatulatiouet  How  rejoiced  all  the  Viponte  will  be! 
Another '  OBiais  '  ia  at  hand.  You  have  seen  the  newa- 
papets  T^ularlj,  of  couiae,  —  the  state  of  the  cOuntr; 
interaets  you.  You  say  that  you  come  from  Ouiel- 
foid,  the  town  you  once  represented.  I  guess  you 
will  re-enter  Farliamentj  you  have  ^t  to  say  the 
word." 

Dakrbll. — "Parliament!  No.  I  received,  while 
abroad,  so  eameet  a  request  from  my  old  ocmatituente  to 
lay  the  foundation-stone  of  a  new  town  hall,  in  which 
they  are  much  interested,  and  my  obligations  to  them 
have  been  so  great  that  I  could  not  refose.  I  wrote  to 
fix  the  day  as  soon  as  I  had  resolved  to  return  to  £ng- 
land,  making  a  condition  that  I  should  be  spared  the 
infliction  of  a  puUic  dinner,  and  landed  just  in  time  to 
keep  my  appointment,  —  reached  Ouzelford  early  this 
morning;  went  through  the  ceremony;  made  a  short 
speech;  came  on  at  once  to  London,  not  venturing  to 
diverge  to  Fawley  (which  is  not  very  ^  from  Ooxel- 
ford),  lest,  once  there  again,  I  should  not  have  strength 
to  leave  it, —  and  here  I  am."  Darrell  paneed,  then 
repeated,  in  brisk,  emphatic  tone:  '  Parliament  I  Ko. 
Labort  No.  Fellow-man,  I  am  about  to  confess  to 
you;  I  would  snatch  back  some  days  of  youth, — a 
wintry  likeness  of  youth,  better  than  n<me.  Old  friend, 
let  us  amuse  ourselves!  When  I  was  working  hard, 
haid,  hard,  —  it  was  you  who  would  say:  '  Gome  forth, 
be  amused,' — yon  h^i^  butterfly  that  you  warel  Now, 
I  say  to  you :  '  Show  me  this  flaunting  town  that  yon 
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know  so  well;  initiate  me  into  the  joy  of  polite  pleu- 
mea,  social  commune, — 

'  Dolce  mihi  fbiera  est  amico.' 

Yon  have  unnaements;  let  me  share  them." 

"  Faith,"  qnoth  the  Colonel,  cioBsing  hie  legs,  *  you 
come  late  in  the  day  I  Amosements  ceaae  to  amose  at 
last,  I  hare  tried  all,  and  be^n  to  be  tiied.  I  have 
had  my  holiday,  ezhaosted  ite  sports;  and  you,  comiug 
bom  hooka  and  desk  fresh  into  the  playground,  say, 
'Football  and  leapfrog.'  Alaal  my  poor  Mend,  why 
did  not  yon  coma  sooner  I " 

Dabbbll. — "One  word,  one  qnestion.  Ton  have 
made  base  a  philosophy  and  a  system;  no  man  erer 
did  Bo  with  more  felicitous  grace ;  nor,  in  following 
pleasure,  have  you  parted  company  with  consoienoe  and 
shame.  A  fine  gentleman  ever,  in  honor  as  in  elegance. 
Well,  are  yon  satisfied  with  joui  ohoioe  of  life  I  Are 
you  happy ) " 

*  Happy,  —  who  ist    Satisfied,  —  pethapsl" 

*  Is  there  any  one  you  envy,  —  whose  choice,  other 
than  your  own,  you  would  pieferl " 

"  Certainly." 

«Whof 

•Tou." 

"  II "  said  Darrell,  opening  his  ayes  with  unafl'ected 
ania».     '11    Envy  me  I    Prefer  my  choice  I  " 

Colonel  Morlbt  (peevishly). — "Without  doubt. 
You  have  had  gratified  ambition,  —  a  great  career. 
Envy  youl  who  would  noti  Your  own  objeota  in 
life  fulfilled;  you  coveted  distinction, — you  won  it; 
fortancj — your  wealth  is  immense;  the  restoration  of 
your  name  and  lineage  from  obBcnrity  and  humilia- 
tion,— are  not  name  and  lineage  again  written  in  the 
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Ufrn>  d'oro?  What  king  woold  not  hail  you  as  his 
conncillort  What  senate  not  open  its  ranks  to  admit 
you  as  a  chief  t  What  house,  though  the  haughtiest  in 
the  land,  would  not  accept  your  alliancet  And,  withal, 
you  stand  before  me  stalwart  and  unbowed,  young  hlood 
still  in  your  veins.  Ungrateful  man,  who  would  not 
change  lote  with  Guy  Darrein  Fame,  fortune,  hedtii, 
and,  not  to  flatter  you,  a  form  and  presence  that  would 
be  remarked,  though  you  stood  in  that  black  frock  by 
the  side  of  a  monarch  in  liis  coronation  robes." 

Dabrell.  — "You  have  turned  my  questions  against 
myself  with  a  kindliness  of  intention  that  makes  me 
foi^ve  your  belief  in  my  vanity.  Paae  on,  —  or  rather 
pass  back;  you  say  you  have  tried  all  in  life  that  dis- 
tracts or  sweetens.  Not  ao:  tone  bachelor;  you  have 
not  tried  wedlock.     Has  not  that  been  your  mistakel " 

CowjNEi.  MoBLET. — "Answer  for  yourself.  Ton 
have  tried  it."  The  words  were  scarce  out  of  his 
niouth  ere  he  repented  the  retort.  For  Darrell  started 
as  if  stui^  to  the  quick;  and  his  brow,  before  aeiene, 
his  lip,  before  playful,  grew,  the  one  darkly  troubled, 
the  other  tightly  compressed.  "Pardon  me,"  faltered 
out  the  friend. 

Darbbll. — "Oh,  yes;  I  l«oi^ht  it  on  myself. 
What  stuff  we  have  been  talking!  Tell  me  the  news, 
—  not  political;  any  other.  But  firet,  your  report  of 
young  Haughton.  Cordial  thanks  for  all  your  kind- 
ness to  him.  You  write  me  word  that  he  is  much 
improved,  —  moet  likeable;  you  add,  that  at  Paris  he 
became  the  rage,  —  that  in  London  you  are  sure  he  will 
be  extremely  popular.  Be  it  so,  if  for  his  own  sake. 
Are  yon  quite  sure  that  it  is  not  for  the  expectations 
which  I  come  here  to  dissipate  t " 

CoLoiTEL  MoRLBT. — "  Much  for  himself,  I  am  cei- 
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tain;  a  little,  perhape,  because,  whatever  be  thinks,  and 
I  eay,  to  the  coatnij,  people  seeing  no  other  heir  to 
your  property  —  " 

"  I  understand,"  interrupted  Darrell,  quickly.  "  But 
he  does  not  narse  those  expeotAtions  t  he  will  not  be 
disappointed  t " 

Colonel  Moklbt. — "Verily  I  believe,  that,  apart 
from  his  love  for  yon,  and  a  delicacy  of  sentiment  that 
would  recoil  from  planting  hopes  of  wealth  in  the  graves 
of  benefactors,  Lionel  Haughton  would  prefer  carving 
bis  own  fortunes  to  all  the  ingots  hewed  out  of  Cali- 
fornia by  another's  hand,  and  bequeathed  by  another's 
will." 

Dabbell.  — "  I  am  heartily  glad  to  hear  and  to  trust 
you." 

CoLOtTBL  HOBLBT.  —  "I  gather  from  what  you  say 
that  you  are  here  with  the  intention  to  —  to  — " 

"Marry  ^ain,"  said  Danelt,  firmly.  "Bi^t.  .1 
am," 

"  I  always  felt  sure  yon  would  marry  again.  Is  Hba 
lady  here  too  T  " 

"What  lady  I" 

"  The  lady  yon  have  chosen." 

"  Tush,  —  I  have  chosen  none.  I  oome  beie  to 
choose;  and  in  this  I  ask  advice  from  your  experi- 
ence. I  would  marry  again  I  I,  —  at  my  age  I  Ridic- 
ulous! But  BO  it  is.  Ton  know  all  the  mothers  snd 
marri^eable  danght«rs  that  London  —  arida  ntrtrur  — 
rears  for  nuptial  altars:  where,  amongst  them,  shall  I, 
Ouy  Darrell,  the  man  whom  you  think  so  enviable, 
find  the  safe  helpmate,  whose  love  he  may  rewaid  with 
munificent  jointure,  to  whose  child  he  may  bequeath 
the  name  that  has  now  no  successor,  and  the  wealth  he 
haft  no  heart  to  spend  I " 
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Colonel  Motley  —  who,  aa  we  know,  is  by  hslnt  a 
matcli-iD&kai,  and  likea  the  vocation — assumes  a  placid 
but  cogitative  mien,  rubs  his  brow  gently,  and  says  in 
his  softest,  best-bred  accents,  "  You  would  not  many  a 
mere  girlt  some  one  of  suitable  aget  I  know  seveial 
most  superior  young  wotnea  on  the  other  side  of  thirty, 
—  SVilhelmina  Prymme,  for  instance,  or  Janet — " 

Dashbll.  —  "  Old  maids.     No,  —  decidedly  no  1 " 

GoLOHSL  liooLKi  (suspiciously).  —  "  But  you  would 
not  risk  the  peace  of  your  old  age  with  ■  girl  of  eigh- 
teen, or  else  I  do  know  a  very  accomplished,  well- 
bioughb-up  gitl;  just  eighteen,  who  —  " 

Dakssix.  — "  Re-enter  life  by  the  aide  of  Eighteen! 
am  I  a  ""vlmaTi  t " 

Colonel  Mobley.  —  "  Neither  old  meids  nor  young 
maids;  the  choioe  beoomes  narrowed.  You  would  pre- 
fer a  widow.  Ha;  I  have  thought  of  onel  a  prize, 
indeed,  could  yon  but  win  her,  the  widow  of — " 

Dabbsll.  — ■ "  Ephesus  I  —  Bah  1  suggest  no  widow  to 
me.     A  widow,  with  her  afieotioiu  buried  in  the  gravel " 

MoBLET,  —  "  Not  necessarily.     And  in  (his  case  —  " 

Dabbell  (interrupting,  and  with  warmth).  —  "In 
every  case,  I  tell  you,  no  widow  shall  doff  her  weeds  for 
me.  Bid  she  love  the  first  mant  fickle  is  the  woman 
who  can  love  twice.  Did  she  not  love  himt  why  did 
she  marry  him  t  Perhaps  she  sold  herself  to  a  r^t-roU  t 
Shall  she  sell  herself  ^^in  to  me,  for  a  jointure  t 
Heaven  forbid  I  Talk  not  of  widows.  No  dainty  so 
flavorless  as  a  heart  warmed  up  again." 

CoLOMEL  MoBLBT.  — "  Neither  maids,  be  they  old 
or  young,  nor  widows.  Possibly  you  want  an  aogeL 
London  is  not  the  place  for  angels." 

Dabbell.  —  "I  grant  that  the  choice  seems  involved 
in  perplexity.     How  can  it  be  otherwise  if  oaraelf  ia 
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perplezedl  And  yet,  Alfaan,  I  am  aerions;  and  I  do 
not  piosuino  to  be  ao  ezactiiig  as  mj  words  have  implied. 
I  ask  not  fortune,  nor  zank  bejond  gentle  Idood,  nor 
yoiith,  Qor  bean^,  nor  aGoompliabmeate,  nor  *"V'™t 
but  I  do  ask  one  thing,  and  <Hie  tiling  only." 

CoLOHBL  MoBLiKY-.  — "  Wliat  IB  that  I  ;oa  have  left 
nothing  worth  the  having,  to  aak  for. " 

Dabkbll.  — "XothingI  I  bare  left  alll  I  aak  aome 
one  whom  I  can  lore;  lore  better  than  all  the  world,  — 
not  the  mariage  de  eonvenance,  not  the  mariage  de 
raitoR,  but  the  mariage  d!  amow.  All  other  marriage, 
with  vowB  of  lore  so  solemn,  with  intiniac^  of  oommnne 
ao  doee,  —  all  other  marriage,  in  mj  eyes,  is  an  acted 
falsehood,  a  ramished  dn.  Ah,  if  I  bad  thought  so 
always  I  Bat  away  regret  and  repentance!  The  futnre 
alone  ia  now  before  me.  Alban  Hoileyl  I  would 
sign  away  aH  I  hare  in  the  world  (sare  the  old  bouse 
at  Fawley),  ay,  and  after  signing,  cut  of^  to  boot,  this 
r^ht  hand,  oonld  I  but  onoe  fall  in  love ;  lore,  and  be 
lored  again,  aa  any  two  of  Hearan'a  aimpleat  human 
cieaturea  may  lore  each  other  while  life  ia  fiesbl 
Strange,  stxsnge,  —  look  out  into  the  world ;  TtaA  the 
man  of  our  years  who  shall  be  meet  courted,  most  adulated, 
or  admired.  Oire  him  all  the  attribotea  of  power,  wealtii, 
n^al^,  genius,  fame.  Bee  all  the  younger  geneiatioos 
bow  before  him  witli  hope  or  awe ;  hia  word  can  m^e 
their  fortune;  at  his  smile  a  reputation  dawns.  Wellj 
now  let  that  man  say  to  the  young,  'Boom  amongst 
youiselres,  — all  that  wins  me  this  homage  I  would  lay 
at  the  feet  of  beau^.  I  enter  the  lists  of  love,'  and 
stra^btway  hia  power  ranisbes,  the  poorest  booby  of 
twenty-four  can  joetia  hint  aside ;  before  the  object  of 
reverenoe,  he  is  now  the  butt  of  ridicule.  The  instant 
he  asks  right  to  win  the  heart  of  woman,  a  }xfy  whom. 
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fa  aU  slae,  he  could  rule  ai  a  laclcsy,  cries,  *  OB,  On^ 
bevd,  tkat  Tealm  at  least  is  mine !  '  " 

Coi>OHXL  MoBLBT.  —  "  Tlua  were  bat  eloqaetit  eztn- 
nuaacB,  even  if  jotu  beaid  were  gray.  Men  older  than 
you,  and  wiAi  half  your  pretenaiona,  even  of  outiratd 
fbtin,  have  caniad  away  hearte  from  boya  like  Adonis. 
Only  chooeswelli  that's  the  difficulty, —if  it  was  not 
difficult,  who  would  be  a  bachelor  I " 

DabkbUi.  — "  Qiiide  my  choice.  Pilot  me  to  the 
haven. " 

GoLONBL  MosLET. — "  Acccptodl  But  you  must 
ramount  a  auitable  eBtablishment;  rac^n  yotu  way  to  the 
grcftt  world,  and  penetrate  those  sacred  receaaee  where 
awuting  spinsten  weave  the  fatal  web.  Leave  all  to  me. 
Let  Milla  (I  see  you  have  bim  still)  call  on  me  to-mtmow 
about  yotu  minage.     You  will  give  dinners,  ai  conme  1 " 

Dabbbi^l.  —"Oh,  of  oouiBe;  must  I  dine  at  them 
myself!  " 

Horley  laughed  softly,  and  took  up  his  hat. 

"  So  mmbI  "  cried  DarrelL  "  If  I  fatigue  yon  alnady, 
what  chanoe  shall  I  have  with  new  friends  t " 

"  So  soont  it  is  past  eleven.  And  it  ia  yon  who  most 
be  ^tigued." 

"  No  sueh  good  luok ;  ware  I  fatigued,  I  mig^t  hope  to 
deep.  I  will  walk  back  with  you.  Leave  me  dot  alone 
in  this  room,  —  alone  in  the  jaws  of  a  fish;  swallowed 
ap  by  a  cnatnie  whose  blood  is  cold. " 

"  You  have  something  still  to  say  to  me, "  aaid  Alban, 
when  they  were  in  the  opem  air;  "  I  detect  it  in  your 
manner,- wlMt  is  it  1" 

"  I  know  not.  But  yon  have  told  ma  no  news;  these 
streets  are  grown  strange  to  me.  Who  live  now  in 
yonder  houses  t  once  the  dwellen  were  my  fnuida," 
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"  In  that  house,  —  oh,  new  people ;  I  forgvt  theii 
namea,  —  but  rich ;  in  a  year  or  two,  with  luck,  they 
may  be  exoluaivea,  and  forget  my  name.  In  the  other 
bouBe,  CaiT  Vipont,  atill. " 

"Vipont;  tlkose  dear  Vlponte!  Wliat  of  them  allt 
Giawl  theyl  Sting  theyt  Bask  tiiey  in  tbe  sunt  ot 
are  they  in  anxious  prooess  <A  a  cbange  of  ^in  t " 

"  Hush,  my  dear  friend ;  no  satire  on  youi  own  con- 
nections: nothing  so  injudicious.  I  am  a  Yipont,  too, 
and  all  for  the  family  masim:  'Vipcait  with  Vipont, 
and  come  what  may  I '  " 

"  I  stand  rebuked.  But  I  am  no  Vipont.  I  matriod, 
it  ia  tme,  into  their  house,  and  they  married,  ages  ago, 
into  mine;  but  no  drop  in  the  blood  of  time-servers  flows 
throi^b  the  veins  of  the  last  childleBs  Danell.  Pardon. 
I  allow  &e  merit  of  the  Vipont  race;  no  family  more 
excites  my  respectful  interest.  "Wliat  of  their  Urths, 
deaths,  and  marriages  t" 

CoiiOiTEL  MoBLET. — "  As  to  torths,  CaTF  has  just 
welcomed  the  birtb  of  a  grandson ;  the  first-bom  of  his 
eldest  eon  (who  married  last  year  a  daughter  of  the  Duke 
of  Halifax),  —  a  promising  young  man,  a  Lord  in  the 

Admiralty.     Carr  has  a  second  son  in  the Hussars ; 

has  just  purchased  his  step ;  the  other  boya  are  etiU  at 
school.  He  has  tbree  daughters  too,  fine  girls,  admitably 
Iffought  up;  indeed,  now  I  tbink  of  it,  the  eldest, 
Honoris,  migbt  suit  yon,  —  highly  accomplished;  well 
read;  interests  herself  in  politics;  a  great  admirer  of 
intellect;  of  a  very  serious  bim  of  mind,  too." 

Dabkbll.  ' —  "A  female  politician  with  a  serious  tun 
'.^f  mind, — a  farthing  rushlight  in  a  London  fog! 
Hasten  on  to  subjects  less  gloomy.  Whose  funeral 
aehievement  is  that  yonder  1 " 

C01.OKKI.  UoRLET.  —  "  The  late  Lord  Hilton's,  &ther 
to  Lady  Montfort." 
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Pasbsll. — "Ladj  Montiortl  Her  Uxiist  wu  « 
Lyndsa;,  and  died  before  the  flood.  A  deluge,  at  leu^ 
has  gone  ove^  me  and  my  world  siiice  I  looked  od  Uu 
tace  of  his  widow. " 

CoLOirai.  M0BI.BT.  — "I  epeak  of  the  pieaent  Loid 
Montfort'B  wife,  —  the  Earl's.  Yoa  of  Uie  poor  Mar- 
quess's,—  the  last  Marquess,— the  marqaeeate  ii  extinct. 
Surely,  whatever  your  wauderinge,  you  most  hare  heard 
of  the  death  of  the  last  Marqueoa  of  Montfortl " 

"  Tee,  I  heard  of  that, "  anaweied  Dairell,  in  a  aoin»- 
what  husky  and  muttered  roioe.  "So  ha  ia  dead,  the 
Toung  man  I    What  killed  himl " 

Colonel  Moblbt.  —  "A  violent  attack  of  croup,  — 
qnit«  sudden.  He  was  staying  at  Carr's  at  the  time, 
I  suspect  that  Ganr  made  him  talkl  a  thing  he  was  not 
accustomed  to  do.  Deranged  hie  lystam  altogether. 
But  don't  let  UB  revive  painful  subjeota." 

Dabkbll.  —  "  Was  she  with  him  at  the  time  I  " 

CoLOMXL  MoBLEY. — "  Lady  Moutfortt  —  "So;  they 
were  very  seldom  together. " 

Dabbzll.  —  "  She  is  not  married  again  yet  1  " 

Colon BL  Hoslbt.  —  "  No ;  but  still  yoon^  and  so 
beautiful,  she  will  have  many  offers.  I  know  those 
who  are  waiting  to  propose.  Montfort  has  been  only 
dead  eighteen  months,  — died  just  before  young  Carr's 
marriage.  His  widow  lives  in  complete  aeduncoi  at 
her  jointure-house  near  Twickenham.  She  has  only 
seen  even  me  once  since  her  loss." 

Dabbbll.  —  "  When  was  that  1 " 

MoBLBV. — "About  six  or  seven  mondu  ago;  sha 
asked  after  you  with  much  interest. " 

Dabbxll.  —  "  After  me !  " 

GoLONBL  Mobley. — "  To  be  sure.  Dont  I  re- 
member how  constancy   she  and  her  mother  wete  at 
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joni  hooset  Is  it  strange  ^t  she  alionld  uk  after 
yon  t  You  ought  to  know  her  better,  —  the  mokt 
afiection&t«,  grateful  chancter." 

Dakbbll.  —  "I  dare  say.  But  at  tho  time  yon  rafei 
to,  I  was  too  occupied  to  acquire  much  accnnte  know- 
ledge of  a  yonng  lady's  character.  I  should  hare  known 
her  motliei'B  character  better,  yet  I  mistook  even  that." 

CoLOHEi.  MoBLBY,  — "Mrs.  Lyndaay's  character  yon 
might  well  mistake,  —  charming  but  artificial :  Lady 
Uontfort  IB  natural.  Indeed,  if  yon  had  not  that  illib- 
eral prejudice  against  widows,  she  was  the  very  person 
I  was  about  to  suggest  to  you." 

Dabbxll.  —  "A  fuhionable  beauty t  and  yonng 
enough  to  be  my  daughter.  Such  is  human  friend- 
ahipl  80  the  marquesate  is  extinct,  and  Bir  James 
Yipont,  whom  I  remember  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
—  respectable  man;  great  anthority  on  cattle;  timid, 
and  always  saying,  'Did  yon  read  that  article  in  to- 
day's papert'  —  has  the  est&tes  and  the  earldom." 

Colonel  Mobley.  —  "  Yes.  There  was  some  fear  of 
a  disputed  succession,  but  Sir  James  made  his  claim 
very  clear.  Between  you  and  me,  the  change  has  been 
a  serious  affliction  to  the  Yiponta.  The  late  lord  was 
not  wise,  but  on  State  occasions  he  looked  his  part,  — 
trit  Grand  Seigneur,  —  and  Carr  managed  the  family 
influence  with  admirable  tact.  The  present  lord  baa 
the  haluts  of  a  yeoman;  his  wife  shares  his  tastes.  He 
has  token  tiie  management  not  only  of  the  property, 
but  of  its  influence,  out  of  Carr'a  huids,  and  will  make 
a  sad  mess  of  it;  for  he  is  an  impracticable,  obsolete 
politician.  He  will  neTsr  keep  the  family  together,  — 
impossible;  a  sad  thing.  I  remember  how  our  last 
muster,  fire  years  ago  next  Christmas,  struck  terror  into 
Lord 's  Cabinet;  the  mere  report  of  it  in  the  news- 
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pftpera  set  all  people  talking  and  thinking.  The  lesnlt 
waa,  that,  two  weeks  after,  propct  overtures  were  made 
to  Oarr;  he  coueented  to  assist  the  MiniBt«ra,  —  and 
the  oountcf  waa  aaTedl  Now,  thanks  to  this  stupid 
new  Earl,  in  eighteen  moDtha  we  have  lost  ground  whii^ 
it  took  at  least  a  ceutui;  and  a  half  to  gain.  Our  votes 
are  divided,  our  influence  frittered  awa;;  Montfort 
House  is  shut  up,  and  Carr,  grown  quite  thin,  says  that 
in  the  coming  'cbisis'  a  Cabinet  will  not  only  bo 
formed,  hut  will  also  last  —  last  time  enough  for  irre- 
parable mischief  —  without  a  single  Yipont  in  office. " 

Thus  Colonel  Morlej  continued  in  mournful  strain, 
Darrell  silent  hy  his  side,  till  the  Colonel  reached  his 
own  door.  There,  while  applying  hia  latch-key  to  the 
lock,  Alhan'a  mind  returned  from  the  perils  that  thre^it- 
eoiod  the  House  of  Vipont  and  the  Star  d  Brunswick, 
to  tiie  petty  claims  of  private  friendship.  But  even 
these  last  were  now  blended  with  those  jp^ndor  intereet^t, 
due  care  for  whioh  every  true  patriot  of  the  House  of 
'  Vipont  imbibed  with  his  mother's  milk. 

"  Your  appearance  in  town,  my  dear  Darrell,  is  mofit 
opportune.  It  will  be  an  object  with  the  whole  bmily 
to  make  Uie  most  of  you  at  this  coming  'CBisia,'  —  I 
say  cominib  for  I  believe  it  must  come.  Your  name  is 
still  freshly  remembered;  your  position  greater  for  hav- 
ing been  out  of  all  the  scrapes  of  the  party  the  last  six- 
teen or  seventeen  yean;  your  house  should  be  the 
nucleus  of  new  combinations.  Don't  foi^et  to  send 
Mills  to  me;  I  will  engage  your  eh^  and  your  house- 
steward  to-monow.  I  know  just  Ute  men  to  suit  you. 
Your  intention  to  marry,  too,  just  at  this  moment,  is 
most  seasonable;  it  will  increase  the  family  interest. 
I  may  give  out  that  you  intend  to  marry  T  " 

"Oh,  certainly,  — cry  it  at  Charing  Gross." 
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"  A.  club-room  will  do  as  welL  I  beg  ten  thoQaand 
pardons;  but  people  will  talk  about  money  whenever 
they  talk  about  marriage.  I  Bhould  not  like  to  exag- 
gente  your  fortune,  —  I  know  it  must  be  v»ry  large, 
and  all  at  yonr  own  disposal,  eh  t " 

"  Every  shillinfr. " 

"  You  muBt  have  saved  a  gieat  deal  mnce  yon  letired 
into  private  lifel " 

"  Take  that  for  gnnted.  Dick  Faittiioni  receives  my 
Tenta,  and  looks  to  my  various  investments;  and  I  accept 
him  as  an  indisputable  authority  when  I  say,  tbat  what 
with  the  rental  of  lands  I  pnichased  in  my  poor  boy's 
lifetime,  and  the  interest  on  my  much  more  locrative 
m<Hieyed  capital,  yon  may  safely  whisper  to  all  ladies 
likely  to  feel  inteiest  in  that  diffuaion  of  knowledge, 
'  Thirty-five  thousand  a  year,  and  an  old  fool. ' " 

"  I  certainly  shall  not  say  an  old  fool,  for  I  am  the 
same  age  as  yooneU,  and  if  I  had  thizty-five  thousand 
pounds  a  year,  I  would  marry  too." 

"  Yon  wouldt    Old  fooll  "  said  Darrell,  turning  away. 
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OHAPTEB  IV. 

BeTMling  glintpna  of  Gnf  Damll's  put  in  hia  euTled  jvinM. 
—  Dig  bnt  deep  euongh,  and  nnder  all  earth  nuu  mtwi  mda 
all  liie  nmi  giief- 

ALOKit  in  the  streets,  the  TivBcit;  which  had  ch&ncter- 
ized  Durell'a  oounteoance  as  well  as  his  woids,  while 
with  his  old  school  £riend,  changed  as  suddenly  and  as 
completely  into  peneive,  abstracted  gloom,  as  if  he  had 
been  acting  a  part,  and  with  the  exit  the  acting  ceased. 
Disinclined  to  letnm  yet  to  the  solitude  o{  his  home, 
he  walked  on  at  first  mechanically,  in  the  lestleas  de- 
sire of  movement,  he  cared  not  whither.  Bnt  as,  thus 
chance-led,  he  found  himself  in  the  centra  of  that  long, 
straight  thoroughfare  which  connects  what  once  were  the 
separate  villages  of  Tyburn  and  Holbom,  something  in 
the  desnltoiy  links  of  reverie  suggested  an  object  to  his 
devious  feet.  Ha  had  but  to  follow  that  street  to  his 
right  hand,  to  gain  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  a  sight  of  the 
humble  dwelling-house  in  which  he  had  first  settled 
down,  after  his  early  marriage,  to  the  arid  labora  of  the 
bar.  He  would  go,  now  that,  wealthy  and  renowned) 
he  was  revisiting  the  long-deserted  focus  of  ICngHiih 
energies,  and  contemplate  ^  obscure  abode  in  which 
his  powers  had  been  first  omoentied  on  the  pnnuit  of 
renown  and  wealth.  Who  amcmg  my  readers,  that  m^ 
have  risen  on  the  glittering  steep  ("  Ah,  who  can  tall 
how  hard  it  is  to  climb!"')   has  not  been  similaily 

*  "Ah,  wlio  can  tell  how  liard  ft  ii  to  climb 

The  ateep  whece  Fame'a  {snud  temple  ahinas  afar  1" 
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attracted  towards  the  roof  at  Que  craggy  foot  of  the 
■scent,  under  which  golden  dieama  lefreehed  hia  stntin- 
ing  siuewB)  Somewhat  quickening  his  steps ,  now  that 
a  bourne  was  assigned  to  them,  the  man,  growing  old 
in  years,  but,  unhappily  for  himself,  too  tenacious  of 
youth  in  its  grand  discontent,  and  keen  susceptibilities 
to  pain,  strode  noiselessly  on,  ondei  the  gaslif^te,  under 
the  stars;  gaslights  primly  marshalled  at  equidistance; 
staia  that  seem  to  the  nakffi  eye  dotted  over  space  with' 
out  symmetry  or  method,  —  man's  order,  near  and  finite, 
is  80  distinct;  the  Maker's  order,  remote,  infinite,  is  so 
beyond  man's  comprehension  even  of  what  is  order! 

Darrell  paused  hesitating.  He  had  now  gained  a  spot 
in  which  improvement  bad  altered  the  landmarks.  The 
superb  broad  thoroi^hfare  continued  where  once  it  had 
vanished  abrupt  in  a  labyrinth  of  coortfl  and  alleys^ 
But  the  way  was  not  hard  to  find.  He  turned  a  little 
towards  the  left,  rect^izing,  with  admiring  interest, 
in  the  gay,  white,  would-be  Grecian  edifice,  with  its 
French  grille,  bronied,  gilded,  the  bansformed  Museum, 
in  the  still  libraries  of  which  he  had  eometimes  snatched 
a  brief  and  ghostly  respite  from  books  of  law.  Onwards 
yet  QiTough  lifeless  Bloomsbury,  not  so  far  towards  the 
last  bounds  of  Atlas  as  the  desolation  of  Podden  Place, 
but  the  solitude  deepening  as  he  passed.  There  it  is, 
a  quiet  street  indeed!  Kot  a  soul  on  its  gloomy  pave- 
ments; not  even  a  policeman's  soul.  Kought  stirring 
save  a  st«althy,  profligate,  good-for-nothing  cat,  flitting 
fine  through  yon  area  bars.  Down  that  street  had  he 
come,  I  trow,  with  a  livelier,  quicker  step  the  day  when, 
by  the  strange  good-luck  which  had  uniformly  attended 
his  worldly  career  of  honors,  he  had  been  suddenly 
called  upon  to  supply  the  place  of  an  absent  senior,  and, 
in  almost  his  earliest  brief,  the  Courts  of  Westminster 
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had  meogniiedaiiustor;  — come,  I  trow,  with  aliveliar 
step,  knocked  at  that  very  Aoot  whaieat  he  ia  hiltuig 
now;  enterad  the  room  when  the  jotatg  wife  sat,  and 
at  sight  of  her  qusmloos,  peevish  face,  and  at  Booud  of 
her  nnafmpathiiing,  languid  voice,  fled  into  his  ci^ 
board-like  back  parlor,  and  mattered,  "Connge,  ooui- 
»ga "  to  endure  tiie  home  ha  had  entoied  longiiig  for 
a  Toioe  which  should  invite  and  respcmd  to  a  cry  of  J07. 

How  closed  ap,  dumb,  and  blind  looked  the  small, 
mean  house,  with  ite  small,  mean  door,  ite  small,  mean 
Taxless  windows.  Yet  a  rum  had  been  bom  thenl 
Who  are  the  leeidente  now  I  Buried  in  slumber,  have 
they  any  "  golden  dieama  1 "  Works  therein  any  strag- 
gling biain,  to  which  the  pro^perona  man  might  whisper 
"  Courage ;  "  or  beats,  theia,  any  troubled  heart  to  which 
faithful  wmnan  should  murmui  *  Joy  t "  Who  kiwwa  t 
Iiondon  is  a  wondrous  poem,  but  each  p^e  of  it  ia 
written  in  a  diffeient  language ;  no  lexicon  yet  composed 
for  any. 

Back  through  the  street,  under  the  gaslights,  under  the 
stars,  went  Quy  Banell,  mon  alow. and  more  thot^^tfoL 
Did  the  compariKm  between  wbat  he  had  been,  what  be 
was,  the  mean  home  just  revisitod,  the  stately  home  to 
which  he  would  return,  suggest  thoughts  of  nattml 
pride  t  It  would  not  seem  ea ;  no  pride  in  those  doaa* 
shut  lipe,  in  that  melancholy  stoop. 

He  came  into  a  quiet  square, — still  Bloomabniy, — 
and  right  before  him  yrae  a  la^  respectable  mansiaa, 
almost  ss  large  ss  that  one  iu  courtlier  quarters,  to  whieh 
he  loiteringly  delayed  the  lone  return.  There,  too,  had 
been  for  a  time  the  dwelling  which  wss  called  his  Aoom  y 
there,  when  gold  was  rolling  in  like  a  tide,  distinction 
won,  position  assured;  there,  —  not  yet  in  Parliament, 
but  foremost  at  Uie  bar,  — already  pressed  by  oonatita- 
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eneiea,  alrwdy  wooed  by  ministem;  tiiere,  still  yonng 
(oh,  luckiest  of  Iftwyen!),  — there  had  he  moved  his 
hoaaehold  gods.  Fit  reeidenoe  for  a  Friace  of  the 
Gown.  Is  it  when  living  there  that  you  would  envy 
the  prosperouB  maul  Yee,  the  moment  his  step  quiu 
that  door;  but  envy  him  when  he  enters  its  threshold T 
—nay,  envy  rather  that  roofless  Savoyard  who  has  crept 
under  yonder  portico,  asleep  with  his  ragged  arm  round 
the  cage  of  his  rtupid  doimicel  There,  in  that  great 
barren  drawing-room,  site  a 

"  Pale  and  elegant  Ajpaaia." 

Well,  bnt  the  wife's  face  is  not  querulous  now.  Look 
again, — anxious,  fearful,  secret,  sly.  Oh,  that  fine 
lady,  a  Yipont  Crooke,  is  not  contented  to  be  wife  to  the 
wealthy,  great  Mr.  Darrell.  What  wants  she  t  that  ho 
should  be  spouse  to  the  fashionable,  fine  Ifrs.  Darrellt 
Pride  in  himt  not  a  jot  of  it;  such  pride  were  unchris- 
tian. Were  he  proud  of  her,  as  a  Christian  husband 
ought  to  be  of  so  elegant  a  wife,  would  he  still  be  in 
Bloomsbutyl  IGnvy  him/  the  high  gentleman,  so  true 
to  his  blood,  all  galled  and  blistered  by  the  moral  vul- 
garities of  a  toft-hunting,  toad-eating  mimic  of  the  Lady 
Selinas.  Envy  him!  Well,  why  not!  All  women 
have  their  foiblee.  Wise  bnsbands  must  bear  and  for- 
bear. Is  tiMt  alii  wherefore,  then,  is  her  aspect  eo  fur- 
tive, wherefore  on  his  a  wild,  vigilant  stemnesat  Tut, 
what  so  brings  into  coveted  fashion  a  fair  lady  exiled  to 
Bloomsbury  as  the  marked  adoration  of  a  lord,  not  her 
own,  who  gives  law  to  Bt.  James's!  Untempted  by 
passicm;  cold  as  ice  to  affection,  if  thawed  to  the  gush 
of  a  sentiment;  secretly  preferring  the  husband  she 
chose,  wooed,  and  won,  to  idlers  less  gifted  even  in 
outward  attractions, -^all  this,  yet  seeking,  coquetting 
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for  the  Mea  ci  duhonorl  To  elopet  Oh,  no;  too  waty 
for  that,  bat  to  be  gaced  at  and  talked  of,  as  the  fail 
iSx.  Damll,  to  whom  the  Lovelace  of  London  waa  ao 
fcmdlf  devoted.  Walk  in,  haugh^  son  of  the  Dara-all. 
Dueet  thou  ask  who  haa  just  left  Uif  honae  1  Daieat 
thou  aak  what  and  whence  is  the  note  that  'al;  hand  hat 
secreted  t  Dareat  thou  I  —  perhape  yea:  what  thenl 
Canst  then  lock  up  thy  wife  I  Canst  thou  poniard  the 
Lovelace  1  Lock  up  the  air;  poniaid  all  whose  light 
word  in  3t.  James's  can  bring  into  fashion  the  matron 
of  Bloomsboryl  Qo,  lawyer,  go;  stady  briefs,  and  be 
parchment. 

Agonies — agonies  shot  ^ain  through  Qny  Danell'a 
breast,  as  he  looked  on  that  large,  most  respectable 
house,  and  remembered  hie  hourly  campaign  against 
disgiacel  He  has  triumphed.  Death  fights  for  him: 
on  the  very  brink  of  the  last  scandal,  a  cold,  caught  at 
some  Yipont's  ball,  became  ferer;  and  so  from  that  dow 
the  Black  Horses  bore  away  the  Bloomsbury  Dome,  en 
she  was  yet — the  fashion  I  Hi^py  in  grief  the  widower 
who  may,  with  confiding  hand,  ransack  the  lost  wife's 
harmless  desk,  sure  that  no  thought  oonoealed  bam  him 
in  life  will  rise  accusing  from  the  tzeaeured  papers.  But 
&at  pale,  proud  mourner,  hurrying  the  eye  over  swa^ 
scented  biUeta,  compelled,  in  very  justice  to  the  dead, 
to  convince  himself  that  the  mother  of  his  children  was 
corrupt  only  at  heart;  that  the  Black  Horses  had  come 
to  the  door  in  time;  and,  wretchedly  consoled  by  that 
niggardly  conviction,  flinging  into  the  flames  the  last 
flimsy  tatt«rs  on  which  his  honor  (look-like  In  his  own 
keeping)  had  been  fluttering  to  and  fro  in  the  charge  (d 
a  vain,  treacherous  fool.  Enry  yon  fAot  mourner  t  Kol 
not  even  in  his  release.  Memory  is  not  nailed  down  in 
the  velvet  cofibt ;  and  to  great  loyal  natorea,  lesa  lutte 


.coy  Google 


TEl.T  WILL  HE  DO  WITH  IT  I  683 

is  &e  memory  of  the  lost  when  halloired  by  Undv  wad' 
DBM,  than  when  coupled  with  scom  and  abame. 

The  wife  ia  dead.  Dead,  too,  long  yean  ago,  the 
Lothario!  The  worM  im  ioigottan  them;  they  ^e 
out  of  this  very  reoord  when  ye  turn  the  page ;  no  iii- 
flnenoe,  no  baiuBg  have  they  on  BBch  future  events  as 
may  mazk  what  yet  leeta  of  life  to  Guy  Darrell.  But 
as  he  there  stands  and  gaxes  into  space,  the  two  forms 
are  before  lus  ^«  as  distinct  as  if  liviag  still.  Slowly, 
slowly  ha  guea  them  down ;  the  falee  smilea  flicker  away 
from  their  feeble  lineaments;  woe  and  terror  on  their 
aspeota,— Uk^  sink,  they  shrivel,  tb«y  diasolnl 
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ne  wnck  cut  back  from  ChaqrbdB. 
Samlm^ioi  dt  ta  GabritOi. 

Out  Dabsbu^  turned  hurriedlj  from  the  large  honae  in 
tbe  great  square,  and,  more  and  more  abeoTbed  in  rererie, 
he  wandered  out  of  his  direct  vay  homeward,  clear  and 
broad  thongh  it  was,  and  did  not  ronae  Minself  till  he 
felt,  as  it  were,  that  the  air  had  grown  darker;  and  look- 
ing vaguely  ronnd,  he  saw  that  he  had  strayed  into  a 
dim  mase  of  lanes  and  passages.  He  paused  under  one 
of  the  rare  lamp-poste,  gathering  up  his  recollections  of 
the  London  he  had  so  long  quitted,  and  doubtful  for  a 
moment  or  two  which  turn  to  take.  Just  then,  up  from 
■u  alley  fronting  him  at  right  angles,  came  aollen];, 
warily,  a  tall,  sinewy,  ill-boding  tatterdemalion  figure, 
and,  seeing  Darrell's  face  under  the  lamp,  halted  abrupt 
at  the  mouth  of  the  narrow  pasec^  from  which  it  bad 
emerged,  —  a  dark  form  filling  up  Uie  dark  aperture. 
Does  that  ragged  wayfarer  recognize  a  foe  by  the  imper- 
fect ray  of  the  lamplight  1  or  is  he  a  mere  vulgar  footpad, 
who  is  doubting  whether  he  should  spring  upon  a  prey  t 
Hostile  his  look,  Ms  gesture,  the  sudden  cowering  down 
of  tiie  strong  frame,  as  if  for  a  bound;  but  still  he  is 
irresolute.  What  awes  him  t  What  awes  the  tiger,  who 
would  obey  his  blood-instinct  without  feai,  in  his  rush 
on  t^e  negro,  &e  Hindoo,  but  who  halts  snd  hesitates  ^ 
sight  of  the  white  man, — the  lordly  son  of  Europe  t 
Darrell's  eye  was  turned  towards  the  dark  passi^  — 
towards  the  dark  figure  —  carelessly,  neither  recognix- 
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ing,  nor  fearii^,  nor  defying;  carelessly,  as  at  an;  harm- 
less object  in  crowded  streets,  and  at  l»oad  day.  Bat 
while  that  eye  was  on  him,  the  tatterdemalion  halted; 
and,  indeed,  whatever  his  hostili^,  or  whatever  his 
daring,  the  sight  of  Darrell  took  him  by  so  sudden  a 
surprise,  that  he  could  not  at  once  recollect  his  thoughts, 
and  determine  how  to  approach  the  quiet,  unconscious 
man  who,  in  reach  of  his  sprii^,  fronted  his  overwhelm- 
ing physical  strength  with  the  habitual  air  of  dignified 
command.  His  first  impulse  was  that  of  violence;  his 
second  impulse  curbed  the  first.  But  Darrell  now  turns 
quickly,  and  walks  straight  on;  the  figure  quits  the 
mouth  of  the  passage,  and  follows  with  a  long  and 
noiaeleas  stride.  It  has  nearly  gained  Darrell.  With 
what  intentt  A  fierce  one,  perhaps;  for  the  man's  face 
is  sinister,  and  his  state  evidently  desperate, — when 
there  emerges  unexpectedly  from  an  ngly-looking  court 
or  cul-de-sac,  jnst  between  Darrell  and  his  pursuer,  a 
slim,  long-backed,  buttoned-up,  weasel-faced  policeman. 
The  policeman  eyes  the  tetterdemalion  instinctively, 
then  turns  his  glance  towards  the  solitary,  defenceless 
gentleman  in  advance,  and  iralks  on,  keeping  himself 
between  the  two.  The  tatterdemalion  stifles  an  impa- 
tient curse.  Be  his  purpose  force,  be  it  only  supplica- 
tion, be  it  colloquy  of  any  kind,  impossible  to  fulfil  it 
while  that  policeman  is  there.  True,  that  in  hia  pow- 
erful hands  he  could  have  clutched  that  slim,  long- 
backed  officer,  and  broken  him  in  two  as  a  willow-wand. 
But  that  ofBcer  is  the  personation  of  law,  and  can  stalk 
through  a  legion  of  tatterdemalions  as  a  ferret  may  glide 
through  a  bam  full  of  rats.  The  prowler  feels  he  is 
suspected.  Unknown  as  yet  to  the  London  police,  he 
has  no  desire  to  invite  their  scrutiny.  He  crosses  the 
way;  he  falb  hack;  he  follows  from  a&r.     The  police- 
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HUB  tnsjir  jet  torn  aw^y  befom  tke  safer  sbeeU  of  Uib 
aetropolie  be  ffdaeA.  No;  the  cuned  incarnation  of 
law,  with  eyes  in  its  alim  book,  ooatinuea  ito  slow  stride 
at  the  heela  of  the  unsuspicious  Dairell.  The  mem 
solitary  defiles  are  already  passed,  — ~  now  that  dim  lane, 
with  its  dead  wall  on  one  side.  By  the  dead  wall 
akulka  the  prowler;  on  &e  other  aide  still  walks  the 
law.  Now  -—  alaa  for  the  prowler ! — ahine  ont  the  thor- 
oughfares, no  longer  dim  nor  dasarldd:  Leioeater  Square, 
the  Haymarket,  Pall  Mall,  Carlton  Gardens;  Danell 
is  at  his  door.  The  policeman  turns  sharply  toond. 
There,  at  the  comer  near  iha  learned  Glabhooae,  halts 
the  tatterdemalion.  Towards  the  tatterdemalion  the 
policemoQ  now  adTances  quickly.  The  tatterdemalion 
is  quicker  still,  —  fled  like  a  guilty  thought. 

Back,  back,  back  into  that  mace  of  passacea  and  oonrte, 
—  back  to  the  mouth  of  that  black  alley.  There  he  halts 
again.  Look  at  him.  He  has  arrired  in  London  but 
that  veiy  night,  after  an  absence  of  more  than  four  years. 
He  has  arrived  from  the  aea-aide  on  foot ;  sea,  his  ehoea 
are  worn  into  holes.  He  has  not  yet  found  a  shelter  fw 
&e  night.  He  has  been  directed  towards  that  quarter, 
thronged  with  adTenturers,  native  and  foreign,  for  a 
shelter,  safe,  if  squalid.  It  is  eomewhere  near  that 
court,  at  the  mot^  of  which  be  stands.  He  looks 
round,  the  polieraian  is  baffled,  the  coast  dear.  He 
ateala  forth,  and  panaas  under  ihe  aame  gaslight  as  that 
under  which  Ouy  X)aTrell  had  paused  before, — under 
the  same  gaslight,  under  the  same  stars.  From  some 
recess  in  his  rags  he  draws  forth  a  large,  diatained, 
distended  pocketbook,  —  last  relic  of  spruoer  days,— 
leather  of  dainty  morocco,  once  elaborately  tooled;  pa- 
tent spiiuga,  taiij  lock,  —  fit  receptacle  for  bank-notes, 
biit«t$-do%aB,  memoranda  of  debts  of  honor,  ot  pleaanr- 


.cy  Google 


WHAT  WILL  BS  IK)  WTIH  TSl  587 

Mt  engagemento.  Kow  hov  toto,  tamiAed,  grea^, 
npecatlion-like,  the  costly  bauble!  Filled  with  wlut 
motley  unlovable  contents,  —  stele  pawn-tickete  of  for- 
eign montt  de  jtiiti,  pledges  nerer  henceforth  to  be 
redeemed ;  ecrawla  bf  Tillanona  hands  in  thieriah  hiero- 
glTphics;  ugly  implemente  leplacing  the  malachite  pen- 
knife, the  golden  tooth-pick,  the  jewelled  pencil-oaae, 
once  BO  neatly  set  within  their  satin  lappete.  Ugly 
implemente,  indeed,  —  b  file,  a  gimlet,  loaded  dice. 
Pell-mell,  with  such  more  hideouB  and  rqcent  contente, 
dishonored  evidences  of  gaudier  summer  life,  —  locks  of 
ladies' hair;  loTe-notoe  treaaoredmechanic^y,  not  from 
amorous  sentiment,  but  pethape  from  eome  vague  idea 
that  they  might  be  of  urie  if  those  who  gave  the  locks  or 
wrote  the  notes  should  be  raised  in  fortune,  and  could 
buy  back  the  memoTtals  of  shame.  Diving  amidst  these 
miscellaneous  documente  and  treasures,  the  prowler's 
hand  rested  on  some  old  letton,  in  clerk-lib  fair  calli- 
graphy, tied  round  with  a  dirty  string,  and  on  tiiem,  in 
another  and  fresher  writing,  a  soap  tiiat  eontained  ui 
address:  "  Samuel  Adolphna  Poole,  Esq.,  Alhambra 
Villa,  Regent's  Park."  "To-morrow,  Nix  my  DoUyj 
to-morrow,"  muttered  the  tetterdemalimi ; "  but  to-night; 
—  plague  OQ  it,  where  is  the  othw  blackgoud's  direc- 
tion 1  Ah,  here  —  "  And  he  extracted  from  the  thiev- 
ish soiawls  a  peouliarly  thievish'looking  hiraoglyph. 
Now,  as  he  lifte  it  up  to  read  hy  the  gaslight,  survey 
him  well.  Do  you  not  know  him  I  Is  it  possible  t 
Whatl  the  brilliant  shaiperl  The  mfflon  exquisite! 
Jasper  Loeely!  Can  it  bel  Once  before,  in  the  fields 
of  Fawley,  we  beheld  him  out  at  elbows,  seedy,  shabby, 
ragged.  But  then  it  was  the  decay  of  a  foppish  spend- 
thrift,— clothes  distoined,  ill-assorted,  yet,  still  <^  fine 
cloth;  shoes  in  holes,  yet  still  pearlisolored  brodequina. 
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But  now  it  is  the  deoay  of  no  foppish  apendthrift,  tb* 
rags  are  not  of  fine  cloth;  the  tattered  shoea  are  not 
biodequins.  The  man  has  fallen  far  below  the  politer 
gndee  of  knavery,  in  which  the  sharper  affecte  the  bean. 
And  the  countenance,  aa  we  last  saw  it,  if  it  had  loet 
much  of  its  earlier  beauty,  waa  still  inconteetably  hand- 
some. What  with  vigor,  and  health,  and  animal  epirita, 
thott  on  the  aspect  still  lingered  light;  now,  from  cor- 
ruption, the  light  itself  waa  gone.  In  that  herculean 
constitution  excess  of  all  kinds  had  at  length  forced  ita 
ravage,  and  the  ravage  was  visible  in  the  mined  faoa. 
The  ones  sparkling  eye  was  dull  and  bloodshot.  The 
colors  of  the  cheek,  onoe  clear  and  vivid,  to  which  fiery 
drink  had  only  sent  the  blood  in  a  warmer  glow,  WMe 
now  of  a  leaden  dulnesa,  relieved  but  hy  broken  streaks 
of  angry  red,  —  like  gleams  of  flame  struggling  tiirou^ 
gathered  smoke.  The  profile,  once  sharp  and  delicate 
like  Apollo's,  was  now  confused  in  ite  swollen  outline; 
a  few  years  more,  and  it  would  be  gross  aa  that  of 
Silenna,  —  the  nostrils,  distended  with  incipient  car- 
buncles, which  betray  the  gnatving  fang  that  alcohol 
fastens  into  the  livei.  Evil  passions  had  destroyed  the 
outline  of  the  once  beautiful  lipe,  arched  as  a  Cupid'a 
bow.  The  sideling,  lowering,  villanous  expieesuBi 
which  had  formerly  been  but  occasional,  was  now  hab- 
itual and  heightened.  It  was  the  look  of  the  lusoD 
before  it  gores.  It  is  true,  however,  that  even  yet  on 
the  countenance  there  lingered  the  trace  of  that  lavish 
favor  bestowed  on  it  by  Nature.  An  artist  would  still 
have  said,  *  How  handsome  &at  ragamuffin  must  havo 
been!"  And  true  is  it  alao,  that  there  was  yet  that 
about  the  bearing  of  the  man,  which  contrasted  hie 
squalor,  and  seemed  to  say  that  he  had  not  been  bom  to 
wear  rags  and  loiter  at  midnight  amongst  the  haunto  of 
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thieves,  itfay,  I  am  not  eure  thct  youvoald  baTS  been 
u  inoredaloufi  pow,  if  told  that  Uie  wild  outlaw  bafon 
jou  had  some  claim  hy  birth  or  b;  nnrtare  to  the  nnk 
of  geDtioDum,  aa  yon  would,  had  you  eeeu  the  ^y  apend- 
tiirift  Id  his  gandy  day.  For  then  he  aeemed  below,  and 
now  he  aeemed  above  the  giade  in  which  he  took  plaee. 
And  all  this  made  his  aspect  yet  mora  sinister,  and  the 
impression  tiiat  he  waa  dangeiona  yet  mon  profomid. 
Hascnlai  strength  often  remains  to  a  powerful  fnme 
Img  after  the  conatitutieo  is  imdenmned,  and  Jasper 
Loeely's  frame  was  still  that  of  a  formidable  athlete; 
mtf,  its  strength  was  yet  more  apparent  now  that  the 
dxraldeis  and  limbs  had  increaeed  in  bulk,  than  when 
it  was  half-disguised  in  the  lissome  qimmetry  of  ex- 
quisite propoitioa ,  —  less  active,  less  supple,  less  citable 
of  enduianoe,  but  with  more  cnuhing  weight  in  its  rush 
or  its  blow.  It  was  the  figure  in  which  brute  loree 
seems  so  to  predominate  that  in  a  nvage  state  it  would 
hare  worn  a  crown,  —  the  figure  which  aecoiee  command 
and  authori^  in  all  aooieties  where  force  alone  g^ves  the 
law.  Thus,  onder  the  gaali^t  and  under  the  stars, 
stood  Qte  terrible  animal,  a  strong  man  embmted  — 
"SoTTTtEKS-TOt  DXTA  Gabbibua."  —  There,  still  nn- 
effitced,  though  the  gold  threads  are  til  tamished  and 
ragged,  an  the  ominous  words  on  the  silk  of  fbe  she- 
devil's  love-token  I  But  Jasper  has  now  inspected  the 
direction  on  the  paper  he  held  to  the  lamp-light,  and, 
satisfying  himself  that  he  was  in  the  right  quarter, 
restored  the  paper  to  the  bulky,  distended  pocketbook, 
and  walked  auUenly  on  towards  the  court  &om  which 
had  emerged  the  policeman  who  had  crossed  hia  prowling 
chase. 

'  It  ia  the  most  infernal  shame,"  said  Losely,  between 
hia  grinded  teeth,  "that  I  ahould  be  driven  to  these 
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imtobed  dsu  for  a  lodging,  vhiU  thi^  mui,  who  «ii^ 
to  ftel.  bsiiDd  to  luiirtaiii  mo,  sboiUd  be  tolling  in 
WMldi,  aad  oottoned  np  la  a  palace.  But  ha  abaU  fork 
oat.  9<q)hy  nuut  be  honUd  np.  I  will  olotlie  bet  in 
rags  like  Uieu.  She  ahall  sit  at  his  rtteet-doOT.  I  will 
ahante  the  miaeiljr  hnnka.  Bet  how  tiaak  the  giilt 
Have  I  no  other  bold  over  him  T  Can  I  aaad  Doll; 
Poola  to  himi  How  addled  mj  bmias  ani — want  <^ 
food,  wKttof  olaep.     la  this  Um  pUoel    Peohl  —  " 

Thus  mnrmaringi  he  now  leaohed  the  atoh  of  the 
oonit,  and  was  awallowed  np  in  its  gloom.  A  few 
sttidei,  and  he  oama  into  «  equate,  open  epaee  oaJ; 
lighted  bj  the  Bkioa.  A  hoiue,  Uigte  titta.  the  zeat* 
whinh  wete  td  the  meaaest  order,  stood  eomewbat  Iwckt 
occapif  ing  neatly  one  side  of  &e  quadtaagls,  —  old, 
dingy,  dilapidatadk  At  the  door  of  this  honae  stood 
another  mau,  applying  his  Utah-key  to  the  lock.  As 
Lesely  ^>ptoaohed,.  the  man  turned  qoiokly ,  balf  in  fear, 
half  in  menace,  —  a  amall,  ywj  thin,  impish-looking 
man,  with  peculiarly  iMtJeaa  featotes  thai  seemed  tty- 
iag  to  ran  away  ftom  his  face.  TMa  as  he  wsa,  ho 
looked  all  skin  and  no  bones, — a  goblin  of  a  man  whom 
it  would  not  astonish  you  to  hear  oould  ore^  through  a 
keyhole.  Seeming  still  mote  shadowy  and  impalpable 
by  hia  slight,  thin,  sable  dtese,  not  of  cloth,  but  a  aort 
of  stuff  like  alpaca.  Not  was  that  drees  mgged,  nor, 
as  seen  but  in  stotligbt,  did  it  lo<^  worn  or  shabby; 
still  you  bad  but  to  glanoe  at  the  eieature  to  feel  that  it 
was  a  child  in  the  same  family  of  night  as  the  tagged 
feloa  that  towered  by  its  side.  The  two  outlaws  stand 
ateach  otiwr.  "CnttBl  "  said  Losely,  in  the  old  tolliok- 
ing  voice,  bat  in  a  hoatsei,  rougher  key,  —  "  Gatte,  ray 
boy,  here  I  am;  welcome  me!  " 

"What!     General  Jaa.!"  returned  Cutta,  in  a  tone 
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irttleh  wu  aot  without  a  certain  napeetfiil  aire,  and 
Uien  [HKieeeded  to  pour  oat  a  asriw  of  qaertiom  ^l  * 
mfBt«rious  language,  vhich  nuty  be  thus  tmulsted  and 
abridgsd:  "  How  long  have  yon  been  in  Ea^and  1  How 
has  it  taied  witih  you  t  You  seem  very  badly  off  t  Coming 
here  to  hidej  nothing  T<eiy  bad,  I  hopst    What  is  itl" 

Jasper  ansvered  in  the  same  language,  though  with 
leas  praotiMd  maatery  <4  it, — and  with  that  ooostitu- 
tional  levity  which ,  wbateTU  the  time  or  oinnmstanoe, 
oeoaaionaUy  gave  a  stiaage  aort  of  wit,  or  queer,  nn< 
canny,  deTil-me*oaie  rein  of  diolleiy,  to  Us  modaa  of 
expression. 

"llhiee  mtmths  ot  the  wmat  lock  nun  ever  had:  a 
Towwidi  the  0W(w-(f'arMM,  —  long  stoiy;  thiee  of  our 
pale  eeiaed,— a&ir  of  the  galleys  for  them,  I  suspect; 
Fiench  froga  oan't  seise  me;  fricaneed  one  or  two  of 
them;  broke  away;  crossed  the  country;  Tesched  the 
ooaat;  found  an  honest  amuggkt;  Unded  off  Sussex 
with  a  few  other  kegs  of  biandyj  nmemberad  yon,— 
pieserved  the  addteaa  you  gave  me ;  and  condescend  to 
tioB  nt-hok  for  a  night  of  so.  Let  me  in;  knock  ap 
someboi^;  break  tqwn  tiie  htrder,  — I  want  to  eat;  I  am 
fuoiijted.  I  shonld  have  eatan  you  by  this  time,  only 
Uieie  's  nothing  on  your  bonee." 

tb»  little  man  opened  the  door,  —  a  paaaage  black  as 
EiebUB.  "Give  me  your  hand,  Gkneral."  Jaiperwas 
led  tbroi^  the  pitdiy  gloom  for  a  few  yaids;  then  the 
guide  found  a  gas-cock,  and  the  place  Im>ke  suddenly 
intO'  light.  A  dir^,  narrow  stnroase  on  one  side;  fac- 
ing it,  a  sort  of  lobby,  in  which  an  open  door  showed  a 
long,  sanded  parlor,  Uke  ^katin  publio-hoUBee,  — sevenl 
tables,  benches,  the  waUs  whitewashed,  hot  adonied  with 
sundry  ingenious  designs  made  by  chareoal  or  the  smoked 
ends  of  olay-pipes.     A  stioi^  ameli  of  stale  tobaeeo,  and 
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of  gin  and  mm.  Auothier  gaslight,  sviiigii^  from  Uw 
eentre  of  tiie  ceiliog,  spian^into  li^t  oa  Gntts  toDohed 
the  tap-cock. 

"  Wait  hare,"  said  the  guide.  '  I  will  go  and  get  yon 
some  supper." 

'  And  aome  brandy,"  said  Jasper. 

"Of  ooaise." 

The  l»ayo  thraw  Hnuelf  at  lengUi  <m  <Mie  (rf  the 
tables,  and,  closing  Ms  eyes,  moaned.  His  vast  strength 
had  become  acquainted  with  phyBical  pain.  In  its  stout 
knots  aud  £bi«e,  aches  and  sharp  twingea,  the  dragon- 
teeth  of  which  had  been  sown  yeaia  ago  in  levels  or 
brawls,  which  then  seemed  to  bring  but  innocuous  joy 
and  easy  triumph,  now  began  to  gnaw  and  grind.  Bat 
when  Cutte  reappeared  with  coarse  viands  and  the 
brandy-bottle,  Jasper  shook  off  the  sense  of  pain, 
as  does  a  wounded  wild  beast  Uiat  can  still  devour; 
and  after  regaling  fast  and  ravenously,  he  emptied  half 
the  bottle  at  a  draught,  and  felt  himself  restored  aad 
fresh. 

"  Shall  you  fling  yourself  amongst  the  swell  fellows 
who  hold  their  dnbhere,  Qeneralt "  asked  Cutts;  "  'tis 
a  bad  trade,  —  every  year  it  gats  worse.  Or  have  yon 
not  some  higher  game  in  your  eye  t " 

"  I  have  higher  game  in  my  eye.  One  bird  I  marked 
down  this  very  night.  But  that  may  be  slow  work,  and 
uncertain.  I  have  in  this  pooketbook  a  bank  to  draw 
upon  meanwhile. " 

"Howl  Forged  French  biUet»  d»  toti^M^  — dan- 
geions." 

"  Pooh  1— bettor  tlian  Hut;  letters  which  prove  tlwft 
against  a  respeotable  rich  man. " 

"  Ah,  yon  expect  hush-money  t " 

"  Exactly  so.     I  have  good  friends  in  Londoiu" 
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"  AiDODg  them,  I  suppose,  that  aff«otioiiate  '  adopted 
mother,*  who  would  have  kept  you  ia  euch  order." 

"ThooBand  thimdeni  I  hope  not.  Z  am  not  a  super- 
atitiouB  man,  but  I  fear  that  woman  as  it  she  were  ■ 
witch,  and  I  beliera  she  is  one.  You  remember  biack 
Jean,  whom  we  colled  Sans-eulotte.  He  would  have 
filled  a  churchyard  with  bis  own  laata  for  a  fiTe-franc 
piece ;  but  he  would  not  have  croaaed  a  chorchyard  alone 
at  night  for  a  thouaand  Nape.  Well,  tiiat  woman  to  me 
is  what  a  chuichyoid  was  to  black  Jean.  Noj  if  she  ia 
in  London,  I  have  bat  to  go  to  her  house  and  say, '  Food, 
shelter,  money; '  and  I  would  rather  ask  Jack  Ketch  for 
a  rope. " 

"  How  do  you  account  for  it,  General  1  She  does  not 
beat  yon,  —she  is  not  your  wife.  I  have  seen  many  a 
stont  fellow,  who  would  stand  fire  without  blinking, 
show  the  white  feather  at  a  scold's  tongue.  But  then 
he  must  be  spliced  to  her  —  " 

'  Cutta,  that  grifi&n  does  not  scold,  —  she  preachee. 
She  wanta  to  make  me  spooney,  Cutta;  she  talks  of  my 
young  days,  Cutte;  she  wants  to  blight  me  into  wh^ 
she  calls  on  honest  man.  Cutis, — the  virtuous  dodgel 
She  snubs  and  cows  me,  and  frightens  me  out  of  my 
wits,  Outte.  For  I  do  believe  that  the  witch  is  deter- 
mined to  hare  me,  body  and  sool,  and  to  many  me  some 
day  in  spite  of  myself,  Catts.  And  if  ever  you  see  me 
about  to  be  clutched  in  those  horrible  paws,  poison  me 
with  ratsbane,  or  knock  me  en  the  head,  Cutts." 

The  little  man  laughed  a  little  laugh,  sharp  and 
elritch,  at  the  strange  cowardice  of  the  stalwart  dare- 
devil.     But  Jasper  did  not  echo  tbB  laugh. 

"  Hush! "  he  said  timidly,  "  and  let  me  have  a  bed, 
if  you  can ;  I  have  not  slept  in  one  for  a  week,  and  my 
nerves «re  shaky." 

TOfc.  I.  — 88 
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The  imp  lighted  a  candl«-fiikd  &t  tiw  gu-Ump,  and 
ooDdocted  LomI;  up  the  stain  to  hie  own  eleeping-ioom, 
iriiieh  WW  less  comfoitleea  than  might  he  euppoaed.  He 
resigned  his  bed  to  the  wanderei,  who  flung  himeeli  on 
it,  ngs  and  all.  But  sleep  was  no  more  at  his  conunand 
than  it  ii  at  a  king's. 

**  Why  the did  70a  talk  of  that  witch  t "  he  oried 

peevishly  to  Guite,  who  was  eomposiiig  himself  to  net 
on  the  flooF.  "  I  swear  I  fancy  I  feel  har  sitting  tai  my 
ohest  like  a  nightmare. " 

He  turned  with  a  vehemenoa  wUah  shook  the  walla, 
.  and  wrapped  the  coverlid  round  him,  plunging  his  head 
into  its  folds.  Strange  though  it  seem  to  the  novice  in 
human  natote,  to  Jasper  Loeely  tiie  woman  who  had  ao 
long  lived  hut  for  one  ol^^^  — namely,  to  save  him 
from  ib»  gibbet,  was  as  his  evil  genius,  his  haunting 
fiend.  He  had  oonoeiTed  a  profound  terror  <^  her,  fiom 
the  moment  he  perceived  that  she  was  reeolutely  bent 
upon  making  Mm  honest.  He  had  broken  from  her 
years  ago;  fledj  reeumed  his  evil  courses;  hid  himself 
from  her,  —  in  vain.  Wherever  he  went,  there  went 
eho.  He  might  baffle  the  police;  not  her.  Hunger 
had  often  forced  him  to  accept  her  aid.  As  soon  as 
he  received  it,  he  hid  from  har  again,  burying  himself 
deeper  and  deeper  in  the  mod,  like  a  persecuted  tench. 
He  associated  her  idea  with  all  the  ill-luck  Utat  had 
befallen  him.  Several  timee  some  villanoua  acheme  on 
which  he  had  counted  to  make  his  fortune  had  been 
baffled  in  the  most  mysterious  way;  and  just  when 
baffled,  —  and  there  seamed  no  choice  but  to  cut  his 
own  throat  or  some  one  else's,  —  up  turned  grim  Aza- 
bella  Crane,  in  the  iron-gray  gown,  and  with  the  iron- 
gray  ringlets,  hatefully,  awfully  -  beneficent :  offering 
food,  shelter,  gold, — and  some  demoniacal,  honorable 
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